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RORY    O'MORE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE   COTTAGE    OF    RORY   O'MORE,   WITH   SCENERY,    MACHI- 
NERY,   DRESSES,   AND   DECORATIONS. 

In  a  retired  district  of  the  South  of  Ireland, 
near  some  wild  hills  and  a  romantic  river,  a 
small  by-road  led  to  a  quiet   spot,  where,  at 
the  end  of  a  little  lane,  or  boreen,  which  was 
sheltered  by  some  hazel-^hedges,  stood  a  cot- 
tage which  in  England  would  have  been  con- 
sidered a  poor  habitation,  but  in  Ireland  was 
absolutely  comfortable,  when  contrasted  with 
the  wretched  hovels   that  most  of   her  pea* 
santry   are   doomed   to  dwell  in.     The  walls 
were  only  built  of  mud-*- but  then  the  door- 
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way  aDd  such  windows  as  the  cabin  had  were 
formed  of  cut  stone,  as  was  the  chimney,  which 
last  convenience  is  of  rare  occurrence  in  Irish 
cabins,  a  hole  in  the  roof  generally  serving  in- 
stead. The  windows  were  not  glazed,  it  is  true, 
but  we  must  not  expect  too  much  gentility  on 
this  point ;  and  though  the  light  may  not  be  let 
in  as  much  as  it  is  the  intention  of  such  openings 
to  do,  yet  if  the  wind  be  kept  out  the  Irish 
peasant  may  be  thankful.  A  piece  of  board — 
or,  as  Pat  says,  a  wooden  pane  of  glass — may 
occupy  one  square,  while  its  neighbour  may  be 
brown  paper,  ornamented  inside,  perhaps,  with 

a  ballad  setting  forth  how 

^'  A  sailor  coorted  a  farmer's  daughther 
That  lived  convaynient  to  the  Isle  of  Man," 

or,  maybe,  with  a  print  of  Saint  Patrick  banish- 
ing the  sarpents — or  the  Virgin  Mary  in  flaring 

colours,  that  one  might  take  for 

''The  king's  daughther  a  come  to  town, 
With  a  red  petticoat  and  a  green  gownd." 

But  though  the  windows  were  not  glazed, 

and  there  was  not  a  boarded  floor  in  the  house, 

yet  it  was  a  snug  cottage.     Its  earthen  £oors 
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were  dean   and  drj,    its  thatched   rcx^  was 
sound:  the  dresser  in  the  principal  room  was 
well  furnished  with  delf ;   there  were  two  or 
three  chairs   and  a  good  many  three-legged 
stools  —  a  spinning-wheel,   that  sure   sign  of 
peace  and  good  conduct — more  than  one  iron 
pot — more  than  one  bed,  and  one  of  those  four- 
posted,  with  printed  calico  curtains  of  a  most 
resplendent  pattern :  there  was  a  looking-glass, 
too,  in  the  best  bed-room,  with  only  one  cor« 
ner  broken  off  and  only  three  cracks  in  the 
middle;  and  that  further  damage  might  not 
be  done  to  this  most  valuable  piece  of  furni- 
ture— most   valuable  I  say,   for  there  was  a 
pretty  girl  in  the  house  who  wanted  it  every 
Sunday  morning  to  see  that  her  bonnet  was 
put  on  becomingly  before  she  went  to  chapel ; — 
that  no  further  damage  might  be  done,  I  say 
this  inimitable  looking-glass  was  imbedded  in 
the  wall  with  a  frame-work  of  mortar  round 
it^  tastefully  ornamented  with  cross-bars,  done 
by  the .  adventurous  himd   c^  Rory   O^More 
himself,  who  bad  a  genius  for   handling    a 
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trowel.     This  came  to  him  by  inheritance,  for 
his  father  had  been  a  mason  ;  which  accounts 
for     the    cut-stone    doorway,    windows,    and 
chimney   of   the   cottage,   that   Rory's   father 
had  built  for  himself.     But  when  I  say  Rory 
had  a  genius  for  handling  a  trowel,  I  do  not 
mean  to    say  he   followed    the    trade    of   his 
father  i—  he  did  not,  •—  it  was  a  gift  of  nature 
which  Rory  left  quite  unencumbered  by  any 
trammels  of  art ;    for   as  for  line   and    rule, 
these  were  beneath  Rory^s  consideration ;  this 
the  setting  of  the  glass  proved — for  there  was 
no  attempt   at   either   the  perpendicular,    the 
horizontal,   or  the  plane;   and  from  the  last 
being   wanting,    the   various   portions   of   the 
glass    presented    different    angles,    so    that    it 
reflected  a  very  distorted  image  of  every  ob- 
ject, and  your  face,  if  you  would  believe  the 
glass,   was  as  crooked  as  a  ram'^s  horn  —  which 
I  take  to  be  the  best  of  all  comparisons  for 
crookedness.     Mary  O'More,  however,  though 
as  innocent  a  girl  as  any  in  the  country,  did  not 
believe  that  her  face  was  yery  crooked ;  it  was 
poor  Rory  who  principally  suffered,  for  he  was 


&ORY    o'MORE.  5 

continually  giving  himself  most  uncharitable 
gashes  in  shaving,  which  Rory  attributed  to 
the  razor,  when  in  fact  it  was  the  glass  was 
in  fault ;  for  when  he  fancied  he  was  going  to 
smoothe  his  upper  lip,  the  chances  were  that  he 
was  making  an  assault  on  his  nose,  or  cutting 
a  slice  off  his  chin. 

But  this  glass  has  taken  up  a  great  deal  too 
much  time — which,  after  all,  is  not  uncommon : 
when  people  get  before  a  glass,  they  are  very 
likely  to  linger  there  longer  than  they  ought. 

But  I  need  not  go  on  describing  any  more 
about  the  cottage, — nobody  wants  an  inven- 
tory of  its  furniture,  and  I  am  neither  an  auc- 
tioneer nor  a  bailiff's  keeper.  I  have  said 
Rory^s  father  was  a  mason.  Now  his  mother 
was  a  widow  —  argal  (as  the  grave-digger  hath 
it),  his  father  was  dead.  Poor  CMore,  after 
laying  stones  all  his  life,  at  last  had  a  stone 
laid  over  him;  and  Rory,  with  filial  piety,  carv- 
ed a  crucifix  upon  it,  surmounted  by  the  letters 
I.  H.  S.  and  underneath  this  inscription : 

"  Pray  for  the  sowl  of  Rory  O'More ;  Re- 
quiescat  in  pace.^ 
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This  inacriptioii  was  Rory's  first  cdbrt  in 
aepulcfaral  sculptare,  and,  from  his  inexpeneoee 
ie  the  art,  it  presented  a  ludkroua  appearance : 
Cor,  from  the  importanoe  "Rory  attached  to  his 
fitfber's  sou)— or,  as  he  had  it,  towl, — he  widied 
to  make  the  word  particulariy  conspicuous;  but* 
in  doing  this,  he  cut  the  letters  so  large  that 
be  did  not  leave  himself  nram  to  finish  the 
word,  and  it  became  dirided  — the  word  re- 
quietcal  became  also  divided :  the  inscription, 
therefore,  stood  as  follows : 


EOJEIY  o'mORE. 


You  were  thus  called  on  to  pray  for  the  Sow 
in  one  comer,  while  the  Cat  was  conspicuous  in 
the  other. 

.  Such  was  Rory^s  first  littempt  in  this  way,  and 
though  the  work  has  often  made  others  smile, 
poor  Rory^s  tears  had  moistened  every  letter 
of  it,  and  this  bumble  tombstone  was  garland- 
ed with  as  much  affection  as  the  more  costly 
ones  of  modern  P^re  La-Chaise :  and  though 
there  were  none  who  could  read  who  did  not 
laugh  at  the  absurdity,  yet  they  regarded  Rory^s 
feelings  too  much  to  let  him  be  a  witness  of 
such  mirth.  Indeed  Rory  would  have  resent- 
ed with  indignation  the  attempt  to  make  the 
grave  of  his  father  the  subject  of  laughter ; 
for  in  no  country  is  the  hallowed  reverence 
for  father  and  mother  more  observed  than  in 
Ireland. 

Besides,  Rory  was  not  a  little  proud  of  his 
name.  He  was.  taught  to  believe  there  was 
good  blood  in  his  veins,  and  that  he  was  de- 
scended from  the  O^Mores  of  Leinster.  Then, 
an  old  schoolmaster  in  the  district,  whose  pupil 
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Rory  bad  been,  was  constantly  recounting  to 
him  the  glorious  deeds  of  his  progenitors  — or, 
as  he  called  them,  his  ^^  owld  anshint  anshis- 
thers  in  the  owld  anshint  times,^ — and  how  he 
should  never  disgrace  himself  by  doing  a  dirty 
turn  ;  ^^  Not  that  I  ever  seen  the  laste  sign  iv 
it  in  you,  ma  bouchal^  —  but  there 's  no  know- 
in\  And  sure  the  diviPs  busy  wid  us  some- 
times, and  dales  in  timtayshins,  and  lays  snares 
for  us,  all  as  one  as  you*d  snare  a  hare  or  ketch 
sparrows  in  a  thrap ;  and  who  can  tell  the 
minit  that  he  might  be  layin*"  salt  on  your 
tail  onknowst  to  you,  if  you  wortft  smart  ?  — 
and  therefore  b^  always  mindful  of  your  an- 
shisthers,  that  wor  of  the  highest  blood  in  Ire- 
land, and  in  one  of  the  highest  places  in  it  too, 
Dunamaise  —  I  mane  the  rock  of  Dunamaise, 
and  no  less.  And  there  is  where  Rory  O'More, 
king  of  Leinsther,  lived  in  glory  time  out  o"" 
mind  ;  and  the  Lords  of  the  Pale  darn''t  touch 
him  — and  pale  enough  he  made  them  often, 
I  go  bail ;  —  and  there  he  was,  —  like  an 
aigle  on  his  rock,  and  the  dirty  English  afeard 
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o  their  lives  to  go  within  miles  iv  him,  and  he 
shut  up  in  his  castle  as  stout  as  a  ram.^ 

In  such  rbodomontade  used  Phelim  OTlana- 
gan  to  flourish  away,  and  delight  the  ears  of 
Rory  and  Mary,  and  the  widow  no  less.  Phelim 
was  a  great  character :  he  wore  a  scratch  wig 
that  had  been  built  somewhere  about  the  year 
One,  and  from  its  appearance  might  justify  the 
notion,  that  Phelim's  wig-box  was  a  dripping- 
pan.  He  had  a  pair  of  spectacles,  which  held 
their  place  upon  his  nose  by  taking  a  strong 
grip  of  it,  producing  thereby  a  snuffling  pro- 
nunciation, increased  by  his  taking  of  snufF: 
indeed,  so  closely  was  his  proboscis  em« 
braced  by  this  primitive  pair  of  spectacles,  that 
he  could  not  have  his  pinch  of  snuff  without 
taking  them  off,  as  they  completely  blockaded 
the  passage.  They  were  always  stuck  low 
down  on  his  nose,  so  that  he  could  see  over 
them  when  he  wished  it,  and  this  he  did  for 
all  distant  objects ;  while  for  reading  he  was 
obliged  to  throw  his  head  back  to  bring  his 
eyes  to  bear  through    the  glasses ;    and  this, 
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ibrdog  tbe  rear  of  bis  wig  downwards  oo  the 
coflar  of  bis  oo«t  shored  it  Corwaid  on  bis 
forehead,  and  stripped  the  back  of  bis  pate: 
in  the  fcmner  case,  his  eyes  were  as  roond  as  an 
owl's ;  and  in  the  other,  cksed  nearly  into  the 
expression  of  disdain,  or  at  least  of  great  con- 
sequence. His  coat  was  of  grey  friese,  and  his 
nether  garment  of  buckskin,  equalling  the  po* 
liih  of  his  wig,  and  surpasring  that  of  his 
fthoe«,  which  indeed  were  not  polished,  except 
on  Sunday,  or  such  occasions  as  the  priest  of 
the  parish  was  expected  to  pay  his  school  a 
visit,— « and  then  the  polish  was  produced  by 
tbe  brogues  being  greased,  so  that  tbe  resem- 
blance to  the  wig  was  more  perfect.  Stockings 
he  had,  after  a  sort;  that  is  to  say,  he  had 
woollen  cases  for  his  legs,  but  there  Were  not 
any  feet  to  them :  they  were  stuffed  into  the 
shoe  to  make  believe,  and  the  deceit  was  toler- 
ably  well  executed  in  front,  where  Phelim  had 
them  under  his  eye ;  but,  like  Achilles,  he  was 
vulnerable  in  the  heel  —  indeed,  worse  off  than 
that  renowned  hero,  for  he  had  only  one  heel 


RORT  b'MORE.  II 

unprotected,  while  poor  Phelim  had  both.  On 
Monday,  Tueadajr,  and  Wednesday,  Phelim 
had  a  shirt  —  you  saw  he  had;  but  towards 
the  latter  end  of  the  week,  from  the  closely- 
buttoned  coat,  and  the  ambuscade  of  a  spot- 
ted handkerchief  round  his  neck,  there  was 
ground  for  suspicion  that  the  shirt  was  under 
the  process  of  washing,  that  it  might  be  ready 
for  service  on  Sunday;  when,  at  mass,  Phe- 
lim's  shirt  was  always  at  its  freshest. 

There  was  a  paramount  reason,  to  be  sure, 
why  Phelim  sported  a  dean  shirt  in  chapel  on 
Sunday :  he  officiated  as  clerk  during  the  ser- 
vice,— oTj  as  it  would  be  said  amongst  the  pea- 
santry, he  ^^  sarved  mass;*^  and  in  such  a  post 
of  honour  personal  decency  is  indispensable. 
In  this  service  he  was  assisted  by  a  couple 
of  boys,  who  were  the  head  of  his  school, 
and  enjoyed  great  immunities  in  consequence. 
In  the  first  place,  they  were  supposed,  from 
virtue  of  the  dignity  to  which  they  were  ad- 
vanced, to  understand  more  Latin  than  any  of 
the  rest  of  the  boys ;  and  from  the  necessity  of 
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their  being  decently  clad,  they  were  of  course 
the  sons  of  the  most  comfortable  farmers  in  the 
district,  who  could  afford  the  luxury  of  shoes 
and  stockings  to  their  children,  to  enable  them 
to  act  as  acolites.  The  boys  themselves  seemed 
to  like  the  thing  well  enough,  as  their  frequent 
passing  and  repassing  behind  the  priest  at  the 
altar,  with  various  genuflexions,  gave  them  a 
position  of  importance  before  the  neighbours 
that  was  gratifying;  and  they  seemed  to  be 
equally  pleased  up  to  one  point,  and  to  pro- 
ceed in  perfect  harmony  until  the  ringing  of  a 
little  bell,  and  that  was  the  signal  for  a  fight 
between  them. — When  I  say  fight,  I  do  not 
mean  that  they  boxed  each  other  before  (or 
rather  behind)  the  priest,  but  to  all  intents  and 
purposes  there  was  a  struggle  who  should  get 
the  bell,  as  that  seemed  the  grand  triumph  of 
the  day :  and  the  little  bell  certainly  had  a 
busy  time  of  it,  for  the  boy  that  had  it  seemed 
endued  with  a  prodigious  accession  of  devo- 
tion ;  and  as  he  bent  himself  to  the  very  earth, 
he  rattled  the  bell  till  it  seemed  choking  with 
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its  superabundant  vibration ;  while  the  Christi- 
anity of  his  brother  acolite  seemed  to  suffer  in 
proportion  to  the  piety  of  his  rival,  for  he  did 
not  bow  half  so  low,  and  was  looking  with  a 
sidelong  eye  and  sulky  mouth  at  his  victorious 
coadjutor. 

As  for  Phelim,  his  post  of  honour  was  robing 
and  unrobing  the  priest  before  the  altar;  for 
in  the  humble  little  chapel  where  all  this  was 
wont  to  occur  there  was  no  vestry — the  priest 
was  habited  in  his  vestments  in  the  presence  of 
his  congregation.  But  Phelim^s  grand  triumph 
seemed  to  be  his  assisting  his  clergy  in  sprin- 
kling the  flock  with  holy  water.  This  was  done 
by  means  of  a  large  sprinkling-brush,  which 
the  priest  dipped  from  time  to  time  in  a  vessel 
of  holy  water  which  Phelim  held,  and  waving 
it  to  the  right  and  left,  cast  it  over  the  multi- 
tude. For  this  purpose,  at  a  certain  period, 
the  little  gate  of  a  small  area  railed  round  the 
altar  was  opened,  and  forth  stepped  the  priest, 
followed  by  Phelim  bearing  the  holy  water. 
Now  it  happened  that  the  vessel  which  held  it 


14  ROET   O'MORE. 

was  no  other  than  a  bucket.-^I  do  not  mean 
this  irreverently,  for  holjr  water  would  be  as 
hoi  J  in  a  bucket  as  in  a  golden  urn ;  but,  Ood 
forgive  me  I  I  could  not  help  thinking  it  rather 
queer  to  see  Phelim  bearing  this  great  bucket 
of  water,  with  a  countenance  indicative  of  the 
utmost  pride  and  importance^  fiollowing  the 
priest,  who  advanced  through  the  crowds  that 
opened  and  bowed  before  him  as  his  reverence 
ever  and  anon  turned  round,  popped  his  sprin*^ 
kling-brush  into  the  water,  and  slashed  it 
about  right  and  left  over  his  flock,  that  courted 
the  shower,  and  were  the  happier  the  more 
they  were  wet. — Poor  people  !  if  it  made  them 
happy,  where  was  the  harm  of  it  ?  A  man  is 
not  considered  unworthy  of  th^  blessings  of  the 
constitution  of  Oreat  Britain  by  getting  wet 
to  the  skin  in  the  pelting  rain  of  the  equinox ; 
and  I  cannot,  nor  ever  could  see,  why  a  few 
drops  of  holy  water  should  exclude  him.— But 
hang  philosophy  !  what  has  it  to  do  with  a 
novel  ? 
.    Phelim,    like  a  great    many  other  hedges 
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schoolmasters,  held  his  rank  in  the  Church  of 
Rome  from  his  being  able  to  mumble  some 
scraps  of  Latin,  which  being  the  only  language 
his  Sable  Majesty  does  not  understand,  is 
therefore  the  one  selected  for  the  celebration  of 
the  mass.  How  a  prince  of  his  importance  could 
be  so  deficient  in  his  education  may  well  create 
surprise,  particularly  as  he  is  so  constant  an 

itimate  of  oUr  universities. 

Phelim^s  Latin,  to  be  sure,  could  scarcely 
''  shame  the  d— >1,^'  though  certainly  it  might 
have  puzzled  him.  It  was  a  barbarous  jargon, 
and  but  for  knowing  the  phrases  he  meant  to 
say,  no  one  could  comprehend  him.  Spiritu 
tuoy  was  from  his  mouth,  '^  Sper^chew  chew  6,^ 
and  so  on.  Nevertheless,  it  was  not  in  chapel 
alone  that  Phelim  sported  his  Latin^^^nor  in  his 
school  either,  where,  for  an  additional  two- 
pence a-week  he  inducted  his  scholars  into  the 
mysteries  of  the  classics  (and  mysteries  might 
they  well  be  called), — but  even  in  his  social 
intercourse  he  was  fond  of  playing  the  pedant 
and   astonishing  the  vulgar ;   and  as  poaching 
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piscators  throw  medicated  crumbs  into  the  wa- 
ters where  they  fish,  so  Phelim  flung  about  his 
morsels  of  Latin  to  catch  his  gudgeons.  Deri- 
vations were  his  fort;  and  after  elucidating 
something  in  that  line,  he  always  said,  "  Derry 
wather!"  and  took  snuff*  with  an  air  of  sub- 
limity. Or,  if  he  overcame  an  antagonist  in  an 
argument,  which  was  seldom  the  case,  because 
few  dared  to  engage  with  him,— but,  when  any 
individual  was  rash  enough  to  encounter  Phe- 
lim, he  always  slaughtered  him  with  big  words, 
and  instead  of  addressing  his  opponent,  he 
would  turn  to  the  company  present  and  say, 
*^  Now  I  ^11  make  yiz  all  sinsible  to  a  demon- 
stheration  ;'^  and  then,  after  he  had  held 
them  suspended  in  wonder  for  a  few  minutes 
at  the  jumble  of  hard  words  which  neither  he 
nor  they  understood,  he  would  look  round  the 
circle  with  a  patronizing  air,  saying,  ^^  You 
persaive  —  q.  b.  d.  what  was  to  be  demon- 
stherated !'' 

This  always  finished  the  argument   in  the 
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letter,  but  not  in  the  spirit ;  for  Phelim,  though 
he  secured  silence,  did  not  produce  persuasion  : 
his  adversary  often  kept  his  own  opinion, 
but  kept  it  a  secret  too,  as  long  as  Phelim 
was  present ;  "  for  how,^  as  they  themselves 
said  when  his  back  was  turned,  ^^  could  it  be 
expected  for  them  to  argufy  with  him  when  he 
took  to  discoorsifC  them  out  o'  their  common 
sense? — and  the  hoighth  o'  fine  language  it 
sartainly  was  —  but  sure  it  wouldn't  stand  to 
raison.'^ — How  many  a  speech  in  higher  places 
is  worthy  of  the  same  commentary  ! 

Perhaps  I  have  lingered  too  long  in  detaiU 
ing  these  peculiarities  of  Phelim  ;  but  he  was 
such  an  original,  that  a  sketch  of  him  waa 
too  great  a  temptation  to  be  resisted :  besides, 
as  he  is  about  to  appear  immediately,  I  wish- 
ed the  reader  to  have  some  idea  of  the  sort 
of  person  he  was. 

The  evening  was  closing  as  Phelim  OTla- 
nagan  strolled  up  the  boreen  leading  to  the 
widow   CMore^s  cottage.      On    reaching  the 
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bou8e>  he  saw  the  widow  -sitting  at  the  door 
knitting. 

^*  God  save  you,  Mrs.  O'More  !^  said  Phelim. 

"  God  save  you  kindly  !"  answered  the  wi- 
dow. 

*^  Faith,  then,  it^s  yourself  is  the  industherous 
woman,  Mrs.  O^More,  for  it  is  working  you 
are  airly  and  late :  and  to  think  of  your  being 
at  the  needles  now,  and  the  evenin'  closin'  in  !^' 

*•  Oh,  I  don't  call  this  work,"  said  the  wi- 
dow ;  ^'  it  is  only  jist  to  have  something  to 
do,  and  not  be  lost  with  idleness,  that  I'^m 
keepin^  my  hands  goin'.^ 

"And  your  eyes  too,  'faith — and  God  spare 
them  to  you.**' 

**  Amin,  dear,^  said  the  widow. 

"  And  where  is  the  colleen,  that  she  isn't 
helpin'  you  ?^ 

"Oh,  she's  jist  gone  beyant  the  meadow 
there,  to  cut  nettles  for  the  chickens — she  '11 
be  in  in  a  minit.  Won't  you  sit  down,  Mr. 
O'Flanagan  ?— you  'd  betther  dhraw  a  sate." 

"  I'm  taller  standin',  Mrs.  O'More,  —  thank 
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you  all  the  same,  ma^ani.    And  where  would 
Rory  be?'' 

^^  Why,  indeed,  the  Scholar  wint  out  shoot- 
ing and  Rory  wint  wid  him. — It 's  fond  of  the 
sport  he  is,  Mr.  O'Flanagan,  as  you  know/' 

"  Thrue  for  you,  ma'am ;  —  it  *s  hard  if  I 
wouldn't,  when  I  sot  over  him  for  five  years  and 
betther ;  and  hard  it  was  to  keep  him  uodher ! 
for  he  was  always  fond  o'  sport." 

^^  But  not  the  taste  o'  vice  in  him,  Phelim 
dear,"  said  the  mother. 

"  No,  no,  Mrs.  O'More,  by  no  manes  — 
nothing  but  heart  and  fun  in  him ;  but  not 
the  sign  o'  mischief.  And  why  wouldn't  he 
like  to  go  a  start  with  the  young  gintleiUan 
a-shootin'  ? — the  dog  and  the  gun  is  tempting 
to  man  ever  since  the  days  o'  Yargil  himself, 
who  says  with  great  beauty  and  discrimination, 
Arma  vimmque  cano ;  which  manes,  *Artns, 
men,  and  dogs,'  which  is  three  things  that 
always  goes  together  since  the  wofld  began." 

"  Think  d'  that  now !"  said  the  widow : 
^^  and  so  Yargo  used  to  go  shootin' !" 
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"  Not  exactly,  Mrs.  O'More,  my  dear  :  be- 
sides, the  man^s  name  was  not  Vargo,  but 
VargiL  Vargo,  Mrs.  O'More,  manes  the  Var- 
gin/' 

*'  God  forgi'  me  l^  said  the  widow ;  "  is  it 
the  blessed  Vargin  I  said  wint  shootin'  ?*'  and 
she  crossed  herself. 

"  No,  Mrs.  O'More,  my  dear — by  no  manes. 
Vargo  manes  only  vargin ;  which  is  not  blessed, 
without  you  join  it  to  something  else.  But 
Vargil  was  the  man'^s  name ;  he  was  a  great 
Roman  pote.'^ 

"  Oh,  the  darlin' !''  said  the  widow  ;  "  and 
was  he  a  Roman  ?'' 

**  Not  as  you  mane  it,  Mrs.  O'More,  my 
dear :  he  was  not  a  good  Catholic — and  more  ""s 
the  pity,  and  a  sore  loss  to  him !  But  he  didn't 
know  betther,  for  they  were  lost  in  darkness 
in  them  days,  and  had  not  the  knowledge  of 
uz.  But  whin  I  say  he  was  a  Roman,  I  mane 
he  was  of  that  famous  nation — (and  tarin*'  fel- 
lows they  wor !) — Romani  populiy  as  we  say, 
his  nativity  being  cast  in  Mantua,  which   is 
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a  famous  port  of  that  counthry»  you  persaive, 
Mrs.  O'More.'' 

Here  Mrs.  O^More  dropped  her  ball  of 
worsted  ;  and  Phelim,  not  wishing  a  word  of  his 
harangue  to  be  lost,  waited  till  the  widow  was 
reseated  and  in  a  state  of  attention  again. 

^*  Mantua,  I  say,  Mrs.  O^More,  a  famous 
port  of  the  Romani  populi  —  the  port  of  Man« 
tua  —  which  retains  to  this  day  the  honour  of 
VargiFs  nativity  bein**  cast  in  that  same  place, 
you  persaive,  Mrs.  O'More.'" 

"  Yis,  yis,  Mr.  O^Flanagan,  I  ''m  mindin*  you, 
sir.  Oh,  what  a  power  o'  lamin^  you  have ! 
Well,  well,  but  it 's  wondherful !  —  and  sure  I 
never  heerd  afore  of  any  one  bein*  bom  in  a 
portmantia«^^ 

"  Oh  !  ho,  ho,  ho  !  Mrs.  O'More !  No,  my 
dear  ma'am,"  said  Phelim  laughing,  *^  I  didnH 
say  be  was  born  in  a  portmantia :  I  said  the 
port  of  Mantua,  which  was  a  territorial  posses- 
sion, or  domain,  as  I  may  say,  of  the  Romani 
populi,  where  Vargil  had  his  nativity  cast,  — 
that  is  to  say,  was  born."' 
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"  Dear,  d^ar !  what  knowledge  you  have, 
Mr.O'Flanagan ! — and  no  wondher  you'd  laugh 
at  me !  But  sure,  no  wondher  at  the  same 
time,  when  I  thought  you  wor  talkin'  of  a 
portmantia,  that  I  would  wondher  at  a  child 
bein^  sent  into  the  world  in  that  manner/' 

**  Quite  nathVal,  Mrs.  O'More,  my  dear  — 
quite  nath^ral,^^  said  Phelim. 

"  But,  can  you  tell  me         ^ 

"  To  be  sure  I  can,**  said  Phelim :  "  what 
is  it  ?^' 

"  I  mane,  would  you  tell  me,  Mr.  OTla- 
nagan,  is  that  the  place  portmantias  comes 
from?'' 

•*  Why,  indeed,  Mrs.  O'More,  it  is  likely, 
from  the  derry wation,  that  it  is :  but,  you  see, 
these  is  small  thrifles  o*  histhory  that  is  not 
worth  the  while  o*  great  min  to  notice;  and 
by  raison  of  that  same  we  are  left  to  our  own 
conjunctures  in  sitch  matthers.^ 

"  Dear,  dear  !  Well — but,  sir,  did  that  gin- 
tleman  you  wor  talkin*  about  go  a  shootin^  — 
that  Mr.  Varjuice?'* — — 
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«  Vargil,  Mrs.  O'More— Var-gil,"  said  Phe- 
lim  with  authority. 

"  I  beg  his  pard'n  and  yours,  sir.'' 

"  No  offince,  Mrs.  O'More.  Why,  ma'am, 
as  for  goin'  shootin',  he  did  not  —  and  for  var- 
rious  raisons :  guns  was  scarce  in  thim  times, 
and  gunpowdher  was  not  in  vogue,  but  was,  by 
all  accounts,  atthributed  to  Friar  Bacon  pos- 
teriorly.*' 

'^  Oh,  the  dirty  divils !"  said  the  widow, 
^*  to  fry -their  bacon  with  gunpowdher! — that 
bates  all  I  ever  heerd." 

Phdim  could  not  help  laughing  outright  at 
the  widow's  mistake,  and  was  about  to  explain, 
but  she  was  a  little  annoyed  at  being  laughed 
at,  and  Rory  O'More  and  the  Scholar,  as  he 
was  called,  having  returned  at  the  moment, 
she  took  the  of^rtunity  of  retiring  into  the 
house,  and  left  Phelim  and  his  explanation  and 
the  ^sportsmen  all  together. 
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CHAPITER  II. 

SHOWING     now     A     JOURNEY    MAY     BE    PERFORMED   ON   A 
GRIDIRON    WITHOUT    GOING    AS    FAR   AS   ST.  LAURENCE. 

The  arrival  of  Rory  O'More  and  the  Scho- 
lar having  put  an  end  to  the  colloquy  of  the 
widow  and  Phelim  OTlanagan,  the  reader 
may  as  well  be  informed,  during  the  pause, 
who  the  person  is  already  designated  under 
the  title  of  "  the  Scholar/' 

It  was  some  weeks  before  the  opening  of  our 
story  that  Rory  O'More  had  gone  to  Dublin, 
for  the  transaction  of  some  business  connected 
with  the  lease  of  the  little  farm  of  the  widow— 
if  the  few  acres  she  held  might  be  dignified 
with  that  name.  There  was  only  some  very 
subordinate  person  on  the  spot  to  whom  any 
communication  on  the  subject  could  be  made ; 
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for  the  agent,  following  the  example  of  the 
lord  of  the  soil,  was  an  absentee  from  the  pro* 
perty  as  well  as  his  employer ;  —  the  landlord 
residing  principally  in  London,  though  deriv« 
ing  most  of  his  income  from  Ireland,  and  the 
agent  living  in  Dublin,  making  half-yearly 
visits  to  the  tenantry,  who  never  saw  his  face 
until  he  came  to  ask  them  for  their  rents.  As 
it  happened  that  it  was  in  the  six  months^ 
interregnum  that  the  widow  wished  to  arrange 
about  her  lease,  she  sent  her  son  to  Dublin 
for  the  purpose  —  "  For  what 's  the  use,''  said 
she,  ^^  of  talking  to  that  fellow  that 's  down 
here,  who  can  never  give  you  a  straight  an- 
swer, but  goes  on  with  his  gosther,  and  says 
beUl  write  about  it,  and  will  have  word  for 
you  next  time ;  and  so  keeps  you  goin'  hither 
and  thither,  and  all  the  time  the  thing  is  just 
where  it  was  before,  and  never  comes  to  any- 
thing ?— -So,  Rory  dear,  in  God's  name  go  off 
yourself  and  see  the  agint  in  Dublin,  and  get 
the  rights  o'  the  thing  out  of  bis  own  mouth.'' 
So  Rory  set  out  for  Dublin,  not  without  plenty 

VOL.  L  c 
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of  cautions  from  his  mother  to  take  care  of 
himself  in  the  town,  for  she  heard  it  was  ^^  the 
dickens'  own  place;  and  I'm  towld  they're 
sich  rogues  there,  that  if  you  sleep  with  your 
mouth  open,  they  ^11  stale  the  teeth  out  o'  your 
head.'' 

^'  Faix,  and  maybe  they  'd  find  me  like  a 
weasel  asleep,"  answered  Rory  *—  "  asleep  with 
my  eyes  open  :  and  if  they  have  such  a  fancy 
for  my  teeth,  maybe  it's  in  the  shape  of  a  bite 
they'd  get  them."  For  Rory  had  no  small 
notion  of  his  own  sagacity. 

The  wonders  of  Dublin  gave  Rory,  on  his 
return,  wide  field  for  decanting  upon,  and 
made  his  hearers  wonder  in  turn.  But  this 
is  not  the  time  nor  place  to  touch  on  such 
matters^  Suffice  it  here  to  say,  Rory  trans- 
acted his  business  in  Dublin  satisfactorily; 
and  having  done  so>  he  mounted  his  outside 
place  on  one  of  the  coaches  from  town,  and 
found  faimsdlf  beside  a  slight,  pale,  but  ratho* 
handsome  young  gentleman,  perfectly  tree 
from  anything  of  that  repulsive  bearing  which 
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sometiines  too  forcibly  marks  the  distinctioii 
between  the  ranks  of  parties  that  may  ehanoe 
to  meet  in  such  promiscuous  society  as  that 
which  a  public  conveyance  huddles  together. 
He  was  perfectly  accommodating  to  his  fSeUow- 
traveUers  while  they  were  shaking  themsehres 
down  into  tbdr  places,  and  on  the  journey 
he  conversed  freely  with  Rory  on  such  sub^ 
jects  as  the  passing  occurrences  of  the  road 
suggested.  This  unaffected  conduct  won  him 
ready  esteem  and  liking  from  his  hamUe  neigh- 
bour, as  in  such  cases  it  never  fsiis  to  do: 
but  its  effect  was  heightened  by  the  contrast 
which  another  passenger  afforded,  who  seemed 
to  coDuder  it  a  great  degradation  to  have  a  per- 
son in  RcMry^s  condition  fdaoed  beside  him ;  and 
be  spoke  in  an  offensive  tone  of  remark  to  the 
person  seated  at  the  other  side,  and  quite  loud 
enough  to  be  heard,  of  the  assurance  of  the 
lower  orders,  and  how  hard  it  was  to  make 
low  fellows  understand  how  to  keep  their 
distance.  To  all  this,  Rory,  with  «  great  deal 
of  tact,  never  made  any  reply,  and  to  a  casual 

c  2 
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observer  would  have  seemed  not  to  notice  it ; 
but  to  the  searching  eye  of  his  pale  compa- 
nion, there  was  the  quick  and  momentary 
quiver  of  indignation  on  the  peasant's  lip^  and 
the  compression  of  brow  that  denotes  pain  and 
anger,  the  more  acute  from  their  being  con- 
cealed. But  an  occasion  soon  offered  for  this 
insolent  and  ill-bred  fellow  to  make  an  opea 
aggression  upon  Rory,  which  our  hero  return- 
ed with  interest.  After  one  of  the  stoppages 
on  the  road  for  refreshment,  the  passengers 
resumed  their  places,  and  the  last  to  make  his 
reappearance  was  this  bashaw.  On  getting  up 
to  his  seat,  he  said,  "  Where 's  my  coat  ?^ 

To  this  no  one  made  any  answer,  and  the 
question  was  soon  repeated  in  a  louder  tone  : 
"  Where 's  my  coat  P'^ 

"  Your  coat,  is  it,  sir  ?*"  said  the  coachman. 

"  Yes — ^my  coat ;  do  you  know  anything 
of  it  ?'' 

^^  No,  sir,*"  said  the  coachman :  "  maybe  you 
took  it  into  the  house  with  you."*^ 
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"  No,  I  did  not :  I  left  it  on  the  coach.  — 
And  by  the  bye,*^  said  he,  looking  at  Rory, 
^^  you  were  the  only  person  who  did  not  quit 
the  coach — did  you  take  it  ?*" 

"Take  what 7^  said  Rory  with  a  peculiar 
emphasis  and  intonation  on  the  what. 

**  My  coat,^  said  the  other  with  extreme 
eflrontery. 

**  I  \e  a  coat  o'  my  own,^  said  Rory  with 
great  composure. 

** That's  not  an  answer  to  my  question/** 
said  the  other. 

^^  I  think  you  ought  to  be  glad  to  get  so 
quiet  an  answer,^  said  Rory. 

"  I  think  so  too,''  said  the  pale  traveller. 

"  I  did  not  address  my  conversation  to  you, 
sir,^  said  the  swaggering  gentleman. 

^'  If  you  did,  sir,  you  should  have  been 
lying  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  now,'*  was 
the  taunting  rejoinder. 

At  this  moment,  a  waiter  made  his  appear- 
ance at  the  door  of  the  inn,  bearing  the  miss- 
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ing  coat  on  his  arm ;  and  banding  it  up  to 
the  owner,  he  said,  *^You  left  this  behind 
you  in  the  parlour,  sir." 

The  effect  was  what  any  one  must  anticipate : 
indignant  eyes  were  turned  on  all  sides  upon 
the  person  making  so  wanton  an  aggression, 
and  he  himself  seemed  to  stagger  undar  the 
evidence  against  him.  He  scarcely  knew  what 
to  do.  After  much  stammering,  and  hemming 
and  hawing,  he  took  the  coat  from  the  waiter, 
and  turning  to  Rory,  said,  ^^  I  see^ — I  forgot 
—  I  thought  that  I  left  it  on  the  coach ;  — 
but — a         I  see  *twas  a  mistake.**^ 

"  Oh,  make  no  apologies,"*^  said  Rory ;  "  we 
were  both  undher  a  mistake.^ 

"  How  both  ?^  said  the  Don. 

**  Why,  sir,''  said  Rory,  "  you  mistuk  me 
for  a  thief,   and   I   mistuk  you  for  a  gintle- 


man.'' 


The  swaggerer  could  not  rally  against  the 
laugh  this  bitter  repartee  made  against  him, 
and  he  was  effectually  silenced  for  the  rest  of 
the  journey. 
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Indeed,  the  oonversatioii  toon  slackened  on 
all  sides,  for  it  began  to  rain ;  and  it  may  be 
remarked,  that  under  such  circumstances  tra* 
vdiers  wrap  up  thdr  minda  and  bodies  at  the 
same  time;  and  once  a  man  draws  his  nose 
ioiide  the  collar  of  bis  great-coat,  it  must  be 
something  much  above  the  average  of  stage- 
coach pleasantry  which  will  make  him  poke  it 
out  again  —  and  spirits  invariably  fall  as  um- 
brellas rise. 

But  neither  great-coats  nor  umbrellas  were 
k)Dg  proof  against  the  torrents  that  soon  fell, 
for  these  were  not  the  days  of  Macintosh  and 
India  rubber. 

Have  you  ever  remarked,  that  on  a  sudden 
dash  of  rain  the  coachman  immediately  begins 
to  whip  his  horses  ?  So  it  was  on  the  present 
occasion ;  and  the  more  it  rained,  the  faster  be 

IP 

drove.  Splash  they  went  through  thick  and 
thin,  as  if  velocity  could  have  dcme  them  any 
good;  and  the  rain,  one  might  have  thought, 
was  vying  .with  the  coachman,«-^for  the  faster 
he  drove,  the  faster  it  seemed  to  rain. 
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At  last  the  passengers  seated  on  the  top 
began  to  feel  their  seats  invaded  by  the  flood 
that  deluged  the  roof  of  the  coach,  just  as 
they  entered  a  town  where  there  was  change 
of  horses  to  be  made.  The  moment  the  coach 
stopped,  Rory  CMore  jumped  off,  and  said 
to  the  coachman,  ^*  1*11  be  back  with  you  be- 
fore you  go ; — ^but  donH  start  before  I  come  :*" 
and  away  he  ran  down  the  town. 

"  Faix,  that 's  a  sure  way  of  being  back 
before  I  go  !'*  said  the  driver :  "  but  you'd 
betther  not  delay,  my  buck,  or  it  ''s  behind  FU 
lave  you,*^ 

Mobile  change  was  being  made,  the  passen- 
gers endeavoured  to  procure  wads  of  straw  to 
sit  upon,  for  the  wet  became  more  and  more 
inconvenient ;  and  at  last  all  was  ready  for  start- 
ing, and .  Rory  had  not  yet  returned.  The 
horn  was  blown,  and  the  coachman''s  patience 
was  just  worn  out,  when  Rory  hove  in  sight, 
splashing  his  way  through  the  middle  of  the 
street,  flourishing  two  gridirons  over  his 
head. 
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"  Here  I  am,^  said  he,  panting  and  nearly 
exhausted  :  **  'faith,  I  'd  a  brave  run  for  it  !^ 

"  Why,  thin,  what  the  dickens  do  you  want 
here  with  gridirons  ?^  said  the  coachman. 

"Oh,  never  mind,"  said  Rory ;  "jist  give 
me  a  wisp  o^  sthraw,  and  God  bless  you,*^  said 
he  to  one  of  the  helpers  who  was  standing  by ; 
and  having  got  it,  he  scrambled  up  the  coach, 
and  said  to  his  pale  friend,  "  Now,  sir,  we  '*11 
be  comfortable.*^ 

"  I  don't  see  much  likelihood  of  it,"  said  his 
fellow-traveller. 

"  Why,  look  what  I  've  got  for  you,"  said 
Rory. 

"  Oh,  that  straw  will  soon  be  sopped  with 
rain,  and  then  we  '11  be  as  badly  off  as  before." 

"  But  it 's  not  on  sthraw  I'm  depindin'," 
said  Rory  ;  "  look  at  this !"  and  he  brandished 
one  of  the  gridirons. 

"  I  have  heard  of  stopping  the  tide  with  a 
pitchfork,"  said  the  traveller,  smiling,  "  but 
never  of  keeping  out  rain  with  a  gridiron." 

"  Faith,  thin,  I'll  show  you  how  to  do  that 
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samey"  said  Rory.  "Here — sit  up — clap  this 
gridiron  vndher  you^  and  you'll  be  undher 
wather  no  longer.  Stop,  sir,  stay  a  minit — don't 
sit  down  on  the  bare  bars^  and  be  mdcin'  a 
beefistake  o' yourself ;  here's  a  wisp  o'sthraw 
to  put  betune  you  and  the  cowld  iron  —  and 
not  a  dhryer  sate  in  all  Ireland  than  the  same 
gridiron." 

The  young  travdler  obeyed,  and  while  he 
admired  the  ingenuity,  could  not  hdp  laughing 
at  the  whimsicdity  of  the  contrivance. 

"  You  see  I  've  another  for  myself,"  said 
Rory,  seating  himself  in  a  similar  manner  on 
his  second  gridiron :  '*  and  now,"  added  he, 
*^  as  far  as  the  sates  is  consamed,  it  may  rain 
till  doomsday." 

Away  went  the  coach  again ;  and  for  some 
time  after  resuming  the  journey,  the  young 
traveller  was  revolving  the  oddity  of  the  fore- 
going incident  in  his  mind,  and  led  by  his 
train  of  thought  to  the  consideration  of  na- 
tional characteristics,  he  came  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  an  Irishman  was  the  only  man  under 
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the  sun  who  could  have  hit  upo9  so  strange 
an  expedient  for  relieving  them  from  their 
difficulty*  He  was  struck  not  only  by  the 
originality  of  the  demgn  and  the  promptness 
of  the  execution,  but  also  by  the  good-nature 
of  his  companion  in  thinking  of  him  on  the 
occasion.  After  these  conclusions  had  passed 
through  his  own  mind,  he  turned  to  Rory, 
and  said, 

^^  What  was  it  made  you  think  of  a  grid- 
iron ?*• 

«  Why,  thin,  I  '11  tell  you,"  said  Bory.  "  I 
promised  my  mother  to  briog  a  present  to  the 
priest  from  Dublin,  and  I  could  not  make  up 
my  mind  rightly  what  to  get  all  the  time  I  was 
there.  I  thought  of  a  pair  o'  topJ)oots ;  for 
indeed,  his  reverence's  is  none  o{  the  best,  and 
only  you  know  ihem  to  be  top-boots,  jmi  would 
not  take  them  to  be  top-boots,  bdiase  the  bot- 
toms has  hem  put  in  so  often  that  the  tops  is 
ware  out  intirdiy,  and  is  no  more  like  top- 
boots  than  nay  bn^ues.  So  I  wint  to  a  shop 
in  Dublin,   and  picked  out  the  purtiest  pair 
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o*  top-boots  I  could  see ; — whin  I  say  purty,  I 
don't  mane  a  flourishin'  *  taarin'  pair,  but  sitch 
as  was  fit  for  a  priest,  a  respectable  pair  o* 
boots ; — and  with  that,  I  pulled  out  my  good 
money  to  pay  for  thim,  whin  jist  at  that  minit, 
remembering  the  thricks  o*  the  town,  I  be- 
thought o'  myself,  and  says  I,  '  I  suppose  these 
are   the   right    thing?'   says  I  to  the  man. — ^ 

*  You  can  thry  them,'  says  he.—*  How  can  I 
thry  them  ?'  says  I, — *  Pull  them  on  you,'  says 
he. — *  Throth,  an'  I'd,  be  sorry,'  says  I,  *  to 
take    sitch    a  liberty   with    thim,'   says   I.  — 

*  Why,  aren't  you  goin'  to  ware  thim  ?  says 
he. — *  Is  it  me  ?'  says  I.  *  Me  ware  top-boots  ? 
Do  you  think  it 's  takin'  lave  of  my  sinses  I 
am  ?'  says  I. — *  Then  what  do  you  want  to  buy 
them  for  ?'  says  he. — ^  For  his  reverence.  Father 
Kinshela,'  says  I.  *  Are  they  the  right  sort  for 
him  ?'  —  *  How  should  I   know  ?'   says   he.  — 

*  You  're  a  purty  boot-maker,'  says  I,  *  not  to 
know  how  to  make  a  priest's  boot!' — *How  do  I 
Jcnow  his  size  ?'  says  he. — '  Oh,  don't  be  comin' 
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off  that  Brirayy  says  I.  *  There 's  no  gitch 
great  differ  betune  priests  and  other  min  !*" 

"  I  think  you  were  very  right  there,**  said 
the  pale  traveller. 

"  To  be  sure,  sir,"  said  Rory ;  "  and  it  was 
onlyjist  a  come  off  (or  his  own  ignorance.— 
'  Tell  me  his  size,'  says  the  fellow,  '  and  I  *11  fit 
him.'  —  *He's  betune  five  and  six  fut,'  says  I. 
— *  Most  men  are,'  says  he,  laughin'  at  me. 
He  was  an  impidint  fellow. — *  It 's  not  the 
five,  nor  six,  but  his  two  feet  I  want  to  know 
the  size  of,'  says  he.  So  I  persaived  he  was 
jeerin'  me,  and  says  I,  *  Why,  thin,  you  disre- 
spectful vagabone  o'  the  world,  you  Dublin 
jackeen !  do  you  mane  to  insinivate  that  Father 
Kiushela  ever  wint  barefutted  in  his  life,  that 
I  could  know  the  size  of  his  fut,'  says  I ;  and 
with  that  I  threw  the  boots  in  his  face.  *  Take 
that,'  says  I,  *  you  dirty  thief  o'  the  world ! 
you  impidint  vagabone  of  the  world !  you 
ignorant  citizen  o'  the  world  !'  And  with  that 
I  left  the  place." 
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The  traveller  laughed  outright  at  the  ab* 
surdity  of  Rory's  expectation  that  well-fitting 
boots  for  all  persons  were  to  be  made  by  in- 
tuition, 

^^  Taith,  I  thought  it  would  plaze  you," 
said  Rory.  *^  Don't  you  think  I  sarved  him 
right  P** 

^^  You  astonished  him,  I  dare  say*'' 

^^  I  '11  engage  I  did.  Wanting  to  humbug 
me  that  way,  taking  me  for  a  nath'ral  bekase  I 
come  from  the  counthry  !" 

"  Oh,  I  'm  not  sure  of  that,"  said  the  travel- 
ler. **  It  is  their  usual  practice  to  take  mea* 
sure  of  their  customers." 

«  Is  it,  thin  r 
It  really  is," 

See  that,  now  1"  said  Rory  with  an  air  of 
triumph.  "  You  would  think  that  they  wor 
cleverer  in  the  town  than  in  the  counthry  ;  and 
they  ought  to  be  so,  by  all  accounts  ;— but  in 
the  regard  of  what  I  towld  you,  you  see,  we  're 
before  them  intirely." 

"  How  so  ?"  said  the  traveller. 
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Arrah !  bekase  they  never  throuble  people 

in  the  counthry  at  all  with  takin'  their  measure; 

but  you  jist  go  to  a  fair,  and  bring  your  fut 

along  with  you,  and  somebody  else  dhrives  a 

cartful  o'  brogues  into  the  place,  and  there  you 

sarve  yourself;  and  so  the  man  gets  his  money 

and  you  get  your  shoes,  and  every  one 's  plazed. 

Now,  isn't  that  betther  than  sitch  botches  as 

thim  in  Dublin,  that  must  have  the  measure, 

and  keep  yoa  waitin'  ?  while  in  the  counthry 

there's  no  delay  in  life,  but  it's  jist  down  with 

your  money  and  off  with  your  brogues !" 

"  On  with  your  biogues,  you  mean  ?"  said 
the  traveller. 

"  No,  indeed,  now  !"  said  Rory  ;  "  you  're 
out  there.  Sure  we  wouldn't  be  so  wasteful  as 
to  put  on  a  bran  new  pair  o'  brogues  to  go 
lickin' the  road  home?'-— no,  in  tfaroth;  we 
keep  them  for  the  next  dance  we  're  goin'  to, 
or  maybe  to  go  to  chapel  of  a  Sunday." 

*^  And  if  you  don't  put  them  on,  how  can 
you  tell  they  fit  you  ?" 
"  Oh,  they  're  all  alike  !" 
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"  But  what  would  you  do,  when  you  wanted 
to  go  to  your  dance,  if  you  found  your  brogues 
were  too  small  ?" 

"  Oh,  that  niver  happens.  They  *re  all  fine 
aisy  shoes." 

"  Well,  but  if  they  prove  too  easy  ?" 

"  That 's  aisy  cured,"  said  Rory  :  "  stuff  a 
thrifle  o'  hay  into  them,  like  the  Mullingar 
heifers." 

"  Mullingar  heifers !"  said  the  traveller, 
rather  surprised  by  the  oddity  of  the  expres- 
sion. 

*'  Yes,  sir,**'  said  Rory ;  "  did  you  niver 
hear  of  the  Mullingar  heifers  ?^ 

**  Never." 

"  Why,  you  see,  sir,  the  women  in  West- 
meath,  they  say,  is  thick  in  the  legs,  God  help 
them,  the  craythurs !  and  so  there  ^s  a  saying 
again  tbim,  '  You  're  beef  to  the  heels,  like  a 
Mullingar  heifer.' " 

"  Oh  !  I  perceive.'*' 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  it 's  all  on  account  of  what 
I  towld  you  about  the  hay." 
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*•  How  ?'"  said  the  traveller. 

**  Why,  there 's  an  owld  joke  you  may  take 
a  turn  out  of,  if  you  like,  whin  you  see  a  girl 
that^s  thick  in  the  fetlock  —  you  call  afther 
her  and  say,  ^  Young  woman  !^  She  turns 
round,  and  then  says  you,  *  I  beg  your  pardon, 
ma''am,  but  I  think  you  Ve  used  to  wear  hay 
in  your  shoes.'  Thin,  if  she's  innocent,  she ^11 
ask  *  Why  ?'  —  and  thin  you  ll  say,  *  Be- 
kase  the  calves  has  run  down  your  legs  to 
get  at  it."" 

"  I  see,"  said  the  stranger ;  "  that  is,  if  she's 
innocent.*' 

'^  Yis,  sir — simple  I  mane;  but  that  seldom 
happens,  for  they  're  commonly  up  to  you, 
and  'cute  enough." 

"  Now,  in  case  she's  not  innocent,  as  you 
say  ?^  said  the  traveller. 

"  'Faith  !  maybe  it 's  a  sharp  answer  you  '11 
get  thin,  or  none.      It's  as  like  as   not  she 
may  say,    *  Thank'ee,   young   man,    my    calf 
doesn't  like  hay,  and  so  you're  welkim  to  it 
yourself.'" 
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*'  But  all  this  time,"^  said  the  traveller, 
*^  you  have  not  told  nie  of  your  reasons  for 
getting  the  gridirons,'^ 

«0h!  wait  a  bit,''  said  Rory;  "sure  it's 
that  I  'm  comin'  to.    Where 's  this  I  was  ?*^ 

**  You  were  running  down  the  MuUingar 
girls'  legs,''  said  the  traveller. 

^^  I  see  you  're  sharp  at  an  answer  yourself, 
sir,"  said  Rory,  "  But  what  I  mane  is,  where 
did  I  lave  off  tellin'  you  about  the  present  for 
the  priest  ? — wasn't  it  at  the  bootmaker's  shop  ? 
—  yes,  that  was  it.  Well,  sir,  on  laving  the 
shop,  as  soon  as  I  kem  to  myself  afther  the  fel- 
low's impidince,  I  begun  to  think  what  was  the 
next  best  thing  I  could  get  for  his  reverence ; 
and  with  that,  while  I  was  thinkin'  about  it, 
I  seen  a  very  respectable  owld  gintleman  goin' 
by,  with  the  most  beautiful  stick  in  his  hand  I 
ever- set  my  eyes  on,  and  a  goolden  head  to  it 
that  was  worth  its  weight  in  goold ;  and  it  gev 
him  such  an  iligant  look  altogether,  that  says 
I  to  myself,  *  It 's  the  very  thing  for  Father 
Kinshela,  if  I  could  get  sitch'  another.*    And  so 


I  wint  lookin^  about  me  every  shop  I  Been  as 
i  wint  by,  and  at  last,  in  a  sthreet  they  call 
Dame  Sthreet — and,  by  the  same  token,  I  didn^t 
know  why  they  called  it  Dame  Sthreet  till  I 
ax^d;  and  I  was  towld  they  called  it  Dame 
Sthreet  bekase  the  ladies  were  so  fond  o*  walkin*" 
there ;— ^and  lovely  craythurs  they  wor  i  and  I 
canH  b'^lieve  that  the  town  is  such  an  onwhole* 
some  place  to  live  in,  for  most  o"*  the  ladies  I 
seen  there  had  the  most  beautiful  rosy  cheeks 
I  ever  clapt  my  eyes  upon  —  and  the  beautiful 
Towlin^  eyes  o^  them !  Well,  it  was  in  Dame 
Sthreet,  as  I  was  saying  that  I  kern  to  a  shop 
where  there  was  a  power  o'  sticks^  and  so  I 
wint  in  and  looked  at  thim  ;  and  a  man  in  the 
place  kem  to  me  and  ax^d  me  if  I  wanted  a 
cane  ?  ^  No,'  says  I,  *  I  don^t  want  a  cane ; 
it^s  a  stick  I  want,^  says  I.  ^  A  cane,  you 
mane^  says  be.  *  No,^  says  I,  Mt  ''s  a  stick  ^ — 
for  I  was  detarmined  to  have  no  cane,  but  to 
stick  to  the  stick.  ^  Here  ^s  a  nate  one,^  says 
he.  ^  I  donH  want  a  na^e  one,^  says  I,  '  but  a 
responsible  one,^  says  I.     *  Faith  !'  says  he,  ^  if 
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in  Irishman'^s  stick  was  responsible,  it  would 
Have  a  great  dale  to  answer  for^  —  and  he 
laughed  a  power.  I  didnH  know  myself  what 
he  meant,  but  that  ^s  what  he  said.**^ 

^'  It  was  because  you  asked  for  a  responsiUe 
stick,''  said  the  traveller. 

"  And  why  wouldn't  I,"  said  Rory,  **  whea 
it  was  for  his  reverence  I  wanted  it?  Why 
wouldn't  he  have  a  nice-lookin',  respectable,* 
responsible  stick  P" 

**  Certainly,"  said  the  traveller. 

*^  Well,  I  picked  out  one  that  looked  to  my 
likin*  —  a  good  substantial  stick,  with  an  ivory 
top  to  it — for  I  seen  that  the  goold-headed  ones 
was  so  dear  I  couldn't  come  up  to  them ;  and  so 
says  I,  '  Give  me  a  howld  o'  that,'  says  I— and 
I  tuk  a  grip  iv  it.  I  never  was  so  surprised  in 
my  life.  I  thought  to  get  a  good,  brave  hand- 
ful of  a  solid  stick,  but,  my  dear,  it  was  well 
it  didn't  fly  out  o'  my  hand  a'most,  it  was  so 
light.     *  Phew  r  says  I,  *  what  sort  of  a  stick 

*  Responsible  is  always  applied  by  the  Irish  peasantry 
in  the  sense  of  respectable. 
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is  tbis?*  ^  I  tell  you  it's  not  a  stick,  but  « 
cane/  says  he.  *  'Faith. !  I  blieve  you/  says  I. 
'  You  see  how  good  and  light  it  is/  says  be* 
Think  o'  that,  sir !  —  to  call  a  stick  good  and 
light  —  as  if  there  could  be  any  good  in  life  in 
a  stick  that  wasn'^t  heavy,  and  could  sthreck  a 
good  blow  !  ^  Is  it  jokin^  you  are  ?**  says  I. 
'  Dotf  t  you  feel  it  yourself  ?*•  says  he,  *  Throth,  I 
can  hardly  feel  it  at  all,*  says  L  '  Sure  that  *s 
the  beauty  of  it/  says  he.  Think  o*  the  igno- 
rant vagabone !  —  to  call  a  stick  a  beauty  that 
was  as  light  almost  as  a  bulrush  !  /  And  so  you 
can  hardly  feel  it !'  says  he,  grinnin'.  *  Yis,  in- 
deed/ says  I ;  *  and  what 's  worse,  I  donH  think 
I  could  make  any  one  else  feel  it  either.'  ^  Oh! 
you  want  a  stick  to  bate  people  with  !*  says  he. 
^  To  be  sure,*  says  I ;  *  sure  that  *s  the  .use  of 
a  stick.*  *  To  knock  the  sinses  out  o*  people  V 
says  he,  grinnin'  again.  *  Sartinly/  says  I,  *  if 
they're  saucy '  — lookin'  hard  at  him  at  the 
same  time.  ^  Well,  these  is  only  walkin'-sticks,' 
says  he.  *  Throth,  you  may  say  rurniin^^ 
sticks,*  says  I,  ^  for  you  daren't  stand  before 
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any  one  with  sich  a  thraneen  as  that  in  your 
fist  .^  ^  Well,  pick  out  the  heaviest  o^  them 
you  plaze,^  says  he ;  '  take  your  choice/  60 
I  wint  pokin^  and  rummagin^  among  thim> 
and,  if  you  believe  me,  there  wasn't  a  stick  in 
their  whole  shop  worth  a  kick  in  the  shins— -> 
divil  a  one !'' 

**  But  why  did  you  require  such  a  heavy 
stick  for  the  priest  f^ 

^*  Bekase  there  is  not  a  man  in  the  paridi 
wants  it  more/*  said  Rory. 

*^  Is  he  so  quarrelsome,  then  P*^  asked  the 
traveller. 

**  Nb,  but  the  greatest  o^  pacemakers,^  said 
Rory. 

*^  Then  what  does  he  want  the  heavy  stick 
for  ?^' 

<<  For  wallopin^  his  flock,  to  be  sure,^  said 
Rory. 

^^  Walloping  r  said  the  traveller,  choking 

with  laughter. 

"  Oh  !  you  may  laugh,"^  said  Rory ;  "  but, 
^pon  my  sowl !  you  wOuldn\  laugh  if  you  wor 
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undber  his  hand,  for  he  has  a  brave  heavy  one* 
God  bless  him  and  spare  hun  to  us  1^ 
And  what  is  all  this  walloping  for  ?*" 
Why,  sir,  whin  we  have  a  bit  of  a  fight, 
for  fun,  or  the  regular  faction  one,  at  the  fidr, 
bis  reverence  sometimes  hears  of  it,  and  comes 
av  coorse.*" 

'^  Good  God  r  said  the  travdler  in  real 
astoDishment,  '^  does  the  priest  join  the  bat- 
tle?^ 

^  No,  no,  no,  sir !  I  see  you  're  quite  a 
sthraager  in  the  counthry.  The  priest  join 
it!  —  Oh!  by  no  manes.  But  he  comes  and 
stops  it ;  and,  av  coorse,  the  only  way  he  can 
stop  it  is,  to  ride  into  thim,  and  wallop  thim 
all  round  before  him,  and  disparse  thim  — 
scatther  thim  like  chaff  before  the  wind; 
and  it  *s  the  best  o^  sticks  he  requires  for  that 
same.* 

^  But  imghl  he  not  have  his  heavy  stick 
on  porpose  for  that  service,  and  make  use  of  a 
l^ter  one  on  other  occasions  ?'' 

'^  As   for   that  matther,   mti*    said  Rory, 
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**  there 's  no  knowin'  the  minit  he  might  want 
it,  for  he  is  often  necessiated  to  have  recoorse 
to  it.  It  might  be,  going  through  the  village, 
the  public-house  is  too  full,  and  in  he  goes  and 
dhrives  thim  out.  Oh  !  it  would  delight  your 
heart  to  see  the  style  he  dears  a  public-houae 
in,  in  no  time  !^ 

'^  But  wouldn't  his  speaking  to  them  an- 
swer the  purpose  as  well  ?^ 

"  Oh  no !  he  doesn'^t  like  to  throw  away 
his  discoorse  on  thim ;  and  why  should  be  ? 
—  he  keeps  that  for  the  blessed  altbar  on  Sun- 
day, which  is  a  fitter  place  for  it :  besides^  he 
does  not  like  to  be  sevare  on  us.^ 

"  Severe  !^  said  the  traveller  in  surprise ; 
^*  why,  havenH  you  said  that  he  thrashes  you 
round  on  all  occasions  ?^ 

"  Yis,  sir ;  but  what  o*  that  ?  —  sure  that 's 
nothinUo  his  tongue — his  words  is  like  swoords 
or  razhors,  I  may  say  :  we  Ve  used  to  a  lick  of 
a  stick  every  day,  but  not  to  sich  language 
as  his  reverence  sometimes  murthers  us  with 
whin  we  displaze  him.     Oh !  it  ^s  terrible,  so 
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it  is,  to  have  the  weight  of  his  tongue  on 
you!  Tbroth!  I'd  rather  let  him  bate  me 
from  this  till  to-morrow,  than  have  one  angry 
word  from  him.'' 

^^  I  see,  then,  he  must  have  a  heavy  stick,'' 
said  the  traveller. 

^^  To  be  sure  he  must,  sir,  at  all  times ;  and 
that  was  the  raison  I  was  so  particular  in  the 
shop ;  and  afther  spendin'  over  an  hour — would 
you  b'lieve  it  ?  —  divil  a  stick  I  could  get  in  the 
{dace  fit  for  a  child,  much  less  .a  man  —  all 
poor  contimptible  things;  and  so  the  man  I 
was  talkin'  to  says  to  me  at  last,  ^  It 's  odd 
that  in  all  these  sticks  there  is  not  one  to  plaze 
you.'  '  You  know  nothin'  about  it,'  says  I. 
'  You  'd  betther  be  off,  and  take  up  no  more  o' 
my  time,'  says  he.  *  As  for  your  time,'  says  I, 
'  rd  be  sorry  to  idle  anybody ;  but  in  the 
regard  of  knowin'  a  stick,  I  '11  give  up  to  no 
man,'  says  I.  *  Look  at  that !'  says  I,  howld- 
in'  up  my  own  purty  bit  o'  blackthorn  I  had 
in  my  fist.  *  Would  you  cofnpare  your  owld 
batther'd  stick,'  says  he,  —  (there  was  a  few 

VOL.  I.  D 
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chips  out  of  it,  for  it  is  an  owld  friend,  as 
you  may  see,)  —  *  would  you  compare  it,' 
says  he,  '  to  this  ? '  —  howldin'  up  one  of  his 
bulrushes.  *  By  gor,'  says  I, '  if  you  like  to  thry 
a  turn  with  roe,  I  'U  let  you  know  which  is 
the  best  !*  says  I.  ^  You  know  nothin'  about 
it,'  says  he  — *  this  is  the  best  o'  sugar  canes,' 
'  By  my  sowl,  thin  !'  says  I,  *  you  'U  get 
no  sugar  out  o'  this,  I  promise  you !  —  but 
at  the  same  time,  the  divil  a  sweeter  bit  o'  tim- 
ber in  the  wide  world  than  the  same  black- 
thorn —  and  if  you  'd  like  to  taste  it  you  may 
thry.'  *  No,'  says  he ;  '  I'm  no  happy  cure,'  — 
(or  somethin'  he  said  about  cure.)  *  Thin  if 
you  're  not  aisy  to  cure,'  says  I,  *  you  'd  bet- 
ther  not  fight ;'  which  is  thrue — and  some  men 
is  unwholesome,  and  mustn't  fight  by  raison  of 
it — and,  indeed,  it 's  a  great  loss  to  a  man  who 
hasn't  flesh  that  "s  aisy  to  hale." 

"  I  'm  sure  of  it,"  said  the  traveller.     "  But 
about  the  gridiron  ?" 

"  Sure  I  'm  tellin'  you  about  it,"  said  Rory ; 
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"  only  I  'm  not  come  to  it  yet.     "  You  see,** 

continued  he,  '^  I  was  so  disgusted  with  them 

shopkeepers   in  Dublin,  that   my  heart    was 

fairly  broke   with  their  ignorance,  and  I  seen 

they  knew  nothin'  at  all  about  what  I  wanted, 

and  so  I  came  away  without  anything  for  his 

reverence,  though  it  was  on  my  mind  all  this 

day   on    the   road;   and   comin'    through   the 

last  town  in  the  middle  o^  the  rain,  I  thought 

of  a  gridiron.'^ 

^^  A  very  natural  thing  to  think  of  in  a 
shower  of  rain,''  said  the  traveller. 

'^  No,  't  wasn't  the  rain  made  me  think  of 
it  —  I  think  it  was  God  put  a  gridiron  in 
my  heart,  seein'  that  it  was  a  present  for  the 
priest  I  intended  ;  and  when  I  thought  of  it, 
it  came  into  my  head,  afUier,  that  it  would  be 
a  fine  thing  to  sit  on,  for  to  keep  one  out  of  the 
rain,  that  was  ruinatin'  my  cordberoys  on  the 
top  o'  the  coach ;  so  I  kept  my  eye  out  as  we 
(throve  along  up  the  sthreet,  and  sure  enough 
what  should  I  see  at  a  shop  half  way  down  the 
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town  but  a  gridiron  hanging  up  at  the  door  ! 
and  so  I  went  back  to  get  it/' 

"  But  isn't  a  gridiron  an  odd  present  ?  — 
hasn't  his  reverence  one  already  ?" 

"  He  had,  sir,  before  it  was  bruk,  —  but 
that 's  what  I  remembered,  for  I  happened  to 
be  up  at  his  place  one  day,  sittin"*  in  the 
kitchen,  when  Molly  was  brilin'  some  mate 
an  it  for  his  reverence ;  and  while  she  jist 
turned  about  to  get  a  pinch  o*  salt  to  shake 
over  it,  the  dog  that  was  in  the  place  made 
a  dart  at  the  gridiron  on  the  fire,  and  threwn 
it  down,  and  up  he  whips  the  mate,  before 
one  of  us  could  stop  him.  With  that  Molly 
whips  up  the  gridiron,  and  says  she,  *  Bad 
luck  to  you,  you  disrespectful  baste!  would 
nothin'  sarve  you  but  the  priest's  dinner?' 
and  she  made  a  crack  o'  the  gridiron  at  him. 
^  As  you  have  the  mate,  you  shall  have  the 
gridiron  too,'  says  she ;  and  with  that  she 
gave  him  such  a  rap  on  the  head  with  it, 
that   the   bars  flew  out  of  it,   and   his   head 
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went  through  it,  and  away  he  pulled  it  out 
of  her  hands,  and  ran  ofF  with  the  gridiron 
hangin'  round  his  neck  like  a  necklace  — 
and  he  went  mad  almost  with  it ;  for  though 
a  kettle  to  a  dog's  tail  is  nath'rel,  a  grid- 
iron round  bis  neck  is  very  surprisin*  to  him  ; 
and  away  he  tatthered  over  the  counthry, 
till  there  wasn't  a  taste  o'  the  gridiron  left 
together." 

"So  you  thought  of  supplying  its  place?" 
said  the  traveller. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Rory.  "  I  don't  think  I 
could  do  betther." 

"  But  what  did  you  get  two  for  ?"  said  the 
traveller. 

"  Why,  sir,  when  I  thought  of  how  good  a 
sate  it  would  make,  I  thought  of  you  at  the 


same  time." 


"  That  was  very  kind  of  you,"  said  the  tra- 
veller, "  more  particularly  as  I  have  done  no- 
thing to  deserve  such  attention." 

'*  You'll  excuse  me  there,  sir,  if  you  plaze," 
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said  Rory ;  "  you  behaved  to  me,  sir,  like  a 
gintleman,  and  the  word  of  civility  is  never 
thrown  away.** 

"  Every  gentleman,  I  hope,**  said  the  tra- 
veller, "  would  do  the  same." 

"  Every  rale  gintleman,  certainly,"  said 
Rory,  —  "  but  there 's  many  o'  them  that  calls 
themselves  gintlemen  that  doesii't  do  the  like, 
and  it 's  the  stiff  word  they  have  for  us,  and 
the  hard  word  maybe  —  and  they  think  good 
clothes  makes  all  the  differ,  jist  as  if  a  man 
hadn't  a  heart  undher  a  frieze  coat." 

**  I  'm  sorry  to  hear  it,"  said  the  traveller ; 
'^  but  I  hope  such  conduct  is  not  common." 

"  Throth  there 's  more  of  it  than  there  ought 
to  be,"  said  Rory.  "  But  thim  that  is  the  con- 
thrairy  is  never  losers  by  it  —  and  so  by  me 
and  you,  sir,  —  and  sure  it's  a  dirty  dog  I'd 
be,  to  see  the  gintleman  beside  me  sittin'  in 
wet,  that  gave  me  a  share  of  his  paraplew, 
and  the  civil  word,  that  is  worth  more  —  for 
the  hardest  rain  only  wets  the  body,  but  the 
hard  word  cuts  the  heart.' 
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"  I  have  reason  to  be  obliged  to  you,"  said 
the  traveller,  *^  and  I  assure  you  I  am  so ; 
but  I  should  like  to  know  what  you  '11  do  with 
the  second  gridiron.'' 

"  Oh,  I'll  engage  I'll  find  use  for  it,"  said 
Rory. 

"  Why,  indeed,"  said  the  traveller,  "  from 
the  example  you  have  given  of  your  readiness 
of  invention,  I  should  not  doubt  that  you  will, 
—for  certainly,  you  have  made,  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion,  a  most  original  application  of  the 
utensil." 

"  'Faith,  I  daar  say,"  said  Rory,  "  we  are 
the  first  mortials  wor  ever  on  a  gridiron." 

'^  Since  the  days  of  Saint  Laurmce,"  said 
the  traveller. 

'^  Why,  used  Saint  Larrance,  Ood  bless 
him !  sit  on  a  gridiron  ?"  said  Rory. 

"  No,"  said  the  traveller ;  "  but  he  was 
broiled  upon  one." 

"  Oh  the  thieves  o'  the  world  to  brile  him  ! 
—and  did  they  ate  him  afther,  sir  ?^ 

"  No,  no,*"  said  the  traveller,  —  "  they  only 
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broiled  him.  But  I  thought  you  good  Catho- 
lics all  knew  about  the  martyrs  ?" 

'*  And  so  we  do,  sir,  mostly  ;  —  but  I  never 
heerd  of  Saint  Larrance  afore ;  or  if  I  did,  I'm 
disremembered  of  it." 

**'  But  you  do  know  about  most  of  them, 
you  say  ?** 

"  Oh  !  sartinly,  sir.  Sure  I  often  heer'd 
how  Saint  Stephen  was  hunted  up  and  down  ; 
which  is  the  raison  we  begin  to  hunt  always  on 
Saint  Stephen's  Day." 

"  You  forget  there,  too,"  said  the  traveller : 
"  Saint  Stephen  was  stoned." 

"  To  be  sure,  sir, — sure  I  know  he  was : 
didn't  I  say  they  run  afther  him  throwin' 
stones  at  him,  the  blackguards !  till  they 
killed  him— huntin'  him  for  his  life  ? — Oh,  thin 
but  wasn't  it  a  cruel  thing  to  be  a  saint  in  thim 
haythen  times,  to  be  runnin'  the  world  over, 
the  poor  marchers,  as  they  might  well  be 
called  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  traveller ;  "  those  were  days 
of  trial  to  the  saints." 
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"  'Faitb,  I  go  bail  they  never  gave  them 
any  thrial  at  all,"  said  Rory,  "but  jist  murther- 
ed  them  without  judge  or  jury,  the  vaga- 
bones! — though,  indeed,  for  the  matther  o'  that, 
neither  judge  or  jury  will  do  a  man  much 
good  while  there  's  false  witnesses  to  be  had 
to  swear  what  they  're  paid  for,  and  maybe 
the  jury  and  the  judge  only  too  ready  to 
blieve  them ;  and  maybe  a  boy  is  hanged  in 
their  own  minds  before  he 's  put  on  his  thrial 
at  all,  unless  he  has  a  good  friend  in  some 
great  man  who  doesn't  choose  to  let  him  die." 

"  Is  it  possible,"  asked  the  traveller,  "  that 
they  manage  matters  here  in  this  way  ?" 

"  To  be  sure  they  do,  sir ;  —  and  why 
wouldn't  a  gintleman  take  care  of  his  people 
if  it  was  plazin'  to  him  ?" 

''It  is  the  laws  and  not  the  gentleman 
should  be  held  in  respect/'  said  the  traveller: 
"  the  poor  man's  life  should  never  depend 
upon  the  rich  man's  pleasure." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

A    PEEP    INTO    IRELAND    FORTY    YEARS    AGO. HINTS     FOR 

CHARGING   JURIES. EVERY    LANDLORD   HIS   OWN    LAW- 
GIVER.  PRIDE     OF     BIRTH. A    JOCULAR    PRINCE     ON 

FOOT,  AND   A   POPULAR   PEER   ON    HORSEBACK. 

A  TRAIN  of  musing,  on  the  traveller's  part, 
rapidly  succeeded  his  last  remark ;  and  as  he 
went  jolting  along  unconsciously  over  the 
wretched  road,  he  was  mentally  floundering 
through  the  deep  ruts  of  political  specula- 
tion, and  looking  forward,  through  the  warm 
haze  which  a  young  imagination  flings  round 
its  objects,  to  that  happier  time  when  Ireland 
should  enjoy  a  loftier  position  than  that  im- 
plied by  what  Rory  O'More  had  said.  But, 
alas !  instead  of  this  brilliant  advent,  blood 
and  crime,  and  all  the  fiercer  passions  that 
degrade  human    nature,    making    man    more 
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like  a  demon  than  a  human  being,  were  the 
futurity  which  Ireland  was  doomed  to  expe- 
rience ;  and  while  the  enthusiasm  of  the  young 
traveller  looked  forward  to  the  heights  where 
his  imagination  enthroned  his  country's  for- 
tunes, he  overlooked  and  saw  not  the  valley 
of  blood  that  lay  between. 

And  forty  years  (almost  half  a  century) 
have  passed  away  since  the  young  enthusiast 
indulged  in  his  vision,  and  still  is  Ireland  the 
theme  of  fierce  discussion. 

It  was  Rory  O'More's  remark  upon  the  na- 
ture of  judicial  trials  in  Ireland  that  had  start- 
ed the  traveller  on  his  train  of  musing.  An 
Irishman  by  birth,  he  had  long  been  absent 
from  his  native  land,  and  was  not  aware  of  its 
internal  details ;  and  that  such  a  state  of  feud- 
ality as  that  implied  by  Rory's  observation 
could  exist  in  Ireland,  while  England  enjoyed 
the  fullest  measure  of  her  .constitution,  might 
well  surprise  him : — ^but  so  it  was. 

The  period  to  which  this  relates  was  1797, 
when  distrust,  political  prejudice,  and  religious 
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rancour,  were  the  terrible  triumvirate  that  as* 
sumed  dominion  over  men's  minds.  In  such  a 
state  of  things,  the  temple  of  justice  could 
scarcely  be  called  a  sanctuary,  and  shelter  was 
to  be  found  rather  beneath  the  mantle  of  per- 
sonal influence  than  under  the  ermine  of  the 
judge.  Even  to  this  day,  in  Ireland,  feudal  in- 
fluence is  in  existence ;  but  forty  years  ago,  it 
superseded  the  laws  of  the  land. 

So  much  was  this  the  case,  that  it  is  worth 
recording  an  anecdote  of  the  period  which  is 
fact :  the  names  it  is  unnecessary  to  give. 

A  certain  instance  of  brutal  assault,  caus- 
ing loss  of  life,  had  occurred,  so  aggravated  in 
its  character  that  the  case  almost  amounted  to 
murder,  and  the  ofi^ender,  who  stood  his  trial 
for  the  ofience,  it  was  expected,  would  be  sen- 
tenced to  transportation,  should  he  escape  the 
forfeiture  of  his  life  to  the  law.  The  evidence 
on  his  trial  was  clear  and  convincing,  and  all 
attempts  at  defence  had  failed,  and  the  persons 
assembled  in  the  court  anticipated  a  verdict  of 
guilty  on  the  heaviest   counts  in  the  indict- 
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ment.     The  prosecution  and  defence  had  clos- 
ed, and  the  judge  had  nearly  summed  up  the 
evidence,  and  was  charging  the  jury  directly 
against  the  prisoner,  when  a  bustle  was  per- 
ceived in  the  body  of  the  court.     The  judge 
ordered  the  crier  to  command  silence,  and  that 
officer    obeyed    his    commands    without    pro- 
ducing any   effect.    The  judge   was  about   to 
direct  a  second  and  more  peremptory  command 
for  silence,  when  a  note  was  handed  up  to  the 
bench,  and  the  judge  himself,  instead  of  issuing 
his  command  for  silence,  became  silent  himself, 
and  perused  the  note  with  great  attention.    He 
pursued  his  charge  to  the  jury  no  further,  but 
sent  up  a  small  slip  of  paper  to  the  foreman, 
who   forthwith  held   some   whispered   counsel 
with  his  brother  jurors ;  and  when  their  heads, 
that  had  been  huddled  together  in  consultation, 
separated,  and  they  resumed  their  former  posi- 
tions, the  judge  then  continued  his  address  to 
them  thus.  — 

**  I  have  endeavoured  to  point  out  to  you, 
gentlemen  of  the  jury,  the  doubts  of  this  case. 
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but  I  do  not  think  it  necessary  to  proceed  any 
further ;  —  I  have  such  confidence  in  your  dis- 
crimination and  good  sense,  that  I  now  leave 
the  case  entirely  in  your  hands :  —  if  you  arc 
.  of  opinion  that  what  you  have  been  put  in  pos* 
session  of  in  the  prisoner's  favour  counter- 
balances the  facts  sworn  to  against  hiui)  you 
will  of  course  acquit  him — and  any  doubts  you 
have,  I  need  not  tell  you  should  be  thrown  into 
the  scale  of  mercy.  It  is  the  proud  pre^mi^ 
nence^  gentlemen,  of  our  criminal  laws — ^laws» 
gentlemen,  which  are  part  and  parcel  of  the 
glorious  constitution,  that  is  the  wonder  and 
the  envy  of  surrounding  nations,  that  a  pri- 
soner is  to  have  the  benefit  of  every  doubt ; 
and  therefore,  if  you  think  proper,  of  course 
you  will  find  the  prisoner  not  guilty."' 

**  Certainly,  my  lord,"  said  the  foreman  of 
the  jury,  "  we  are  of  your  lordship's  opinion, 
and  we  say  not  guilty." 

The  fact  was,  the  great  man  of  the  dis- 
trict where  the  crime  had  been  committed, 
whose  serf  the  prisoner  was,  had  sent  up  his 
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compliments  to  the  judge  and  jury,  stating 
the  prisoner  to  be  a  most  useful  person  to 
him,  and  that  he  would  feel  extremely  obliged 
if  they  would  acquit  him.  This  ruffian  was 
a  sort  of  bold,  sporting,  daredevil  charac- 
ter, whose  services  in  breaking-in  dogs,  and 
attending  his  master  and  his  parties  on  wild 
mountain-shooting  and  fishing  excursions,  were 
invaluable  to  the  squire,  and  human  life,  which 
this  fellow  had  sacrificed,  was  nothing  in  the 
dcale  when  weight  against  the  squire's  diver- 
sion. This  will  scatcely  be  credited  in  the 
present  day,  nev^rthelesii  it  is  a  fact. 

Another  oecurretice  of  the  time  shows  the 
same  disregard  of  the  law ;  though  the  case  is  by 
no  means  so  bad.  Inasmuch  as  the  man  was  only 
taken  up  for  an  o£Pence,  but  wad  not  tried — he 
was  only  rescued  to  save  him  that  trouble.    He 

had  committed  some  offence  which  entitled  him 
to  a  lodging  in  the  county  gaol,  and  was  ac- 
cordingly taken  into  custody  by  the  proper 
authorities;  but,  as  the  county  town  was  too 
distant  to  send  him  to  at  once,  he  was  handed 
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over  to  the  care  of  a  military  detachment  that 
occupied  a  small  village  in  the  neighbourhood. 
To  the  little  barrack-yard  or  guard-house  of 
this  outpost  he  was  committed ;  but  he  did 
not  remain  there  long,  for  his  mountain  friends 
came  down  in  great  numbers  and  carried  him 
off  in  triumph,  having  forced  the  barracks. 
The  moment  the  colonel  of  the  regiment,  a 
detachment  of  which  occupied  the  post,  re- 
ceived intelligence  of  the  circumstance,  he 
marched  the  greater  part  of  his  men  to  the 
place,  vowing  he  would  drag  the  prisoner  wIiq 
had  been  committed  to  the  care  of  his  troops 
from  the  very  heart  of  his  mountains,  and 
that  neither  man,  woman,  nor  child  should 
be  spared  who  dared  to  protect  him  from  cap- 
ture. While  the  colonel,  who  was  an  English- 
man, was  foaming  with  indignation  at  this 
contempt  of  all  order  displayed  by  the  Irish, 
Mr.  French  waited  upon  him  and  asked  him 
to  dinner.  The  English  colonel  said,  he  would 
be  most  happy  at  any  other  time,  but  at  pre- 
sent   it  was   impossible ;  —  that    if  he   could, 
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he  would  neither  eat,  drink,  nor  sleep  till  he 
had  vindicated  the  laws. 

"  Pooh,  pooh  !  My  dear  sir,''  said  Mr. 
French,  **  it  is  all  very  well  to  talk  about  the 
laws  in  England,  but  they  know  nothing  about 
them  here." 

"  Then  it 's  time,  sir,  they  should  be  taught,^ 
said  the  colonel. 

"  Well,  don't  be  in  a  hurry,  at  least,  my 
dear  sir,''    said   Mr.  French.     "  I  assure  you 
the  poor   people   mean  no  disrespect   to   the 
laws ;  it  is  in  pure  ignorance  they  have  made 
this  mistake." 
"  Mistake !"  said  the  colonel. 
*'  'Pon  my  soul !   nothing  more,"  said   Mr. 
French  ;    "  and  if  you  think   to   make  them 
wise  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet,  you  11  find 
yourself  mistaken  :  you  11  have  the  whole  coun- 
try in  an  uproar,  and  do  no  good  after  all; 
for  once  these  fellows  have  given  you  the  slip, 
you   might  as   well  go  hunt  after  mountain- 
goats." 
"  But,  consistently  with  my  duty,  sir — " 
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"  Your  duty  will  keep  till  to-morrow,  colo- 
nel dear,  and  you  '11  meet  three  or  four  other 
magistrates,  as  well  as  me,  at  my  house,  who 
will  tell  you  the  same  that  I  have  done.  You'll 
be  wiser  to-morrow,  depend  upon  it : — so  come 
home  with  me  to  dinner.*" 

The  colonel,  who  was  a  man  of  deliberation, 
rode  home  with  Mr.  French,  who  talked  him 
over  as  they  went  along : — "  You  see,  my  dear 
sir,  how  is  it  possible  you  should  know  the 
peopile  as  well  as  we  do  ?  Believe  me,  every 
landlord  knows  his  own  tenantry  best,  and  we 
make  it  a  point  here  never  to  interfere  with 
each  other  in  that  particular.  Now,  the  fel- 
low they  took  away  from  your  men "** 

"  Curse  them  !"  said  the  colonel. 

"  Keep  yourself  cool,  my  dear  colonel.  That 
fellow,  for  instance  —  now  he  is  one  of  Blake's 
men  :  and  if  Blake  wants  the  fellow  to  be 
hanged,  he  '11  send  him  in  to  you." 

"  Send  him  in  !  — why,  sir,  if  my  regiment 
could  not  keep  the  rascal,  what  chance  has 
Mr.  Blake  of  making  him  prisoner  ?'' 
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I  said  nothing,  colonel,  of  making  him 
prisoner :  I  said,  and  still  say,  that  if  Blake 
wants  him  to  be  hanged,  he  11  send  him  in,'^ 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say,  my  good  sir,  that 
he  'U  desire  him  to  come  in  and  be  hanged  ?*' 
"  Precisely.*" 
"  And  iffill  he  come  ?" 
**  Most  undoubtedly,  if  Blake  desires  him." 
The  colonel   dined  with   Mr.  French    that 
day:    the   day   following    the    regiment    was 
marched  back  to  head-quarters — and  Blake, 
did  not  send  in  his  man  to  be  hanged.     So 
much  for  feudality  I 

But  the  yodng  traveller  knew  not  these  facts, 
and  he  was  awakened  from  the  reverie  in  which 
he  was  indulging  by  the  blowing  of  a  long 
tin  horn,  announcing  the  arrival  of  the  coach 
at  a  dirty  little  town,  where  it  was  to  stop 
for  the  night.  It  drove  up  to  what  was  call- 
ed a  hotel,  round  the  door  of  which,  though 
still  raining  heavily,  a  crowd  of  beggars  stood, 
80  thick,  that  the  passengers  could  hard- 
ly press   their   way   through    them    into  the 
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hooae;  and  while  tker  wise  thos 
for  adniftraTire,  ofaatreperoas  fmmjrts  assadlecl 
tbexr  ears  oa  all  sdes^  ia  horrid  ciiscocd  and 
stnmgie  Tarietj — Ibr  tfacsr  conplaislft  and  their 
Ueasmga  hfcame  so  jimUed  togetbcr  as  to 
produce  a  lodkruos  effect.  There  were  Mind 
and  lame,  broken  bones,  widows  and  orphans, 
&c.  &c. 

Pity  the  blind  I  and  may  you  nevor  see— "^ 
To-morrow  morning  won^t  find  me  alive  if 
you  don't  relieve—" 

^'  The  guard  will  give  me  something,  your- 
honour,  if  you  11  only  bid  him — " 

**  Be  quiet,  you  divil !  and  don't  taze  the 
gintleman  !     Sure  he  has — " 

"  Three  fatherless  childher — *" 

"And  broke  his  two  legs — ''* 

"  That  is  stone  blind—" 

"  And  met  a  dhreadful  accident ! — and  sure 
the  house  fell  on  him,  and  he's  lyin'  undher  it 
these  three  weeks  without  a  bit  to  ate,  but — " 

a  Three  fatherless  childher  and  a  dissolute 
widow—** 
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^^  Lying  on  the  broad  of  her  back,  with  no- 
thing on  her  but — ^" 

"  The  small-pox,  your  honour  V* 

"  For  Heaven's  sake  !  let  me  pass,"  said  the 
young  traveller,  who  had  a  horror  of  the  small- 
pox; and  pressing  through  the  crowd  that 
environed  hiqa  into  the  house,  he  entered  the 
first  room  he  saw,  and  suddenly  closed  the 
door  behind  hinu 

As  soon,  however,  as  he  recovered  his  first 
alarm  at  the  mention  of  the  terrible  disease 
he  so  much  dreaded,  he  called  for  the  waiter 
and  made  inquiries  for  Rory.  Finding  he  was 
io  the  house,  he  sent  him  a  message  to  say  he 
would  be  glad  to  see  him  ;  and  on  Rory  mak* 
ing  his  appearance,  he  requested  him  to  be 
seated,  and  asked  him  would  he  have  some- 
thing to  drink  ? 

Rory  declined  it,  until  the  traveller  said  that 
he  himself  would  join  him  in  a  potation  after 
their  wetting ;  and  when  Rory  understood  that 
the  traveller  meant  they  should  sit  down  to- 
gether over  their  glasses,  he  accepted  the  offer 
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with  modest  tfaankfulnesB,  and  expressed  his 
acknowledgment  for  the  honour  done  him  by 
his  travelling  companion. 

In  the  course  of  their  conversation,  the  young 
traveller  found,  that  with  all  the  apparent  sim- 
plicity of  Rory,  he  was  not  deficient  in  intelli- 
gence,  and  that  the  oddity  of  the  incidents  in 
which  he  had  described  himself  as  being  an 
actor  arose  more  from  the  novdty  of  his  posi- 
tion in  a  large  city  than  in  any  inherent  stu- 
pidity. He  became  possessed  of  his  name  also, 
and  Rory  could  not  help  showing  his  pride  in 
having  one  so  good;  for  while  he  affected  to 
laugh  at  his  proud  descent,  it  was  quite  clear 
he  had  a  firm  belief  in  it. 

^^  I  suppose,  sir,  you  have  heerd  tell  of  one 
Rory  O'More  in  the  owld  times  ?*' 

"  Yes, — King  of  Leinster,  you  mean." 

'*  So  they  say,  sir,  —  that  he  and  his  people 

before  him  wor  kings  time  out  o  mind,  until 

bad  fortune   came  to  thim  and  they  went  to 

the  bad  entirely;    and  the  English  dhruv  thim 
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out,  bekaze  tbey  had  a  way  of  puttin'  between 
people;  and  while  they  were  squabblin  one 
with  the  other,  the  English  used  to  come  in 
and  do  them  both  out  — like  the  owld  story  of 
the  lawyer  and  the  oysthers.  Well,  when 
once  they  were  dbruv  out,  they  went  witherin' 
and  dwindlin'  down  by  degrees,  and  at  last 
they  hadn't  a  fut  of  land  left  thim,  nor  even  a 
boose  over  their  heads,  and  so  we  wor  reduced 
that  way,  sir."" 

"  Then  you  consider  yourself  the  descendant 
of  the  O'M ore  ?"  said  the  traveller. 

"  Throth,  sir,  and  they  say  that  we  are  the 
owld  O'Mores — but  sure  I  laugh  at  it." 

''  But  wouldn't  you  be  angry  if  any  one  else 
laughed  at  it  ?*' 

"  I  dunna  but  I  might,"  said  Rory,  with 
much  ingenuousness. 

"  And  why  do  you  laugh  at  it  then  ?** 

"  Why,  afther  all,  sir,  sure  it 's  quare  enough 
for  a  man  to  be  talkin^  of  his  great  relations 
that  was  formerly,  when  at  this  present  he  is 
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only  a  poor  workin'*  man  ;  and  if  I  was  ever  so 
much  the  thrue  discindant  of  Rory  O^More, 
sure  I  can't  forget  what  I  am  now.'^ 

"  You  may  be  the  representative  of  the 
house  for  all  that,^  said  the  traveller. 

"  Oh  !  as  for  the  house,'*  said  Rory,  "  'pon 
my  sowl !  there  ''s  a  cruel  differ  there  betune 
us :  the  right  Rory  CMore  lived  in  Duna^ 
maise  —  that  was  something  like  a  house !  and 
I  have  only  a  poor  cabin  to  live  in." 

"  But  still  you  may  be  the  true  descendant 
of  the  right  Rory,  as  you  call  him,**'  said  the 
traveller,  who  wished  to  probe  the  feelings  of 
the  peasant  on  this  subject,  and  discover  how 
far  the  pride  of  birth  could  survive  loss  of 
station  :  and  he  was  pleased  to  discover  (for  he 
was  himself  of  high  descent)  that  ages  of  mis- 
fortune could  not  extinguish  the  fire  of  a  proud 
race ;  and  he  more  than  ever  felt  the  truth  of 
the  observation,  that  it  is  only  they  who  have 
no  ancestry  to  boast  of  who  affect  to  despise 
it. 

To  such  as  these,  or  those  to  whom  ancestral 
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power  as  well  as  name  has  descended^^or  to  the 
man  J  who  take  no  pleasure  in  tracing  to  their 
secret  sources  the  springs  of  action  and  feeling 
in  the  human  mind  and  heart, — ^it  may  seem 
incredible  that  a  poor  peasant  could  retain  the 
pride  of  birth  when  all  its  substantial  append- 
ages were  gone :  —yet  so  it  was.     But  it  was 
a  pride  that  was  unobtrusive.     Circumstances 
had  modified  and  moulded  it  to  the  necessities 
of  the  peasant^s  station:  he  was  respectful  in 
his  demeanour  to  aU  whose  position  in  society 
was  better  than  his  own,  conscious  though  he 
might  be  of  their  inferior  blood  ;  and  while  he 
took  off  his  hat  to  some  wealthy  plebeian,  he 
never  considered  the  blood  of  the  O'M ores  to 
be  degraded.     The  fallen  fortunes  of  his  house 
were  not  a  subject  of  personal  regret  to  him ; 
it  was  in  a  national  point  of  view  they  were 
lamented.     That  Ireland  had  lost  her  Kling  of 
Ldnster  he  considered  a  misfortune;  but  he 
never  for  a  moment  regretted  that  he,  his  heir, 
as  he  believed  himself    to  be,   (and   perhaps 
was,)  was  obliged   to   eat  potatoes  and   salt. 

VOL.  I.  E 
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But  of  the  fair  fame  of  the  O'More  he  was  as 
jealous  83  their  founder,  and  insult,  in  the 
remotest  degree,  roused  the  lat^it  feelings  of 
family  pride  in  his  bosom.  Not  the  great 
Rory  himself,  perched  on  his  castled  crag  of 
Dunai]ftaise,  could  be  more  jealous  of  the  ho* 
iiour  of  his  house  than  his  humble  namesake 
in  his  thatched  cabin. 

The  young  traveller,  it  has  been  already 
said,  took  pleasure  in  making  manifest  this 
feeling  of  our  hero ;  and  in  doing  so,  he  found 
that  Rory  had  a  provincial  as  well  as  personid 
pride  of  ancestry.  The  south,  Rory  protest* 
ed,  ^^bet  all  Ireland  in  the  regard  of  high 
blood.'* 

"  They  have  good  blood  in  the  north,  too,** 
said  the  traveller. 

^^  Oh,  they  may  have  a  thrifle  of  it ;  but 
it  ^s  not  of  the  rale  owld  sort — ^nothing  to  com- 
pare with  us." 

"  Do  you  forget  the  0*Neil  ?"  said  the  tra- 
veller. 
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^^  Oh,  that 's  good,  I  don't  deny,"  said  Rory 
— *^  but  one  swallow  makes  no  summer.^ 

^^But  I  can  count  more  than  one,''  said  the 
traveller:  ** there's  Talbot,  De  Lacy,  Fitz- 
gerald— ^ 

^Oh,  murther!  murther!  sir!  —  sure  thim 
is  only  invadhers,  and  not  the  owld  Irish  at 
alL  You  would  never  compare  thim  with 
the  O'Mores,  the  (yDempsys,  the  O'Ccmnells, 
the  (yDonaghues,  the  O'Shaughnessys  !" 

^'Stop,  stop!"  said  the  traveller,  who  did 
Dot  know  to  what  length  this  bead-roll  of  (fs 
might  extend ;  '^  you  forget  that  the  head  of 
the  Fitzgeralds  is  Duke  of  Leinster." 

^  But  O'More  was  King  of  Leinsther,  sir,  if 
you  plaze." 

''Very  true,  Bory ;  but  still  the  Oeraldines 
are  a  noble  race«'' 

"  Who  are  thei/f  sir  ?" 

"  The  Fizgeralds." 

'^Oh,  the  Juke  o'  Leinsther  you  mane, 
is  it?" 

b2 


76  .  RORY  o'more. 

"  Yes/' 

"Taith  thin,  to  show  you,  sir,  how  little 
we  think  o*  them  down  in  the  south,  I  '11  tell 
you  something  that  I  know  is  a  thruth,  bekaze 
I  had  it  from  O'Dempsy  himself,  who  played 
the  thriek  an  the  juke,  and  said  the  thing  to 
him ;  for  he  ^s  a  comical  blade." 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?" 

"  Why,  you  see,  sir,  O'Dempsy  was  comin' 
home  from  Dublin,  and  the  money  was  gettin"* 
fine-^dhrawn  with  him,  and  he  wanted  to  see 
if  he  had  enough  left  to  pay  for  the  coach 
home ;  and,  by  dad !  the  change  was  so  scarce 
that  he  was  obliged  to  hunt  it  up  in  his  pocket 
into  the  corner,  like  a  contrairy  cowlt,  before 
he  could  lay  howld  of  it  at  all ;  and  when  he 
did  get  it  into  the  pawm  of  his  fist,  it  was 
almost  ashamed  to  see  the  light,  it  looked  so 
contimptible ;  and  my  bowld  O'Dempsy  seen 
the  coach  was  out  o'  the  question,  or  even  a  lift 
in  the  canal-boat,  and  so  he  put  his  thrust  in 
Providence,  and  took  a  big  dhrink  that  night 
to  sthrenthin  him   for   the  mornin';  and  the 
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next  day  off  he  set  home,  with  a  short 
stick  in  his  hand  and  a  pair  o^  good  legs 
undher  him;  and  he  met  nothin'  remark- 
able antil  he  came  to  betune  Kilcock  and 
Maynooth ;  and  it  was  thin  that  he  heerd  the 
thramp  of  horses  gallopin'  afther  him,  and  he 
turned  round  and  seen  three  gintlemen  comin' 
up  in  great  style :  one  o'  them,  a  fine  full 
handsome  man,  the  picthur  of  a  gintleman, 
and  a  fine  baste  undher  him,  and  the  gintlemin 
along  with  him  very  nice  too ;  one  in  particu- 
lar, a  smart  nate-made  man,  with  a  fine  bright 
eye  and  a  smilin^  face,  and  a  green  handkicher 
round  his  neck,  and  a  sportin'  aisy  sate  on  his 
horse ;  and  Dempsy  heerd  him  say,  as  they 
dhrew  up  jist  behind  him,  ^  Look  what  a  fine 
step  that  fellow  has  !'  (manin'  O^Dempsy  ;  and, 
indeed,  a  claner  boy  isn't  in  all  Ireland  than 
himself,  and  can  walk  with  any  man).  So 
when  they  came  up  to  him,  the  small  gintle- 
man said,  ^  God  save  you  !'  ^  God  save  you 
kindly,  sir  1*  says  CDempsy.  *  You  don't  let 
the  grass  grow   undher  your  feet,  my  man,' 
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says  the  ginUeman.  ^Nor  corn  neither,  sfar,' 
says  Dempsy.  ^  So  I  see  by  the  free  step 
you  have/  says  the  gintleman,  laughin^ ;  and 
the  others  laughed  too,  the  full  gintleman  in 
particuUtf ;  and  says  he,  *  Well,  Ned,  you  got 
your  answer/ 

**  Now  the  minit  that  O'Dempsy  heerd  the 
word  ^  Ned,'  and  it  bein'  in  the  neighbourhood 
o'  Cartown,  which  is  the  Juke  o'  Leinsther's 
place,  the  thought  jumped  into  his  head  that 
it  was  Lord  Edward  Fitzjaral'  was  in  it ;  for 
he  always  heerd  he  was  small,  and  handsome, 
and  merry,  and  that  the  juke  his  brother  was 
a  fine-lookin'  man :  and  so  with  that  he  made 
cock-sure  in  his  own  mind  that  the  full  gintle- 
man was  the  Juke  o'  Leinsther,  and  the  little 
one  Lord  Edward.  So  hearin'  that  Lord  Ed- 
ward liked  a  joke^  O'Dempsy  never  let  on  to 
suspect  who  they  wor,  and  they  walked  along 
beside  him,  and  had  a  great  dale  o'  discoorse 
and  jokin',  and  the  answers  passin^  betune 
them  as  fast  as  hops.    At  last  says  the  juke,  (for 
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it  was  himself,)  *  You  're  a  very  merry  fellow/ 
says  he ;  *  where  do  you  come  from  ?*  *  Prom 
Dublin,  sir,'  says  O'Dempsy.  *  Oh,  I  know  that 
by  the  road  you're  goin','  says  the  juke  ;  but 
I  mane,  where  is  your  place  ?*  '  'Faith  and  I 
have  no  place,"*  says  O'Dempsy :  ^  I  wish  I 
had.^  *  That 's  a  touch  at  you^'*  says  the  juke 
to  the  third  gintleman,  whoever  he  was. 
*But  where  are  you  goin'  to?'  says  the  juke. 
'  I  'm  goin'  home,  sir,'  says  O'Dempsy.  *  And 
where  are  you  when  you're  at  homer  says 
the  juke.  * 'Faith,  I'm  at  home  everywhere,' 
says  O'Dempsy. 

^<  Well,  Lord  Edward  laughed  at  his  brother, 
seein'  he  couldn't  force  a  sthraight  answer  out 
of  O'Dempsy.  •Will  you  tell  me  thin,'  says 
the  juke,  *  which  are  you — Ulsther,  Leinsther, 
Munsther,  or  Connaught  ?''  •  Leinsther,  sir,' 
says  O'Dempsy,  though  it  was  a  lie  he  was 
tellin';  but  it  was  on  purpose  to  have  a  laugh 
agin  the  juke,  for  he  was  layin'  a  thrap  for 
hun  all  the   time.     •You  don^t   spake  like  a 
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Leinsther  man/  says  the  juke.  *  Oh,  the 
tongue  is  very  desaitful  sometimes,'  says 
O'Dempsy. 

^^  Lord  Edward  laughed  at  his  brother  agin, 
and  said,  he  'd  make  no  hand  of  him.  ^  By 
gor,"*  says  Lord  Edward,  *  that  fellow  would 
bate  Counsellor  Ourran  !'  '  Well,  1 11  thry 
him  once  more,'  says  the  juke;  and  with  that, 
says  he  to  O'Dempsy,  *  What 's  your  name  ?' 
Now  that  was  all  O'Dempsy  wanted,  for  to 
nick  him  ;  and  so  says  he,  ^  My  name  is 
O'Shaughnessy,  sir.'  *  I  've  cotch  you  now,' 
says  the  juke :  ^  you  can't  be  a  Leinsther 
man,  with  that  name.'  *  'Faith,  I  see  you  're 
too  able  for  me,  sir,'  says  O'Dempsy,  laading 
him  on.  '  Well,  Mr.  O'Shaughnessy,'  says  the 
juke,  *  it 's  somewhere  out  of  Munsther  you 
come.'  *  No,  'faith,  sir,'  says  O'Dempsy,  *  I 
am  a  Leinsther  man  in  aimest;  but  I  see 
you  couldn't  be  desaived  about  the  name,  and 
so  I  '11  tell  you  the  thruth,  and  nothin'  but 
the  thruth,  about  it.     I  am  a  Leinsther  man. 
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but  I  wint  to  live  in  Munsther,  and  I  was 
obleeged  to  change  my  name,  bekaze  they  had 
no  respect  for  me  there  with  the  one  I  had.' 

*  And  what  was  your  name?'  says  the  juke. 

*  My  name  was  FitzjarV,  sir,'  says  O'Dempsy ; 
^  but  they  thought  me  only  an  upstart  down  in 
Munsther,  so  I  changed  it  into  O'Shaughnes^y .' 
With  that  the  juke  and  Lord  Edward  laughed 
out  hearty,  and  the   third  gintleman  says  to 
the  juke,  *  I  think  you  've  got  your  hit  now.' 
Well,  sir,  the  juke  pulled   a  guinea   out  of 
his  pocket,  and  put  it  into  O'Dempsy's  hand, 
and  says  to  him,   laughin',  '  Take  that,  you 
merry  rascal,  and  dhrink  my  health !'     ^  Long 
life  to  your  grace  P  says  O'Dempsy,  taking  off 
his  hat;    *  you  desarve    to   be  an   O^Shaugh- 
nes$y  P     '  More  power  to  you,  Paddy  f  says 
Lord  Edward    as    they   put    spurs   to   their 
horses ;  and  away  they  j)owdhered  down  the 
road,  laughin'  like  mad." 

The  young  traveller  enjoyed   Rory's  anec- 
dote excessively,  and  scarcely  knew   which  to 

E  5 


82  RORY   O'MORE. 

admire  most, — the  impudent  waggery  of  Rory's 
friend,  or  the  good  humour  of  the  Duke  of 
Leinster  and  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald. 

After  much  praise  of  the  latter,  and  some 
other  strange  odds  and  ends  from  Rory,  the 
travellers  separated  for  the  night. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

JOURXEY  CONTINUED. DESULTORY   COACH   CONVERSATION, 

IN  WHICH  THE  LIBERTY  OF  **  THE  PRESS  "  IS  DISCUS- 
SED, AND  THE  THISTLE  DECLARED  TO  BE  NOT  INDI- 
GENOUS TO  IRELAND. ^ARGUMENTS  AND  COACHES  LIABLE 

TO  BREAK    DOWN. HINTS    FOR    KEEPINO    HOUNDS.    &C. 

On  the  following  morning  the  coach  resumed 
its  journey,  and  Rory  and  the  stranger  still 
continued  fellow-travellers. 

The  insolent  aggressor  upon  Rory,  as  well  as 
the  passenger  who  sat  beside  him,  did  not  ap- 
pear ;  but  their  places  were  occupied  by  a  per- 
son to  whom  Rory  touched  his  hat  as  be  took 
his  seat,  and  another  who  seemed  to  be  his 
companion.  The  latter  was  decidedly  a  Scotch- 
man; what  the. other  might  be,  it  was  not  so 
easy  to  decide — ^perhaps  North  of  England. 
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He  addressed  Rory,  and  expressed  surprise 
at  seeing  him. 

"  Throtb,  and  it 's  jist  as  little  I  expected 
to  see  you,  Mr.  Scrubbs,"  said  Rory. 

"  I  was  up  here  on  a  little  business,'*  said 
Scrubbs. 

"  That 's  what  you  're  always  up  to,  Mr. 
Scrubbs,''  answered  Rory. 

"  And  you  're  just  as  ready  for  fun,  Rory.  I 
suppose  it  was  that  brought  you  here  ?" 

"  No,  indeed,  sir, — it  was  the  coach  brought 
me  here  yestherday." 

"  Ay,  ay, — there  you  are  at  your  answers  ! 
—  I  suppose  it  was  in  Dublin,  then,  you  would 
be?" 

'*  No,  indeed,  I  wouldn't  be  if  I  could  help 
it;' 

"  Well,  but  you  were  there  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  was." 

"  And  what  business  had  you  in  Dublin?" 

"  About  the  lease  of  the  place  below." 

"  Didn't  I  tell  you  I  'd  see  about  that  when 
the  agent  came  down." 
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"  Why,  you  wor  seein'  about  it  so  long 
that  1  thought  it  might  be  out  o'  sight  at  last, 
and  so  I  wint  myself  to  the  head  agent,  and 
settled  it  at  wanst.**^ 

Scrubbs  did  not  seem  well  pleased  at  this  in- 
formation ;  and  silence  having  ensued  in  conse- 
quence, Rory  took  from  his  pocket  a  newspaper 
and  began  to  read.  For  some  time  Scrubbs 
cast  suspicious  glances  at  the  paper,  till  at 
last,  when  Rory  turned  over  its  front  page 
and  discovered  the  title  of  "  The  Press," 
Scrubbs  could  no  longer  remain  silent. 

*'  I     wonder    you  Ve    not    ashamed,''    said 
Scrubbs. 
"  Of  what  r  said  Rory. 
"  To  read  that  paper." 
*^  Taith,  I'd  be  more  ashamed  if  I  couldn't 
read  it !"  said  Rory. 

"  Why,  it 's  all  sedition,  and  treason,  and 
blasphemy."  • 
"  What 's  blasphemy  ?"  said  Rory. 
"  'Tis  a  word,"    sidd   the   young  traveller, 
'^  that  some  people  always  join  to  treason  and 
sedition.** 
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Scrubbs  gave  a  look  askance  at  the  last 
speaker;  but  seeing  he  was  a  gentleman  and 
rather  better  dressed  than  himself,  he  made 
no  observation  to  him,  but  said  in  continu- 
ance to  Rory,  —  "  I  always  thought  you 
were  of  the  peaceable  and  well-disposed  class, 
O'More,  and  I  'm  sorry  to  see  you  read  that 
desperate  paper.** 

^^  ^Faith,  it's  very  despearate,  sure  enough,  if 
it  be  thrue  what  they  say  here,  that  bank-notes 
will  be  soon  worth  nothin',  and  won't  bring  a 
penny  a  pound  in  a  snuff-shop/' 

"What's  that  but  treason,  I'd  like  to 
know,"  said  Scrubbs ; — **  endeavo tiring  to  un- 
dermine the  government  ?  " 

"  Sairtainly,"  said  the  Scotchman,  *'  it  is 
varra  bad  to  destroy  the  cawnfidence  in  pooblic 
creydit." 

"  I  dar  say,  sir,"  said  Rory  to  the  Scotch- 
man, ^^  you  would  rather  have  bank-notes, 
than  golden  guineas?" 

"  I  did  na  say  that,"  said  the  Scotchman 
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drily ;    <^  but    bank-Dotes    are     a    suffeecient 
security.** 

"  And  they  say  here,**  said  Rory,  "  that 
we  oughtn't  to  dhrink  tay  nor  coffee,  nor 
take  snuff,  nor  smoke  tabacky,  nor  dhrink 
whisky." 

**  And  what  do  you  think  of  that  ?^  said 
Scrubbs. 

'^ 'Faith,  I  think  thim  that  has  no  money  will 
fcdlow  their  advice,"  said  Rory. 

*^  Ay !  but  look  at  the  villanous  inten- 
tion—  to  injure  the  revenue,  or  produce  a 
rebeUion.*' 

"  You  think,  then,"  said  the  traveller, ''  that 
people  must  either  smell  snuff  or  gunpowder, 
whether  they  will  or  no  ?" 

^^I  know,  sir,  they  ^11  have  gunpowder  enough 
if  it  goes  to  that.  We  have  plenty  of  loyal  men 
to  put  down  sedition,  both  militia  and  yeo- 
manry." 

** Which  you  can't  trust,"  said  the  tra- 
veller. 
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"  Do  you  doubt  their  loyalty,  sir  ?"  said 
Scrubbs,  waxing  rather  angry. 

"  It  would  seem  the  government  does,"  said 
the  traveller,  "  for  whole  regiments  of  yeo- 
manry have  been  disbanded  this  year." 

This  was  a  bitter  truth  to  Serubbs,  who  not 
being  able  to  deny  the  fact,  returned  to  the 
charge  upon  "  The  Press." 

"  As  for  that  vile  paper,  they  would  do  right 
to  serve  it  as  *  The  Northern  Star'  was  served 
the  other  day,  when  the  Donegal  Militia,  God 
bless  them  !  broke  open  their  office,  burnt  their 
papers,  and  broke  their  printing-presses." 

^^  What  noble  and  constitutional  work  for 
soldiers  to  be  employed  upon !"  said  the  tra- 
veller. "  I  do  not  wonder,  when  the  cloth  is  so 
degraded,  that  high-minded  gentlemen,  such  as 
the  Duke  of  Leinster,  Lord  O'Neil,  and  Colo- 
nel ConoUy,  resign  their  regiments." 

This  was  another  bitter  fact  to  which  Serubbs 
was  unable  to  reply;  so,  leaving  the  field  in 
possession   of    the    enemy,    he   addressed  his 
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Scotch    friend    on    some    fresh    subject,    and 
thus  evaded  the  discussion. 

The  traveller  with  Rory,  and  Scrubbs  with 
the  Scotchman,  now  kept  themselves  distinct, 
and  the  day  was  passing  away  slowly  enough, 
the  monotony  of  the  road  only  broken  by  some 
occasional  remark  between  Scrubbs  and  his 
friend,  or  the  young  traveller  and  Rory  :  — 
seeming  to  observe  each  other  with  mutual 
distrust,  a  restraint  was  put  upon  general  con- 
versation, and  it  was  only  some  passing  obser- 
vation on  the  surrounding  scenery  that  either 
party  would  venture  to  indulge  in. 

The  day  was  more  .than  half  spent,  when  they 
were  driving  throiigh  a  fine  tract  of  country, 
which  called  forth  the  Scotchman's  admira- 
tion. 
'^  A  fine  kintra,  this,  Mr.  Scrubbs,''  said  he. 
"  Yes,"  said  Scrubbs,  "  'tis  a  good  sort  of 
country,  but  not  fit  to  compare  with  Eng- 
land." 

Rory  looked  indignantly  at  him,  but  said 
nothing. 
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^*  I  dinna  ken  aboot  England,"  said  the 
Scotchman ;  ^^  but  this  kintra  puts  me  varra 
much  in  mind  o'  my  ain«" 

"  Your  kinthiy,  do  you  say?"  said.Rory 
with  what  heroines  call  *'  ineffable  contempt." 

"  Yes,  my  kintra." 

**  Oh,  do  you  hear  this !  ! "  said  Rory  to 
the  young  traveller.  "  He's  comparin*"  this 
counthry  to  his  I  !  — Why  'tare  an  ouns  I 
sir,"  said  Rory  to  the  Scotchman ;  ^^  sure 
you  wouldn't  be  comparin'  this  lovely  fine 
counthry  to  Scotland  —  or  sayin'  it  was  like 
it  ?" 

' "  Yes,   but    I   would,    though,"    said    the 
Scotchman  pertinaciously. 

*'  Why,  by  the  seven  blessed  candles,  you 
haven't  seen  a  thistle  for  the  last  tin  miles!" 
said  Rory. 

The  young  traveller  laughed  at  Rory's  illus- 
tration, and  the  silence  and  disunion  of  the 
two  parties  increased. 

Thus  the  day  wore  on  uncomfortably 
enough,  and  the  evening  began  to  dose,  when 
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a  premature  stop  was  put  to  their  journey  by 
the  breaking  down  of  the  coach. 

Fortunately  for  the  passengers,  the  accident 
was  not  one  that  placed  them  in  any  danger. 
Some  of  them  were  nearly  thrown  off,  and  a 
lady-passenger  who  was  inside  screamed,  of 
course ;  and  the  more  she  was  assured  that  there 
was  no  danger,  the  louder  she  screamed.  In 
the  mean  while,  the  passengers  jumped  off;  and 
the  extreme  amount  ci  damage  to  them  was, 
that  they  could  proceed  no  further  by  the 
coach  on  their  journey,  as  one  of  the  wheels 
was  broken. 

Now,  whenever  an  accident  of  this  kind  oc- 
curs which  is  manifestly  so  bad  as  to  be  be- 
yond retrieving,  it  may  be  remarked  that  every 
one  looks  at  it  in  all  possible  ways — under  it, 
and  over  it,  and  round  it,  just  as  if  looking  at 
it  could  do  any  good.  So  were  the  passengers 
congregated  round  the  wheel  of  the  coach,  all 
making  their  remarks. 

^^  It  was  the  nave,^  said  one. 

*^  No,— the  spokes,^  said  another. 
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"  Oh  dear,  no, — the  tire,^  added  a  third. 

"  Most  provoking  !^ 

^* Scandalous r  said  Scrubbs;  •'like  every- 
thing else  in  this  country!  The  proprietors 
ought  to  be  prosecuted  for  having  a  coach  in 
such  a  condition." 

^^  Murther,  murther  !^'  said  the  coachman, 
who  lost  his  temper  at  last  when  the  honour  of 
his  coach  was  concerned :  '^  do  you  hear  this ! 
just  as  if  an  accident  never  happened  to  a  coach 
before." 

"  When  people  pay  their  money,''  said 
Scrubbs,  *'  they  have  a  right  to  complain.'' 

**  Soirtinly,"  said  the  Scotchman.  ••  In  fac, 
I  thenk  the  money  should  be  refunded." 

••  Arrah  !  listen  to  him !"  said  Rory  aside  to 
the  stranger. 

*•  How  far  is  the  coach  from  the  end  of  the 
journey  ?"  said  the  lady. 

"  'Pon  my  word,  ma'am,"  said  Rory,  "  the 
coach  is  at  the  end  of  its  journey  for  this  day, 
anyhow." 

•'  And  what  are  we  to  do  P"  said  the  lady. 
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**  I  'd  adveyse,"  said  the  Scotchman,  "  that  we 
should  get  poost-chaises,  and  chorge  them  to 
the  coach  propreytors.'' 

'^  'Faith,  that  ^s  a  fine  plan,  if  you  could  get 
them^  said  Rory. 

"  Then  what  are  we  to  do  ?^  said  the  lady, 
again. 

^^  If  you  ^d  be  quiet  the  laste  taste,  ma'am, 
if  you  plaze,''  said  the  coachman,  "  we  'U  con- 
thrive  some  conthrivance  by-and-by." 
"  Why,  the  night  is  falling,"  said  the  lady. 
"  It  ^s  time  for  it,''  said  Rory. 
"  My  God  !"  said  the  lady,  **  what  odd  an- 
swers these  people  give  one !'' 

The  horses  now  became  restless,  for  the 
wheelers,  pulling,  and  finding  so  much  resist- 
ance, began  to  kick,  and  their  example  set  the 
leaders  going :  the  coachman  and  Rory  ran  to 
their  heads. 

"  Bad  luck  to  you,  you  fools  I**  said  Rory  to 
the  horses ;  "  sure,  it 's  glad,  and  not  sorry,  you 
ought  to  be,  that  the  dhrag  is  off  o'  you ;  be 
quite !  you  garrans,  will  you !''  and  he  forced 
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them  at  last  into  some  obedience.  ^^  I  tell  you 
what  you  ^11  do  now/'  said  he  to  the  coachman : 
"jist  take  off  the  horses, — they'll  be  quite 
enough  here,  grazing  by  the  side  o'  the  gripe  ;* 
and  you  get  on  one  o'  them,  and  pelt  away  into 
the  town,  and  come  out  agin  wid  a  fresh 
coach." 

"  Throth,  and  it 's  the  best  plan,  I  blieve,'' 
said  the  coachman,  ^'  afther  all." 

'^  And  must  we  stay  here.^"  said  the  lady. 

"  Barrin'  you  walk,  ma'am.'' 

"  And  how  far  might  it  be  to  walk  ?" 

"Taith,  I  don't  rightly  know,"  said  the 
coachman. 

"  You  're  a  feyne  driver,'^  said  the  Scotch- 
man, ^^  not  to  know  the  distance  on  your  ain 
road !" 

"  I  know  it  well  enough  whin  I  'm  dhrivin," 
said  the  coachman  ;  ^'  but  how  should  I  know 
how  far  it  is  to  walk  ?" 

"  Why,  you  stupid  rascal  1" — said  the'Scotch- 
man,  about  to  make  an  elaborate  argument  to 

♦  The  ditch. 
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show  the  coachman  the  bull  he  had  made, — but 
he  was  interrupted  by  Rory. 

^'  Arrah  !  never  miod  his  prate^  Hoolaghan ; 
do  what  I  bid  you, — away  wid  you  into  town  1" 

^^  Indeed,  I  think  *tis  the  best  thing  you  can 
do,"  said  the  young  traveller. 

"  And  must  we  stay  here  ?  Why,  'tis  grow- 
ing dark  already,  and  we  may  be  murdered 
while  you  are  away/' 

''  Divil  a  one  ^ill  take  the  throuble  to  mur- 
ther  you — don't  be  in  the  Liste  afear'd !"  said 
Rory.  **  Up  wid  you  now  on  the  grey,  Hoo- 
laghan, your  sowl,  and  powdher  away  like  shot !" 

"  What 's  that  he 's  saying,  sir,  about  pow- 
der and  shot  ?"  said  the  lady  in  alarm. 

*'  He  ^s  only  giving  directions  to  the  coach- 
man,  madam,"  said  the  young  traveller. 

"  But  he  said  powder  and  shot !  sir : — ^is  there 
any  danger  ?" 

"  None  in  the  least,  I  assure  you,  madam." 

"The  horses  'ill  stay  quite  enough  while 
you  *re  gone,"  said  Rory ;  '*  here,  gi'  me  your 
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fut — I  '11  lift  you  on  the  baste."  And  so  saying, 
Hoolaghan  placed  his  left  foot  in  Rory's  right- 
hand  ;  and  thus  aided,  he  sprang  astride  of  one 
of  the  coach-horses. 

"  There  now,"  said  Rory,  "  you^re  up  I  and 
away  wid  you !  Jist  be  into  the  town  in  no 
time,  and  back  in  less.  ^  That 's  the  cut !  .says 
Cutty  when  he  cut  his  mother's  throat.' " 

"  What 's  that  he 's  saying,  sir,  about  cutting 
throats?"  said  the  lady. 

^'  Nothing,  madam,  I  assure  you,  you  n^^d 
be  alarmed  at,"  said  the  traveller. 

^^  Indeed,  you  need  not  make  yourself  onaisy, 
ma'am,  in  the  laste,"  said  Rory  after  be  had 
placed  Hoolaghan  on  horseback.  ^^  It  will  be 
all  over  with  you  soon  now." 

The  lady  shuddered  at  the  phrase,  but  spoke 
not. 

"  And  now,  sir,"  said  Rory  to  his  fellow-tra- 
veller, ''  it 's  time  we  should  be  thinkin'  of 
ourselves:  there's  no  use  you  should  be  loi- 
therin'  here  until  the  other  coach  comes  back ; 
for   though  it's  some   miles  from    the   town. 
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where,  I  suppose^  you  were  goin'  to,  it's  not 
far  from  this  where  I  must  turn  off  to  my  own 
[dace,  which  lies  acrass  the  counthry,  about  two 
miles  or  there  away:  and  if  you,  sir,  wouldn't 
think  it  benathe  you  to  come  to  a  poor  man's 
house,  sure  it 's  proud  I  'd  be  to  give  your  ho- 
nour a  bed;  and  though  it  may  not  be  as  good 
as  you  're  used  to,  still  maybe  'twill  be  betther 
than  stoppin'  here  by  the  road-side." 

The  traveller  expressed  his  thanks  to  Rory 
for  the  kindness  of  his  offer,  but   said  that 
perhaps  he  could  as  well  walk   to  the  town. 
To  this  Rory  objected,  suggesting  the  probabi- 
lity of  the  traveller's  losing  his   way,   as  he 
could  only  be  his  guide  as  far  as  the  point 
where  he  had  to  turn  towards  his  own  home ; 
besides  many  other  arguments  urged  on  Ror^s 
part  with  so  much  heart  and  cordiality,  that 
he  prevailed  on  his  fellow-traveller  to  accept 
his   proffered    hospitality.     Selecting  a  small 
portmanteau   from  the  luggage,   the  traveller 
was  about  to  throw  it  over  his  shoulder,  when 
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Bory  laid  hold  of  it,  and  insisted  on  carrying 
it  for  him. 

'*  You  've  your  own  luggage  to  carry  !**  said 
the  traveller. 

*^  Sure,  mine  is  nothin'  more  than  a  small 
bundle — no  weight  in  life.*^ 

And  your  gridirons,  Rory  ?" 
By  the    powers !    I   was    near    forgettin' 
Mim/'  said  Rory ;  "  but  sure,  thim  itself  is  no 
weight,  and  I  can  carry  thim  all !" 

^^  Stay  a  moment,"  said  the  traveller,  whose 
gallantry  forbade  that  he  should  leave  the  lady 
of  the  party,  alarmed  as  she  was,  in  such  a 
sitiiation,  and  apparently  not  regularly  pro- 
tected, without  the  offer  of  his  services.  He 
approached  the  coach,  into  which  the  lady  had 
retired  to  avoid  the  dew  that  was  now  falling 
heavily,  and  made  his  offer  with  becoming 
courtesy. 

*^  I  'm  much  obliged  to  you,  sir,"  said  she, 
"  but  I  have  my  husband  here." 

'^  Thank  you,  sir,"  said  a  miserable-looking 
little  man,  who  had  not  uttered  a  word  before; 
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"  I  am  this  lady's  husband.''-— He  did  not  dare 
to  say,  "  This  lady 's  my  wife." 

The  traveller  made  his  bow,  and  he  and  his 
guide,  leaving  the  forlorn  coach-passengers  on 
the  road,  proceeded  at  a  smart  pace  towards 
the  cottage  of  Bory  (^More. 

'^  Those  people,  I  think,  are  likely  to  remain 
a  good  while  before  assistance  can  reach  them," 
said  the  traveller. 

«  'Faith,  I  'm  thinkin'  myself  they  'U  have  a 
good  long  wait  of  it,"  said  Rory ;  ^^  and  in 
throth  I  'm  not  sorry  for  some  o'  thim." 

''  Don't  you  pity  that  unfortunate  woman  ?" 

"  Soma  much  !"  said  Rory ;  "  the  screechin' 
fool,  with  her  shoutin'  about  her  throat  bein' 
cot !—- though,  indeed,  if  it  was  cut  itself,  it 
wouldn't  be  much  matther,  for  all  the  sinse  I 
heard  her  spake.  Throat  cut,  indeed !  as  if 
the  whole  counthry  was  murtherers  and  mo- 
roders.  In  throth  the  counthry  would  be  quite 
(quiet)  enough  if  they  'd  let  us  be  quite;  but  it's 
gallin'  and  aggravating  us  they  are  at  every 
hand's  tum^  and  puttin'  the  martial  law  on  us, 
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and  callin'  us  bad  names,  and  abusin'  our  blessed 
religion." 

^^And  are  the  people  much  dissatisfied  at 
this  state  of  things  ?" 

'^  Why,  I  don't  see  how  they  could  be  plazed, 
sir  !  And  sure,  my  heart  warmed  to  you  whin 
you  gave  that  dirty  Scrubbs  his  answer  to-day : 
'faith,  he  got  his  fairin'  anyhow  from  you  !  he 
had  no  chance  at  all  with  you,  sir.  Oh,  when 
you  silenced  him,  sure  it  was  butther  to  my 
bones!" 

^'  By  the  by,  who  is  that  person  ?"  said  the 
traveller. 

^^  He  is  a  fellow  that  lives  not  far  from  thist 
sir ; — they  call  him  the  CoUecthor." 

"  Collector  of  what  r 

^^  Of  everything,  'faith.  He  collects  titbes 
for  the  parson,  and  rints  for  the  agint,  and 
taxes  and  cess,  and  all  to  that ;  and  so  he  goes 
by  the  name  of  the  CoUecthor."  .  < 

*'  He 's  not  an  Irishman  ?" 

''  No,  thank  God,  he 's  not !  Though,  in- 
deed, there's  some  of  the  Irish  bad  enough  to 
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their  own,  or  worse  than  sthrangers  maybe; 
but  I  say,  thank  God,  bekaze  there 's  one 
blackguard  the  less  belongs  to  us." 

"  Has  he  been  long  here  ?" 

'^  Not  to  say  Tery  long  indeed,  considherin' 
all  he  has  done  for  himself  in  the  time.  I  re- 
member, whin  he  came  among  us  first,  it  was 
with  some  horses  —  a  sort  of  low  stable-helper, 
a  kind  of  a  hanger-on  about  some  officers  that 
was  in  the  town,  and  thin  he  was  badly  off 
enough.  He  hadn't  as  much  clothes  on  him  as 
would  scour  a  spit;  and  his  flesh,  the  little  he 
had  of  it,  hangin'  about  him  as  if  it  didn't  fit 
hiin.  But  he  wint  to  church  the  first  Sunday 
he  was  here,  and,  as  Prodestants  is  scarce,  he 
was  welkim  to  the  parson;  and  so  that  he 
mi^tn't  disgrace  the  congregation,  the  parson 
gev  him  some  ^acent  clothes :  and  thin  he  got 
lum  to  do  odd  jobs  for  him,  one  way  or  another; 
and  so  he  made  himself  plazin'  somehow  to  the 
parson,  and  got  on  one  step  afther  another. 
And  the  parson  noticed  him  to  the  squire,  and 
thin  the  squire  gave  him  a  lift,  for  he  it  was 
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got  him  to  be  coUecthor ;  and  now  has  a  mighty 
snug  house,  and  a  nate  farm  nigh  hand  to  the 
parson,  though  the  first  place  he  slep'  in,  not 
long  ago,  whin  he  came  to  the  town  beyant, 
was  in  the  hayloft  of  the  inn,  for  they  wouldn't 
dirty  the  barrack-staUes  with  him.''  ' 
Then  the  parson  is  his  patron  ?* 
Not  only  the  parson,  but  the  magiatfarits 
about  the  place  as  well,  for  they  know  that 
Squire  Ransford  notices  him.^ 

*^  How  did  he  get  into  the  squire's  good 
graces  ?'* 

^*  There  was  a  cast-off  lady  of  the  squire's, 
that  was  throublesome  to  him,  and  ao  he  gev 
some  soft  diacoorse,  and  hard  cash  too,  I 
b'lieve,  to  Scrubbs,  to  make  an  honest  woman 
of  her,  and  take  her  off  his  hands ;  and  so  he 
did;  and  now  you'll  see  hec  goin'  in  her 
jantin'  car,  if  you  plaie,  along  wid  that  mane- 
spirited  dog  that  tuk  another  mao*s  lavings, 
marchin'  into  church  every  Sunday  as  bowld 
as  brass,  and  wid  as  many  ribbons  on  her  as 
would  set  up  a  thravellin'  pedlar." 
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'^  And  what  does  the  parson  say  to  all  this  ? 
Does  he  countenance  the  affair  ?^ 

'^  Arrahy  what  can  he  do,  sir  ?^  said  Rory. 
*'  Sure,  ke  can't  help  if  she  was  unproper ;  and 
isn't  it  betther  she  'd  go  to  her  duty  than  stay 
away,  bad  as  she  is  ?  And  sure,  if  she  was  a 
sinner,  that 's  the  greater  the  raison  why  he  'd 
be  glad  to  help  her  in  mendin'  her  ways ;  and 
sure,  as  she  hasn't  the  luck  to  be  a  Roman,  it's 
weU  for  her  she 's  ev^i  a  Prodestant !" 

'<  That 's  a  very  charitable  view  of  the  mat- 
ter on  your  part,"  said  the  traveller. 

^'  Oh,  by  dady  sir !  you  mustn't  be  too  hard 
on  the  parson,  for  he 's  a  dacait  man  enough. 
If  all  the  Prodestants  was  as  quite  (quiet)  as 
him,  we  'd  never  fall  out  wid  thim,  for  he 's  a 
moe  aisy  man,  and  is  good  friends  wid  Father 
Kinsbela^  and  both  o'  thim  dines  together  wid 
the  squire  whin  he 's  here.  And  you  know,  sir, 
that 's  hearty !" 

"  Very  indeed,"  said  the  traveller.     "  I  'm 
glad  to  hear  it." 

''  Scrubbs  himself  is  a  nasty  fellow;  and  his 


lOi  BOB.T  O'KORE. 

lady  is  a  dmb^  and  oollim'  dse :  but  sure  the 
parsoD  can't  bdp  that,  and  I  wouldn't  expect  of 
him  to  be  too  particular  od  thim,  for  sure  he 
must  be  ^ad  to  get  a  Prodestttit  at  all  in  his 
church,  where  they  are  so  scarce.  Throth,  it 
must  be  oowld  work  there,  in  a  big  nunblin' 
church  in  the  winther,  wid  so  few  in  it,  to  be 
sayin'  prayers  P* 

*•*•  You  seem  to  Uke  the  parson,  I  think?^  Siiid 
the  traveller. 

^^  Oh,  I  don't  mishke  him,  sir,  for  he 's  eivil- 
spoken,  and  a  hearty  man,  and  he  likes  huntin' 
and  shootin',  and  divarshin  of  all  sorts." 

'^  But  do  you  think  that  becoming  in  a  clor- 
gyman?" 

'^  Oh,  you  ^re  too  hard  on  the  dargy,  sir  ;-^ 
why  wouldn^t  they  be  merry? — sure  Father 
Kiushela  himself  sometimes  takes  a  dart  afth^r 
the  dogs,  whin  the  squire  is  down  here,  as  well 
as  the  parson." 

'^  Squire  Ransford,  then,  lives  here  a  good 
deal  ?" 

^^  Not  a  good  dale,  sir, — only  by  times. whin 
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be  comes  down  to  take  a  start  huntin'  or  shoot- 
in',  and  thin  he  brings  down  a  power  o^  com- 
pany wid  him:  but  unless  at  that  time,  the 
place  is  Mke  a  wildherness,  only  an  ould  woman 
and  a  couple  o'  maids  to  mind  the  house,  and  a 
stable-helper  left,  or  somethin'  that  way,  to 
watch  the  place."^ 

^^  A  single    stable-helper !    DidnU  you   tell 
me  he  keeps  a  pack  of  hounds  ?  ** 

^^  Yis,  sir ;  but  he  doesnH  keep  up  the  dogs 
unless  whin  he 's  here  himself." 

^  How  does  he  manage,  then  ?  ** 

^'  Why,  he  gives  one  couple  o'  dogs  to  one 
tenant,  and  another  couple  to  apother,  and  so  on 
in  that  way,  while  he  isn't  in  the  place ;  and  whin 
he  comes  back,  he  gathers  thim  in  again ;  and 
M  he  isn't  at  the  expense  of  keepin'  up  the  ken- 
oel  while  he 's  away." 

■ 

''  What  a  shabby  fellow !"  said  the  traveller. 
'^  Oh  !  not  to  say  shabby,  sir." 
<(  Why,  what  else  can  you  call  quartering  his 
dogs  on  his  poor  tenantry  ?  " 
."  Oh,  for  all  that  he 's  not  shabby ; — for  whin 
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he  is  down  here,  the  company  is  never  out  of 
his  house ;  and  they  say  there 's  lashings  and 
lavings  of  everything  in  it,  and  the  claret  flyin' 
about  the  place  as  common  as  beer^  and  no  stiat 
to  any  one,  I  'm  towld." 

"  That 's  mere  wastefulness  and  rioting,  and 
cannot  in  my  opinion  redeem  bia  sbabbiness, 
for  I  cannot  call  it  anything  else.  Can  he  not 
feel  that  when  the  poor  people  feed  his  sport* 
ing-dogs,  the  fruit  of  their  Ikbour  is  invaded 
to  contribute  to  his  pleasure  ?*' 

"  Why,  if  you  go  to  the  rights  o'  the  things 
what  your  honour  says  is  thrue  enough ;  but 
we  wouldn't  be  too  sharp  in  lookin^  at  what  a 
gintleman  would  do, — and,  indeed,  I  don't  mis*- 
like  it  myself,  as  far  as  that  goes,  for  the  coti<*> 
pie  o^  dogs  that  is  left  with  me  I  do  have  a 
great  deal  of  fun  with." 

«  How  ?  " 

"  Huntin'  rabbits,  sir." 

''  They  must  be  nice  dogs  after  that !" 

"  Divil  a  harm  it  does  thim  ! — sure  it  comes 
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nath'ral  to  the  craythur8»  and  would  be  cruel  to 
stint  them  of  their  divarshin." 

^  And  do  you  all  bunt  rabbits  with  the  dog8 
left  to  your  care  ?" 

"  Every  one  of  us." 

^  Then  the  pack  can't  be  worth  a  farthing/' 

<^  Why,  indeed)  I  don't  deny  they  run  a 
little  wild  now  and  thin;  but  sure  what  would 
be  the  use  of  a  whipper-in  if  the  dogs  worn't 
a  little  fractious  ?  ^ 

Rory  continued  his  discourse  with  the  stranger 
as  they  proceeded  on  their  road»  giving  him  vari- 
ous inficNrmation  respecting  the  squire,  and  the 
ooUeotory  and  the  parson,  in  all  of  which,  though 
Rory  did  not  so  intend  it,  his  hearer  found 
deep  cause  of  disapproval  of  their  conduct. 
Their  conversation  was  now  interrupted  by  the 
deep  baying  of  dogs ;  and  Rory  answered  the 
sound  by  a  cheering  whoop,  and  the  calling  of 
the  dogs  by  their  names. 

•*  There  they  are^  sir  I'*  said  he ;   "  you  see 
we're  jist  at  home.'' 
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As  he  qpoke,  they  turned  into  the  little  borisen 
ahnndy  noticed,  and  two  hounds  came  rushing 
wildly  up  the  lane  and  jumped  upoii  Rory 
with  all  the  testimonials  of  csmne  recognition. 

^Down,  Rattler,  you  divil^  down! — you'll 
tear  the  coat  aT  my  back.  Murther !  Swc^lips, 
don't  be  kissin'  me  —  down,  you  hreftes!" 
And  he  drove  the  animals  from  him^  whose 
furious  caresses  were  more  than  agreeable. 
<*  Poor  things !"  said  he  to  the  stranger  in  a 
kindly  tone ;  <^  sure,  thin,  it 's  pleasant  ey^i  to 
have  a  dog  to  welkim  one  home." 

^  More  than  a  dog^  Rory  dear,"  said  a  sweet 
voice  from  amid  the  darkness;  and  the  next 
instant  a  girl  ran  up  to  Rory,  and  throwing 
her  arms  round  his  neck,  kissed  him  over  and 
over  again.  He  returned  her  embrace  with 
affection,  and  said,  ^^  How  is  the  mother  ?  " 

^  Hearty,  thank  God,"  said  the  girl. 

"  And  yourself,  Mary  dear  ?  " 

"  Oh,  what  would  ail  me  ? — But  tell  me, 
what  sort  of  a  place  is  Dublin  ?— and  how  did 
you  like  it  ? — and  did  you  get  me  the  ribbon  ?" 
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^  It  *8  my  sisther,  sir,''  said  Rory  to  his 
guest,  paying  no  attention  to  the  numeroui 
questions  of  Mary,  who  now  for  the  first  time 
observing  the  stranger,  dropped  a  short  curtsy 
to  him,  and  said  in  a  subdued  voice,  ^^  Your 
sarvant,  sir.'' 

^  Ron  on^  Mary  dear,  and  tell  the  mother 
we're  oomin',''  said  Rory,  accompanying  his 
words  with  a  significant  pinch  on  Mary's  elbow, 
which  meant,  ^<  Make  the  place  look  as  dacent 
as  possible." 

Mary  ran  hastily  forward,  fully  understand- 
ing Rc^y's  tel^raphic  communication;  and 
when  the  travelers  reached  the  cottage,  they 
found  the  mother  and  Mary  in  that  peculiar 
state  of  action  which  in  the  polite  world  is 
called  ^hurry-scurry;"  and  the  dragging  of 
chairs  and  stools,  cramming  of  things  into 
corners,  and  slapping  about  with  the  ends  of 
aprons,  testified  their  anxiety  to  receive  so  un- 
usual a  visitor  with  proper  honour. 

When  they  entered,  the  widow  first  received 
her  son  with  the  strongest  evidence  of.  a  mo- 
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ther's  affection,  kissing  him  tenderly ;  and  with 
the  reverential  appeal  to  Heaven  in  which  th^ 
Irish  peasantry  so  much  indulge,  she  said, 
^  God  bless  you,  alanna,  you  're  welkim 
home ! '  She  then  turned  to  the  stranger,  imd 
in  that  soft  accent  of  her  country  which  so  well 
expresses  the  gentlest  emotions  of  human  na- 
ture, she  said,  in  tones  that  would  have  almost 
conveyed  her  meaning  without  words,  *  You  *re 
kindly  welkim,  sir.' 

The  stranger  expressed  his  thanks ;  but,  not- 
withst|inding  the  manifest  commotion  which  his 
arrival  occasioned,  he  was  too  polite  to  seem  to 
notice  it,  and  did  not,  as  a  vulgar  person  al- 
ways does,  overload  the  people  with  requests 
not  to  trouble  themselves  on  his  account. 

He  quietly  took  a  seat ;  and  Rory,  with  in- 
stinctive good-breeding,  took  another,  and  con- 
tinued to  discourse  with  his  guest.  Now  and 
then,  to  be  sure,  he  could  not  help  casting  his 
eyes  towards  his  mother,  who  was  busy  in  all 
sorts  of  preparation,  and  asking,  ^'  Can  I  help 
you,  mother  dear  ?"  But  the  answer  always  was, 


RORY  O'MORE.  Ill 

"  NcH  alaona*  .  Sure  you  *re  tired  afther  your 
jouraey ;  and  Mary  and  myself  will  do  every- 
tbiDg;  and  sure  it's  glad  we  are  to  have  you, 
and  proud  that  the  gintleman  is  come  with  you, 
iiid  only  hopes  he  '11  put  up  with  what  we  can 
do :  but  sure,  if  the  enthertainment  is  poor,  the 
welkim  is  hearty,  anyhow.^^ 

The  stranger  assured  her  of  his  sense  of  her 
kindness. 

"  If  we  knew  of  your  comin',  sir,  sure  we 
could  have  had  a  couple  of  chickens  ready ;  and 
if  the  gintleman  would  wait  a  bit,  sure  it  isn't 
too  late  yet,  and  can  have  a  rashir  and  egg  in 
the  mane  time." 

^'  My  dear  ma'am,"  said  the  stranger,  ^^  pray 
don't  think  of  chickens  to-night :  the  fact  is, 
I  'm  very  hungry,  and  I  don't  know  a  better 
thing  than  a  dish  of  rashers  and  eggs,  which 
has  the  great  advantage,  besides,  of  being  got 
ready  sooner.'^ 

Rashers  and  ^gs  were  accordingly  got  ready 
immediately ;  and  while  the  mother  was  engaged 
in  the  culinary  department,   Mary  spread   a 
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coarse  but  white  cloth  upon  the  table,  and  tak- 
ing down  from  a  cleanly-scowered  dresser  some 
plates  of  coarse  delf,  arranged  the  table  for  the 
supper.  This  the  hungry  travellers  discussed 
with  good  appetite  and  much  relish ;  and  after 
many  relays  of  the  savoury  viands  had  va- 
nished rapidly  before  them,  a  black  bottle  of 
whiskey  was  produced,  and  some  hot  punch 
being  made,  Rory's  guest  protested  he  had 
eaten  one  of  the  best  suppers  he  ever  made  in 
his  life. 

Rory  and  his  mother  and  sister  were  lavish 
in  their  compliments  to  the  stranger  on  being 
so  easily  pleased,  and  uttered  a  profusion  of 
wishes  that  they  had  better  to  offer.  This  by 
their  guest  was  pronounced  impossible ;  and 
when  at  last  the  stranger  retired  to  bed,  they 
parted  for  the  night  with  the  highest  opinion  of 
each  other,— he  in  admiration  of  their  hospitali- 
ty, and  they  of  his  condescension. 

Rory  then,  with  his  mother  and  sister  drew 
round  the  fire,  and,  relieved  from  the  presence 
of  a  stranger,  indulged  in  that  affectionate  fa- 
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mily  gossip  which  always  is  the  result  when 
one  of  the  circle  has  returned  from  a  tempo- 
farj  absence.     Qo^T  ^^  ^^  ^  chair  in  the  mid- 
file^  his  sister  on  a  low  stool  beside  him,  with 
one  hand  resting  on  his  knee,  and  her  pretty 
ejes  raised  to  his,  in  open  wonder,  only  to  be 
exceeded  by   the  more  open   wonder  of  her 
mouth,  as  Bory  told  something  of  what  he  had 
seen  in  Dublin*    The  widow,  on  the  other  side, 
seated  in  a  low  easy  chair  of  platted  straw, 
looked  upon  her  son  with  manifest  pleasure; 
and  while  she  led  Rory  into  a  digression,  by 
asking  him  how  he  managed  '^  the  little  busi- 
ness" about  the  lease,  Mary  filled  up  the  inter- 
val very  agreeably  by  looking  with  ecstasy  at 
the'  roll  of  ribbon  which  her  brother  brought 
her.    This  was  a  great  delight  to  Mary: — it 
was  no  pedlar^s    trash,' — no    comm'on   thing 
bought  at  a  booth  in  a  fair, — but  a  real  down- 
right metropolitan  ribbon,   "brought  all  the 
way  from   Dublin   to  herself."      Wasn't   she 
happy  ?  And  maybe  she  didn't  think  how  she'd 
astonish  them  next  Sunday  at  chapel ! 
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Rory  txAd  them  how  he  met  the  stranger  he 
brought  home,  and  of  the  aoddent  which  ]ed  to 
it,  and  praised  him  to  the  skies  for  his  libera- 
lity and  gentlemanly  conduct — swore  he  was  of 
the  right  sort,  and  said,  he  was  one  for  whom  a 
poor  man  ought  to  lay  down  his  life.  Such 
was  Rory's  opinion  of  the  stranger  he  had  met, 
and  who  was  introduced  to  the  reader  in  the 
first  chapter  under  the  title  of  the  ^^  Scholar." 
How  he  acquired  this  titles  will  be  subsequently 
seen* 

The  trio  talked  on  until  the  embers  on  the 
hearth  were  quite  burnt  out,  and  it  was  at  an 
advanced  hour  in  the  morning  that  they  sepa- 
rated and  retired  to  their  slumbers,  which  were 
sound,  because  their  lives  were  healthful  and 
innocent. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

WHISKEY     VERSUS     SMALL- POX.   GHIBBERISH     VERSUS 

FREXCHw — ^A  SECRET  WITH  TWO  HANDLES  TO   IT,  WHICH 
OUR   HERO   AND   HIS  SISTER   LAY   HOLD   OF. 

Thb  next  mcHming  the  Widow  CMore  and 
her  son  and  daughter  arose  refreshed  and  light- 
iiearted,  but  not  so  their  guest:  he  awoke 
with  the  burning  thirst,  intense  headach,  and 
deadening  seoNition  of  sickness,  which  are  the 
precursors  of  fever.  It  was  early,  and  from 
the  silence  that  reigned  in  the  cottage  he 
concluded  no  one  had  yet  risen.  He  endea- 
voured to  sleep,  but  the  effort  was  vain:  he 
fell  but  into  a  confused  dozing,  filled  with 
broken  images,  confused  recollections,  and  wild 
imaginings,  from  which  he  started  but  with  an 
increased  sensation  of  illness  upon  him ;  and 
even  when  the  inhabitants  of  the  cottage  rose, 
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they  came  not  near  him,  wishing  to  leave  him 
undisturbed  after  his  fatigue.  At  length,  on 
his  hearing  Rory's  voice,  he  exerted  his  so  as 
to  make  himself  heard ;  and  when  Rory  entered, 
he  perceived,  from  the  heavy  eye  and  altered 
countenance  of  the  stranger,  that  he  was  un«> 
well. 

^^  (rod  be  good  to  us !  what 's  the  ma^er 
virith  you,  sir  ?"  said  Rory.  ^ 

"  I  'm  ill,  very  ill,  O'More^**  said  the  stranger 
languidly. 

"  Well,  don't  disturb  yourself  sir,  and  you  H 
be  betther  by  and  by,  plaze  God  i*' 

^^  I  *m  afraid  I  've  caught  the  small-pox,^ 
said  the  stranger. 

^^  I  hope  not,  sir :  don't  be  thinkin'  o^  racb 
things.  Sure,  how  would  you  get  the  smaU* 
pox  ?" 

^^  From  a  beggar  in  the  crowd  ere  last  night, 
when  we  alighted  at  the  inn.  I  remember 
shuddering  at  the  mention  of  the  disease  when 
she  spoke  of  it ;  and  I  fear  I  am  infected  with 
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what  I  dread  more  than  anything  under  the 
sun."  * 

'^  I  bad  betther  bring  my  mother  to  you, 
sir,"  said  Rory,  **  for  she  is  very  knowledgeable 
in sickoesS)  and  undherstands  the aribi'  (herbs); 
aud  with  these  words  he  left  the  room,  leaving 
the  poor  sick  stranger  utterly  at  a  loss  to  know 
what  her  knowledge  of  the  Arabs^  as  he  took 
Rory's  word  to  be,  could  have  to  do  with  his 
iUness. 

When  Rory  returned  with  his  mother,  she 
asked  the  stranger  (for  so  we  shall  yet  conti- 
nue to  call  him)  how  he  felt.  He  told  in 
what  manner  he  was  suffering,  and  she  replied 
by  proposing  to  him  to  take  a  glass  of  whiskey. 
The  very  name  of  the  thing  produced  nausea 
to  the  sick  man,  who  refused  the  offer  with  a 
shudder. 

^*  See  how  you   thrimble^   sir!"    said   she. 

*  He  nrast  have  caught  the  disease  earlier,  as  the  infec- 
tion of  small-pox  does  not  exhibit  itself  so  sood.  But 
young  gentlemen  are  not  expected  to  be  too  learned  in 
such  matters. 
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^^  Indeed,  if  you  b'lieve  me,  a  good  big  dlirop 
o'  whiskey  is  the  best  thing  you  could  take," 

'^  Don't  mention  it,  I  beg  of  you,  I  fear  it 
is  the  small-pox  I  have  caught." 

"  Plaze  God,  I  hope  not !"  said  the  widpw ; 
^^  but  if  it  is,  not  a  finer  thing  in  the  .w0rld 
than  a  dhrop  o'  whiskey  to  dbrive  it  out  froni 
your  heart."  .    ,  , 

Thus  she  continued  to  urge  the  talking  of 
ardent  spirits,  which,  to  this  hour,  in  the .  cov^r. 
mencement  of  every  sickness  ^.mongst  tb^  Irish- 
peasantry,  is  considered  the  one  thing  ne§df^},| 
and  for  the  reason  the  widow  assigned  in  th|B 
case,  namely,  to  "  dhrive  it  out  from  the  beact/' 
The  heart  is  by  them  considered  the  vulner*- 
able  point  in  sickness  as  well  as  in  love ;  so 
much  so  indeed,  that  no  matter  what  disease 
they  labour  under,  it  is  always  called  an  "  im- 
pression on  the  heart."  So  well  understood 
does  this  seem  to  be  amongst  them,  that  even 
the  part  afiected  is  not  necessary  to  be  named, 
and  the  word  '  heart"*  is  omitted  altogether ;  and 
if  you  ask  ^'  What 's  the  matter  with  such-a- 
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one  ?^  the  answer  is  sure  to  be,  ^^  He 's  got  an 
impression.'' 

"  Mrs.  O'More,"  said  the  stranger,  **  I  am 
certain  it  is  the  small-pox ;  and  while  I  may  yet 
be  moved,  pray  let  me  be  conveyed  to  the 
neighboaring  town,  to  the  inn,  and  let  not  your 
house  be  visited  with  the  disease  and  the  con- 
tagion." 

''  Oh,  God  forbid  that  I'd  do  the  like,  sir,  and 
turn  the  sick  sthranger  outside  my  doors  whin 
it's  most  he  wanted  the  caring  for — and  in  an 
inn  too  !  Oh,  what  would  become  of  you  at 
all  in  sich  a  place,  where  I  wouldn't  have  a 
dck  dog^  much  less  a  gintleman,  behowldin' 
to !  Make  yourself  aisy,  sir ;  and  if  it 's  as 
bad  as  you  think,  we'll  take  care  o'  you,  niver 

fear." 
**  I  don't  fear,"  said  the  stranger,  affected  by 

the  widow's  kindness ;  ^^  but  it  is  not  right  that 

you  should  have  this  horrid  disease  tinder  your 

1^,  and  all  for  a  stranger.'^ 
^  Keep  your  mind  aisy,  dear,  do,^  said  the 

widow:  —  *^  sure  we're  all  poor  craythers,  God 
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help  us  !  —  and  if  we  did  not  help  one  another 
in  our  want  and  throuble^  it's  the  dark  and 
blake  world  it  would  be  ! — and  what  would  we 
be  Chrishthans  for  at  all,  if  we  hadn't  charity  in 
our  hearts  ?  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  for  sayin^ 
charity  to  a  gintleman  —  but  sure  it  ^s  not  cha- 
rity I  mane  at  all,  only  tindhemess  and  com- 
passion. And  as  for  the  sickness  being  undher 
our  roof,  my  childher,  Ood  be  praised  I  is  over 
the  small-pox — iv  it  be  it — and  had  it  light, — 
as  well  as  myself:  so  make  your  mind  aisy, 
dear,  and  dhrive  it  out  from  your  heart  with 
the  whiskey.  Well,  well !  don't  shake  your 
poor  head  that  way ;  I  wonH  ax  you  to  take  it 
till  you  like  it  yourself:  but  whin  there  is  an 
impression,  there  ''s  nothin'  like  dhrivin'  it  out. 
So  111  lave  you,  sir,  for  a  while— -and  see  if 
you  can  sleep ;  and  I  ''U  come  in  again  by  and 
by ;  and  if  you  want  anything  in  the  mane 
time,  you  can  jist  thump  on  the  flure  ¥dth  the 
chair — I  have  put  it  convaynient  to  your  hand : 
—  and  the  sooner  you  can  bring  yourself  to 
take  the  sper'ts,  the  betther.    Well,  well !  1 11 
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say  no  more  —  only  ft  ^s  the  finest  thing  in  the 
world,  with  a  clove  o'  garlic,  for  worms  or 
fayver,  to  throw  out  the  venom."  And  so, 
muttering  praises  on  her  favourite  panacea,  she 
left  the  room. 

The  illness  of  the  stranger  increased  during 
the  day,  and  in  the  evening  he  began  to  speak 
incoherently.    The  Widow  CMore  now  thought 
it  probably  was  the  small-pox  with  which  her 
guest  was  visited,  and  began  to  take  the  most 
approved   measures  that  were  in   those  days 
established    for  the  cure  of  that  terrible  dis- 
ease ;  —  that  is  to  say,  she  stopped  every  cre- 
Tice  of  the  room  whereby  air  could  be  admitted, 
opened    the   door  as   seldom  as  possible,  and 
heaped  all  the  clothes  she  could  on  the  patient, 
and  gave  him  hot  drinks  to  allay  the  raging 
Aiirst  that  consumed  him.     Not  content  wi^h 
heaping  bed-clothes  over  the  unhappy  sufferer, 
she  got  a  red  cloth  cloak  and  wrapped  it  tightly 
it)und  his  body ;  it  being  in  those  days  consider- 
d  that  a  wrapper  of  red  cloth  was  of  great 
virtue. 

VOL.  I,  G 
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Let  the  reader,  then,  imagine  the  wretched 
plight  the  poor  stranger  was  reduced  to,  and 
what  chance  of  recovery  he  had  from  such 
treatment.  The  fever  increased  fearfully,  and  he 
soon  became  quite  delirious.  Duriri]^  his  rav- 
ings he  imagined  the  bed  in  which  be  lay 
to  be  a  tent ;  for,  with  national  hospitality, 
he  had  been  placed  iti  the  best  bed  in  the 
house,  with  the  flaring  calico  curtains  before 
mentioned. 

"  Why  is  this  tent  square  ?  "  said  he. 

"  Whisht,  whisht,  dear,"  said  the  widoir 
soothingly. 

"  But  why  is  it  square  ?— And  look  here," 
said  he,  seizing  the  curtain, — "  why  is  ndt  this 
white  ?  why  is  my  tent  red  ? — or  is  it  the  blood 
of  the  enemy  upon  it  ?  " 

"  God  help  the  cray ther !"  said  the  widows 

Rory  now  entered  the  room ;  and  the  stranger 
started  up  in  the  bed  and  said,  ^*  Qui  vive  ?  ^ 

"  Sir  ?"  said  Rory,  rather  astonished  . 

"  Ah !  c'est  mon  caporal^^  pursued  the  sick 
man.  ^^  Caporal^  nous  avons  vaincu  les  Anglais! 
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-^oild  leur    sang;"  and   he   shook   the  cur- 
tains fiercely. 

^  Humour  him,  dear,"  said  the  widow  to 
Rory ;  ^  the  crayther's  ravin' :  purtend  you 
know  all  about  it — that's  the  best  way  to 
nother  him.*' 

^.Sore  I  dunna  what  he 's  sayin'— he 's  mut- 
therin'  ghibberish  there." 

**  Well,  do  you  mutther  ghibberish  too,"** 
said  the  widow,  and  left  the  room. 

<<  Rcpondez  vite^  cdporaW^  said  the  invalid. 

"  Hullabaloo  !  *"  shouted  Rory. 

"  Qu'est'Ce  que  c'est  ?  " 

**  Hullabaloo  I  "  cried  Rory  again. 

"  Vou8  ites  itranger^  said  the  poor  suf- 
ferer; **  tremblet !  esclave,  tremblez !  rendez^ 
tnms/"  and  he  jumped  up  in  bed — "  rendez  au 
irapeau  tricolor  /" 

**  A  dhrop  o'  what  ?  "  said  Rory. 

"  Vive  le  drapeau  tricolor  !  "  cried  de  Lacy. 
Rory  left  the  room,  and  told  his  mother  he 
Mieved  ^<  the  poor  gintleman  was  callin'  for 

a  dhrop  o'  something."     She  entered  with  more 
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hot  drink,  and  asked  the  sick  man  to  swallow  ; 
"  It  'ill  do  you  good,  dear,"  said  she. 

"  Is  there  anything  youM  like  betther,  sir  ?  " 
said  Rory ;  *'  and  if  it  ""s  to  be  had  I  '11  get  it 
for  you."  i 

The  stranger  seemed  to  be  recalled  from  hx& 
raving  a  moment  by  the  sounds  of  another  lan- 
guage upon  his  ears ;  and  looking  wildly  again 
at  Rory  and  his  mother,  and  the  bedf  he  saidf 
*'  This  is  not  my  tent — who  are  you  ? — wher(^ 
am  I  ? " — and  he  flung  the  bed-clothes  down 
from  him  ; — then  seeing  the  red  cloak  wrapped 
round  him,  he  said  fiercely,  ^'  Take  this  ac- 
cursed cloth  from  off  me, — I  ""m  no  slave  of  the 
English  tyrants ;— where 's  my  blue  uniform  ?  " 

*•  Lie  down,  dear,  lie  down,"  said  the 
widow. 

"  Never  !  "  said  the  sick  man, — "  we'll  never 
lie  down  under  tyranny  !  "  and  he  attempted  to 
jump  from  the  bed. 

"  Rory,  dear,  howld  him,"  said  the  widowj — 
^^  howld  him,  or  he  11  be  out ;  and  if  he  catches 
cowld,  he 's  lost." 
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Rory  tiow  by  force  held  down  the  sufferer, 
who  struggled  violently  for  a  while,  but,  be- 
coming exhausted,  sank  back  on  the  bed  and 
groaned  aloud,  ^'  Ah  !  I  see  what  my  fate  is, — 
Tm  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  the  accursed 
English ! " 

For  some  time  he  now  lay  quieter,  and  Mary 
was  left  to  watch  in  his  chamber  while  Rory 
was  absent  for  some  drugs  his  mother  sent  him 
for  to  the  neighbouring  village.     During  her 
sojourn   in   the   room,  Mary  often   heard  the 
stranger  lamenting  his  fate  in  a  plaintive  tone, 
and  calling  on  a  female  name  in  passionate  ac- 
cents.    In  this  state  for  some  days  the  patient 
continued ;  his  paroxysms  of  raving  being  but 
varieties  of  lamenting  his  fate  as  a  prisoner, 
calling  for  his  blue  uniform,  and  invoking  a 
female  name.      From  the  nature  of   all   this 
raving  Rory  and  Mary  drew  each  their  own 
conclusions*     Rory,  from  his  knowledge  of  the 
stranger^s  bearing  and  opinions  before  he  fell 
sick,  and  from  the  tone  of  his  subsequent  de- 
Krium,  suspected  he  was  an  officer  in  the  French 
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army;  and  Mary,  from  his  frequent  calfing 
on  a  female  name,  had  no  doubt  he  was  in 
love.  Now,  to  the  end  of  dme^  Mary  could 
never  have  guessed  at  the  stranger^s  professimi, 
nor  Rory  at  the  state  of  his  heart :  but  these 
are  the  delicate  shades  of  difference  that  exist 
between  the  mind  of  man  and  woman.  .  The 
sympathies  of  the  former  are  alive  to  turmoil 
and  strife;  those  of  the  latter,  to  the  gttitte 
workings  of  our  nature:  the  finer  feelingsr''6f 
a  woman  vibrate  with  magic  quickness  ito  dbe 
smallest  indications  of  affection;,  while: man, 
like  the  war-horse  of  the  Psalmist,  ^5  smelleth 
the  battle  afar  off."  , 

Both  Rory  and  Mary  were  right  in  their 
conclusions :  the  sick  stranger  was  an  officer  in 
the  French  service^  and  also  was  in  love. 

With  respect  to  the  love  affair,  the  tangled 
business  may  go  tangling  on,  as  the  more 
tangled  such  affairs  become  the  better ;  but  of 
the  strangei^s  name  and  purposes  it  is  time  the 
reader  should  be  informed. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

IM  WHiCK   ▲   «£NTLBIf  AV   WAXTE9   A    LBTIXB  AM  LONG    AS 

A  lady's. 

HoRASE  Db  Lacy  was  the  stranger's  name. 
Descended  from  the  noble  race  of  ]>e  Lacy, 
<me  of  the  original  conquerors  of  Ireland^  he 
inherited  all  the  fire  and  courage  of  his  ances- 
tors;  but  now,  the  descendant  of  the  enslaver 
became  the  champion  of  liberty,  and  panted  with 
as  burning  a  zeal  for  the  regeneration  of  his 
eountry  as  his  ancestors  had  done  for  her  sub- 
jugation, for  Ireland  was  now  his  native  land, 
and  the  remark  so  often  made  in  the  chronicles 
of  England,  that  the  descendants  of  English 
settlers  in  Ireland  became  more  fierce  in  their 
rebellion  than  the  natives  themselves,  was  about 
to  be  once  more  verified  in  the  person  of  Horace 
De  Lacy. 
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Though  an  Irishman  by  birth,  he  had  for 
some  years  been  resident  in  France.  There  he 
imbibed  all  the  fierce  enthusiasm  to  which  the 
epoch  of  the  French  revolution  gave  birth,  and 
the  aspirations  for  universal  liberty  which  fired 
his  young  heart  were  first  directed  to  his  na- 
tive land.  As  early  as  1794,  communications 
were  carried  forward  between  the  disaffected  m 
Ireland  and  the  French  executive ;  and  Doctor 
Jackson,  one  of  the  agents  at  that  period,  was 
discovered,  and  would  have  been  hanged,  but 
that  he  escaped  the  ignominious  death  by 
swallowing  poison  in  the  dock,  where  he  died 
in  the  face  of  his  accusers  and  his  judges.  The 
death  of  Jackson  produced  a  great  sensation  in 
Ireland.  It  made  the  rapacious  and  intolerant 
faction  that  then  ruled  the  country,  more  in- 
solent; and  those  who  cursed  their  rule  and 
endeavoured  to  overthrow  it,  more  cautious. 

The  result  was  fearful.  Wrong  was  heaped 
upon  wrong  by  the  oppressor;  —  suffered  in 
hopelessness,  but  remembered^  by  the  oppressed. 
Each  new  aggression  on  the  one  side  produced 
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a  debt  of  hatred  on  the  other,  and  the  account 
was  carried  on  with  compound  interest. 

In  1797)  another  communication  was  opened 
between  the  disaffected  in  Ireland  and  the  exe- 
cutive of  the  French  government,  and  De  Lacy 
was  one  of  the  agents.  He  was  an  officer  in  the 
French  army,  and  volunteered  to  undertake  the 
dangerous  duty  of  visiting  Ireland  and  Eng- 
land, with  a  view  of  ascertaining  the  probable 
likelihood  of  success  in  a  revolutionary  move- 
ment in  the  one  country,  and  the  state  of  feel- 
ing as  regarded  a  desire  of  revolution  in  the 
other. 

In  France,  at  that  period,  it  is  singular  the 
total  ignorance  that  existed  with  relation  to  the 
state  of  the  united  dominions  of  Great  Britain. 
Repeatedly  as  they  had  been  assured  of  the  cer- 
tainty of  co-operation  in  a  descent  upon  Ire- 
land, and  the  futility  of  any  such  attempt  upon 
England,  nevertheless  the  absurd  scheme  was 
^tertained  of  letting  loose  some  French  des- 
peradoes in  England,  and  carrying  on  a  system 

rf  Chotiannerie  in  that  country. 
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The  most  active  and  inteUigent  of  the  Irish 
emissaries,  Theobald  Wolfe  Tone,  then  resident 
at  Paris,  had  repeatedly  assured  the  French 
executive  that  such  a  plan  was  worse -than 
hopeless,  but  still  they  were  not  conTincedi  tald 
General  Clarke,  then  minister  of  war,  because 
he  bore  an  Irish  name,  and  was  of  Irish  destait, 
thinking  he  must  know  something  of  the  mat- 
ter, though  he  never  had  set  foot  in  the  coun- 
try, helped  to  strengthen  them  in  this  bdief, 
and  notwithstanding  all  the  assurances  and 
arguments  of  Tone,  Clarke  would  not  be  satis- 
fied of  the  truth  of  such  statements  without 
having  an  emissary  of  his  own  to  visit  the 
country  and  report  upon  it. 

De  Lacy  was  the  person  who  volunteered 
this  service ;  and,  crossing  the  Channel  in  the 
boat  of  a  smuggler,  who  knew  the  coast  well, 
and  was  in  constant  habit  of  communication 
with  both  England  and  Ireland,— but  particn- 
larly  the  latter,— he  had  been  for  some  time  in 
London  and  through  the  English  provinces 
before  he  visited  Ireland.    There  he  had  but 
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<xatlj  arrived  wheal  B4arj  Q*More  met  him  as 
« tntTelling  oompanion ;  and  of  the  events  of  his 
journey  mnoe^  the  reader  b  in  possession. 

M^hat  impressions  his  observations  in  Eng- 
faindi  produced  may  be  seen  by  the  following 
lettov  which  was  forwarded  to  France  by  a 
odior  on  boafdia  vessel  which  traded  between 
Bnhlin  and  France,  under  Swedish  colours, 
and  uiider  the  particular  patronage  of  Lord 
«— ^  then  high  ib  the  government  of  Ireland, 
and  the  most  vindictive  enemy  of  the  liberal 
party. 

It  may  be  asked,  why  did  Lord  — -—  permit, 
much  less  patronise,  this  proceeding  ?  It  was 
because  the  vessel  was  chartered  by  a  certain 
nerchant  to  whom  he  was  indebted  in  large 
loans  of  money;  and  the  accommodation  thus 
iffi>rded  was  partly  paid  by  the  exclusive  per- 
Biission  of  trading  with  France  thus  granted 

by  Lord ,  whose  influence  in  Ireland  was 

than  so  paramount,  that  a  word  from  him  was 
sufficient  to  guarantee  the  safety  of  his  friend'^s 
dup,  by  the  willing  blindness  of  the  commission- 
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ers  of  customs,  who  always  treated  this  make* 
betieve  Swedish  vessel  with  the  most  exem- 
plary indulgence.  Certain  intelligence  fixNOd 
France,  too,  was  procured  in  this  way :  but 
while  the  noble  lord  and  his  party  thoiE^  ob>> 
tained  information,  they  little  dreamed  that  the 
same  channel  was  used  for  the-^^^Eransmissioii  of 
intelligence  between  their  enemies. 

In  the  packet  of  information  that  follows^ 
the  reader  must  not  be  startled  at  its  high* 
sounding  style:  the  tone  of  the  period  wi»9 
extravagant,  particularly  in  France;  and  De 
Lacy  was  at  that  age  and  of  that  profesdon 
which  delights  in  flourishes,  whether  of  trum- 
pets or  words.  The  packet  was  addressed  to 
a  certain  "  Citizen  Madgett"  at  Paris,  well 
known  in  those  days  to  the  Irish  republican 
party,  and  to  whom  General  Clarke  had  desired 
De  Lacy^s  communications  to  be  made.  Its 
contents  ran  thus : 

^*  You  know  with  what  feelings  I  left  France. 
I  rejoiced  there^  in  common  with  my  fellows. 
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in  the  triamf^  that  right  bad  achieved  over 
wrong ;  in  the  majesty  of  human  nature  oyer- 
ooming  the  kings  that  would  have  enslaved 
her;  in  the  brilfiant  era  of  retribution  and 
resuscitation  that  more  than  redeemed  the  ty- 
ranny and  sujGPering  that  gave  it  birth*  You 
know  faow  I  hoped,  in  the  warmth  of  my  head 
and  heart,  that  the  rest  of  mankind  should 
share  in  the  blessings  we  had  so  dearly  pur- 
chased with  our  bloody  and  that  man,  freed 
from  the  thraldom  of  ages,  should  form  but 
one  family;  that  the  prejudices  and  distinc- 
tions of  countries  should  be  forgotten,  and  re- 
generated mankind,  as  one  nation,  kneel  Peru- 
vian-like, to  the  newly-risen  sun  of  their  free- 
donu 

*'  But  this  glorious  dream  has  been  disturbed 
since  I  left  you.  I  visited  England  with  the 
view  of  kindling  on  a  thousand  altars  the  fire 
of  liberty  that  I  bore  with  me  from  liberty's 
own  temple:  but  the  moral  as  well  as  the 
lUiUiral  atmosphere  of  England  is  damp  and 
duUy  compared  with  the  country  of  the  vine. 
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and  I  found  myself  a  disappointed  enthuaast, 
with  few  or  none  to  share  in  my  raptures. 
My  hymn  of  liberty  was  not  half  so  cheer^ 
ing  to  me  as  the  dank  of  John  BulFs  chduis 
to  his  own  ears;  (and  long  enough  tbe^ are ;) 
and  a  priest  of  liberty,  like  any  otho*  pri^, 
cuts  a  very  contemptible  figure  without  a  con- 
gregation. 

^^  So,  after  some  little  time,  seeing  the  alate-iif 
affairs  stand  thus,  I  began  to  look  about  menFith 
more  observation.  *  Perhaps,^  said  I  to  mysdf, 
^  John  Bull  is  like  his  own  flints-stones,  -  with 
fire  enough  in  him,  only  you  must  strike  him 
hard  i*  and  so  I  laid  myself  out  for  observar 
tion,  and  was  on  the  alert  for  every  grievance. 

^^  I  was  baffled  in  making  any  great  advances 
towards  my  object,  and  after  some  time  fruit- 
lessly spent,  it  struck  me  that  the  capital 
city  of  a  kingdom  is  not  the  place  to  judge 
of  the  real  state  of  a  country,  or  measuri^ 
the  feelings  of  the  people.  *Here,'  said  I, 
^in  London,  where  peers  have  their  palaces, 
and  merchants  their  mansions ;  where  wasteful 
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wealth  and  lavish  luxury  deprave  the  whole 
commiinity^  and  blhiding  the  citizen  to  the 
reai  state  of  things,  make  him  believe,  because 
he  is  a  sharer  in  the  plunder  they  are  wast- 
ing, that  he  is  a  gainer  by  their  extravagance  ; 
—here  is  not  the  place  to  hope  for  the  altar  of 
freedom  and  the  tights  of  regenerated  man 
to  be  respected.  The  Londoner  will  endure 
the  abuses  of  his  time  because  he  enjoys  from 
them  a  temporary  benefit,  and  even  upholds 
the  very  tyranny  of  which  he  himself  will  be 
the  last  to  suffer.  But  to  be  the  last  in  suffer- 
ing is  considered  a  wondrous  gain  in  our  con- 
temptible natures.  How  like  men  are  to  children 
in  such  matters !  I  remember,  at  school,  how 
the  timid  boys  hung  back  from  a  cup  of  me- 
dicine, or  the  cold-bath,  or  punishment,  and 
the.  wretch  who  was  last  drenched  with 
rhubarb,  shoved  into  the  river,  or  flogged, 
thought  himself  a  clever  fellow,  and  enjoyed 
a  sort  of  per  centage  on  the  suffering  that  had 
gone  before  him.  So  is  it,'  thought  I,  *  with 
the  Londoner :  but  t  will  go  into  the  country. 
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and  ther^  in  the  interior  of  En^and,  observe 
the  canker  that  is  at  her  heart ;  and  whSi^  t 
observe  the  disease  I  will  inculcate  the  re* 
medy.*  -•  .   :  s 

^^  With  this  view,  I  quitted  the  capital  and  . 
visited  a  village.      The  lord  of  the  soil  (one  . 
of  the  magnificent  English  baronets)  1  kte^ 
was  in  the  capital  at  the  time,  and  from  bi«L  ■. 
neglected  and  forsaken  tenantry  I  might  hope^.< 
to  hear  the  murmurs  of  dissatisfac^on   and : 
the    desire  of    redress.      But   in   this   I   wa»r: 
disappointed.     I    wished    to   see  what  extent 
of  domain  the  aristocrat  appropriated   to  his^ 
own  enjoyment  (when  he  was  at  home)^  and 
walked  towards  Uhe  Honor,'*  as  it  is  called^ 
in  expectation  of  seeing  the  shutters  closed^ 
and   grass  growing  through  the  avenues.      I 
leaped  a  fence,  and  proceeded  through  a  richr 
field  and  a  piece  of  beautiful  plantation,  until 
I  was  accosted  by  a  well-dressed  peasant,  who 
asked  me,  somewhat   sturdily,   what  brought 
me  there.     I  told  him  I   was  going  to  look 
over  the  grounds  and  see  the  house.    He  asked 


me^  had  I  got  I^ve,  and  how  did  I  get  in?  ' 
On  telling  htm  how,  he  said  that  crossing  the 
fence  was   not  permitted,   and   (Suggested  my 
going  back.     I  said,  if  the  family  were  at  home, 
I  would  Hot  have  taken  the  liberty  to  intrude ; 
but  in  their  absence  there  could  be  no  offence. 
'Sir  Itichardis  quite  as  particular  when  he  is 
aiWiy,' Wa»  the  answer.     *  Is  he  so  very  churl- 
isbj^  said  I5  ^as  to  object  to  a  gentleman  cross- 
ing  his   domain  when  he  is  away,  and  when 
his  privacy  cannot  be  invaded  ?'    '  Oh,  whether 
he  *8  here  or  not,  is  no  odds/  replied  the  man ; 
'for  strang^TB  running  in  and  out  of  the  park 
would  spoil  it  just  as  much,  whether  Sir  Rich- 
ard be  here  or  no.'     *Then  he  keeps  up  his 
park  at  all  times  ?'  said  I.     ^  To  be  sure^  sir, 
he  do,'  said  the  man,  looking  at  me  as  if  he 
did  not  know  whether  I  was  a  rogue  or  a 
simpleton.     ^  And  may  I  not  be  permitted  to 
walk  through  the  park?*     *Why,  sir,  if  you 
get  leave  of  Mr.  Lowndes,  or  Mr.  Banks,  or 
the  steward,  or  the  agent,  or — *     And  on  he 
^ent,   telling   me    how    many  people    could 
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give    me    leave,   till   I  .iDterrupted  him    by 
^yiQgi  ^  Why,  you  have   a   large  estaUish^ 
ment  here.'     ^  Oh  yes,  sir,'  said  be;  ^it^sall 
the  same,  like,  whether  Sir  Richard  be  here 
or   no— except  that  there's  not  the  ccwqpaay 
at  the  house.'     ^And  who  may  youi  be??  I 
inquired.     *  One  of  the  keepers,  sir.'  -  ^■.  WeU^' 
said  I,  ^  as  I  have  not  time  to  ask  any.  of'  the 
people  you  have  named,  perhaps  you  wpi^d 
be  so  obliging,'  — and  all  the  time  I  l^pt'.a 
telegraphic  fumbling  of  my  right  hand  iaiay 
waistcoat  pocket, — ^  you  would  be  so  obli|^Q|; 
as«to  show  me  up  to  the  house,'  and  aa.  .1 
finished  my  query,  I  slided  a  half-crown  back- 
wards  and  forwards  between  my  fore-finger  and 
thumb.     ^  Why,   sir,'  said  the  keeper,  <  as  i 
sees  you  're  a  gen'lman,' — and  he  looked,  not  «t 
me,  but  at  the  half-crown, — ^  I  cawn't  see  no 
objections;'  and  a  transfer  of  my  money  apd 
his  civility  at  once  was  effected. 

*^  My  guide  led  me  through  a  splendid  park 
towards  the  house :  no  grass  growing  through 
the  walks,  as  I  anticipated, — but  beautifully 
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kept,  as  if  the  lord  of  the  s(»l  were  present.  We 
reached  the  house:  no  closed  shutten^ — but 
half-open  windows,  and  the.  curtains  from  with- 
in, caught  by  the  breeze,  peeping  out  to  visit 
the  roses  that  were  peeping  in  to  meet  them — 
a  sort  of  flirtation  betwe«:i  the  elegancies  of  the 
mtei^r  and  exterior, 

'^  On  entering  the  house,  I  found  myself  in  a 
square  hall,  lined  throughout  with  oak.  The 
eeOlBg  was  low  and  divided  by  richly-carved 
octa^nal  framework  into  compartments;  the 
poUshed  floor  was  also  inlaid  after  the  same 
pattern,  and  the  wainscot  elaborately  panelled 
md  covered  with  curious  carving.  Old  suitB 
of  armour,  cross-bows,  bills,  partisans,  two- 
handed  swords,  and  other  weapons,  were  dis- 
tributed around  the  apartment ;  and  an  enorm- 
ous blood-hound  lay  stretched  upon  the  floor, 
basking  in  the  sun,  and  seemed  a  suitable 
tenant  of  this  domestic  armoury*  I  strolled 
through  room  after  room,  and  an  air  of  b&bitual 
wealth  prevailed  throughout. 

**  There  was  an  old  library,  with  pieces  of  buhl 
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furniture)  and  old  ebony  seats  and  chairs,  with 
large  down  cushions,  where  one  might  luxuriate 
in  learning.  And  this  delightful  old  room  look- 
ed  out  on  an  antique-looking  garden,  whose 
closely-cut  grass-plots  were  like  velvet,  and" 
divided  by  high  hedge-rows  of  yew,  cropt  as 
smooth  as  a  wall.  Then  a  large  cedar  spread 
his  dusky  branches  so  close  to  the  windows  as 
to  exclude  some  portion  of  the  light,  and  pro- 
duce that  demi-jour  so  suitable  to  a  place  of 
study.  There  were  pictures  throughout  the 
house,  principally  portraits,  of  which  the  Eng- 
lish are  so  fond — some  of  them  very  good,  suf- 
ficiently so  to  be  valuable  as  works  of  art. 
Holbein  and  Vandyke  had  immortalised  some 
of  the  former  owners  of  the  Honor ;  and  there 
they  bung  in  goodly  succession,  holding  a  place 
on  the  walls  of  the  chateau  they  had  successively 
been  masters  of.  The  seal  of  Time  was  on  all 
this  evidence ;  —  here  from  sire  to  son  had 
plenty  been  transmitted,  and  wealth  and  com- 
fort were  hereditary.  There  was,  withal,  such 
an  air  of  peace  and  tranquillity  about  the  old 
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place,  that  it  was  quite  soothing:  you  could 
hear  through  the  open  casemeDts  the  rustling 
of  the  flowers  in  the  garden,  as  the  warm  breeze 
whispered  through  them  and  wafted  their  fra- 
grance into  the  library.  Could  one  at  such  a 
moment  think  hopefully  of  revolution  ?-— where 
so  much  comfort  existed,  there  also  would 
exist  the  love  of  repose.  I  confess  I  was  over- 
come by  the  influence  of  all  I  had  seen,  and 
convinced  that  Tone  is  quite  right.  On  quitting 
the  Honor,  however,  I  considered  that  though 
the  aristocracy  might  revel  in  such  enjoy- 
ments as  these,  the  great  mass  of  the  people 
would  be  willing  to  invade  a  repose  that  was 
purchased  at  the  price  of  their  labour  and 
taxation,  and  a  system  where  the  many  were 
sacrificed  to  the  few.  ^  It  is  not  in  AUenby 
Honor  I  must  look,'  thought  I,  ^  but  in  the 
village.' 

^<  Here,  after  days  of  observation,  I  confess 
I  think  the  hope  of  revolutionising  England 
quite  absurd.  The  comforts  of  the  people  are 
generally  such,  that  men  with  less  caution  than 
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the  English  would  not  risk  the  loss  of  them  in 
the  hope  of  specuktive  blessings.  Their  bouses 
are  well  built,  and  so  beautifully  clean  ! — but 
not  merely  clean — a  love  of  embelluhment  is  to 
be  seen:  trailing  plants  perhaps  festoon  their 
windows  round  a  bit  of  trellis,  a  white  cur^ 
tain  peeping  from  within ;  there  is  a  neat  palings 
round  the  house,  and  flowers  within  this  fence; 
— the  cultivation  of  flowers  in  the  little  gardens 
ofthe  lower  order  sbespeaks  a  country  in  cefSh 
tentment.  Then  the  better  class  of  dwelling, 
with  its  paved  walk  leading  up  from  the  outer 
gate  through  evergreens,  and  its  I^ght  brass 
knocker  and  bell-pull,  and  white  steps,  that 
seem  as  if  they  had  been  washed  the  minute  be- 
fore ;  the  windows  so  clean,  with  their  Venetian 
blinds  inside  and  fresh  paint  without ; — in  short, 
I  could  not  enumerate  a  twentieth  part  of  these 
trifling  evidences  that  go  to  prove  the  ease  and 
prosperity  of  these  people. 

^^  Their  domestic  arrangements  keep  pace 
with  this  outward  show.  They  are  universally 
well  found  in  the  essential  comforts  of  life ; — 
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tbej  have  good  beds,  are  well  clothed  and  well 
hd.  I  saw  an  old  fellow  yesterday  evening 
driTing  his  water-cart  to  the  river,  and  he  was 
u  fiit  and  rosy  as  an  alderman :  the  cart  and 
the  water-barrel,  upon  it  wore  nicely  painted, 
and  as  the  little  donkey  drew  it  along,  the  old 
illUow  trudged  beside  it,  comforting  himself 
with  the  support  of  a  stick.  Fancy  a  peasant 
with  a  walking-stick  ! — do  you  think  that  fellow 
wcKild  turn  rebel  ? — never  ! 
^^  On  ft  little  green  beside  the  village,  some 
boys  were  playing  at  cricket:  they  had  their 
bats  and  ball— -poverty  cannot  be  here  when 
peasants  can  buy  the  materials  of  play  for  their 
children.  Then  the  children  seemed  so  care- 
ful !— the  coats  and  hats  they  had  taken  off 
daring  their  exerdse  were  piled  in  a  heap  at  a 
distance,  and  when  their  game  was  finished, 
they  dressed  themselves  with  such  regularity  !  — 
and  with  what  good  clothes  they  were  pro- 
vided ! 

"  This  18  "not  the  country   for   revolution  i 
— such  is  my  firm  conviction.     There  are  some 
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Id  England  who  hail  with  rapture  the  dawn  of 
liberty,  and  wish  that  its  splendour  may  ligbtw 
all  nations  ;  but  that  number  is  comparstiVcty 
small,  and  I  cannot  wonder  at  it,  after  iili  'I 
have  seen.  Believe  me,  there  are  few  meil  itt 
England  like  Horne  Tooke. — ^By  the  by^  I  m&at 
tell  you  a  capital  thing  he  said  the  other  dtf* 
The  conversation  ran  upon  definitions,  and 
some  one  said  it  would  be  very  hard  to  defiiM 
what  was  treason.  *  Not  at  all,^  said  Home 
Tooke :  ^  it  is  nothing  but  reason  with  a  /  to 
it.'— Wasn't  it  capital  ? 

"  To  conclude,  —  Tone  is  right.  I  repeat 
it,  no  hopes  can  be  entertained  of  revolution-* 
ising  England. 

*'  I  go  to  Ireland  next  week ;  and  from  all  I 
can  learn  here,  matters  promise  better  for'  us 
there.  I  carry  this  letter  with  me  to  Dublin, 
whence  I  shall  transmit  it  to  you  by  our  Swedish 
friend.  You  shall  hear  from  me  again,  imme- 
diately that  I  have  made  my  observations. 

«  H.  D.  L." 
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HoWy  hating  the  flourishes  about  freedom  and 
ngtoaemttsd  mankind,  theite  is  much  good  sense 
md  tbnewd  observation  in  this  letter.    It  will  be 
petDeived^  that  however  great  his  revolutionary 
CIlthiflBasm^  it  did  not  carry  him  away  into  the 
ibttf.  of  believing  in  imposdbilities :   he  saw, 
and  said,  that  England  could  not  be  revolu- 
tkmised,  for  her  people  enjoyed  too  many  com- 
iorts  to  throw  them  away  in  a  civil  war.     This 
temperate  tone  is  noticed  to  the  reader,  to  show 
diat  De  Lacy  was  a  trusty  agent  in  the  cause 
he  undertook ;  that,  uninfluenced  by  his  pre- 
conceived notions,  and  in  the  very  teeth  of  his 
widies,  he  saw  England  was  beyond  the  reach 
of  revolutionary  influence,  and  pointed  out  the 
reasons  why.     Let  the  reader  mark  the  calm 
and  judicious  observation  of  the  man,  for  in 
doe  time  another  letter  of  his  will   appear, 
describing  the  state  of  Ireland;  and  the  in- 
ftuenoe  of  that  letter  will  be  the-  greater  by 
remembering  the  foregoing  one,  and  bearing  in 
mind  that  the  same  man,  exercising  the  same 
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observation,  and  with  the  same  desire  to  ascer- 
tain the  real  probability  of  success  in  a  revo- 
lutionary movement,  is  the  writer.  The  wishes 
and  hopes  of  the  republican  were  utterly  ovor* 
thrown  by  the  security  and  prosperity  of  Eng- 
land, but  he  found  in  the  nosery  and  misrule 
of  Ireland  the  ready  materials  for  a  country^s 
convulsion. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


A    MAN   OF   LAW  AND  PHYSIC. 

''  He  was  a  man  to  all  the  country  dear  /^ 

De  Lacy'^s  fever  contioued  to  rage  and  his 

raving  to  proceed  in  their  usual  course.     Two 

things  were  in  his  favour :  his  fury  at  the  red 

cJoth  obliged  the  Widow  O'More  to  give  up 

that  hope  of  recovering  her  patient ;  and  all 

lier  ingenuity  could  not  induce  him  to  take 

whiskey,  even  in  the  most  dfluted  form.   Some- 

times,  when  the  poor  sufferer  had  been  ealling 

for  drink  for  some  time^  the  cunning  prescriber 

would  enter  with  a  vessel  of  liquid  containing 

a  portion  of  the  favourite  medicine,  and  hoping 

that  the  anxiety  for  any  alleviation  of  tbvsl 

would  make  him  swallow  it  without  czatnina- 

H  2 
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tion,  she  would  say  —  **  Now,  dear,  here'  'tis 
for  you.     Dbriok  it  up  at  once, — dhrink  it  up 

bigr 

Poor  De  Lacy  would  seize  the  vessel  with  avi- 
dity, and  make  a  rush  with  open  mouth  upon 
it ;  but  the  moment  the  presence  of  whiskey 
was  apparent,  he  would  refuse  it.  In  mere 
charity,  at  last,  though  without  any  hope  ofi 
doing  him  good,  the  widow  made  him  sone* 
plain  two-milk  whey,  and  this  he  swallowed 
with  that  fierce  desire  for  drink  that  the  tfafrfit 
of  fever  or  the  Desert  only  knows. 

Rory  procured  the  drugs  his  mother  or^ 
dered  at  the  vfllage,  and  brought  thefis 
back  to  her  with  all  the  speed  that  might  beJ 
What  they  were  it  is  needless  to  know«- and 
perhaps  the  Faculty  might  or  might  not  be 
benefited  by  the  knowledge ;  but  as  vaccination 
has  triumphed  over  the  terrible  plague  that 
then  scourged  mankind,  it  is  unnecessary  to 
seek  what  were  the  nostrums  the  widow  emt- 
ployed  in  her  medical  capacity. 

<<  Who  do  you  think  did  I  meet  at  M^Gar.* 
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ry*s  to-day,  whin  I  wint  there  for  the  physic  ?** 
said  Rory  on  his  return. 
^^  Arrah,  who  thin  ?"  said,  his  mother. 
"  Sweeny  !** 
*«  la  it  Sweeny  ?" 
''  Mvil  a  less  r 

*^  I  wondher  he  isn't  ashamed  to  go  to  the 
{dace,  the  dirty  scut !     His  father  was  a  'pot- 
tdcer ry,  and  he  must  turn  attumey ;  and  instead 
offoUyin'  his  dacent  father's  business  before 
him,  and  attindin''  to  the  'pottekerryin\  it's 
the  ^tumeyin^  he  must  be  afther  —  bad  luck  to 
him  !  — and  instead  of  doin^  people  good,  and 
eurin''  them  oi  anything  might  come  over  thim, 
he's   doin^  thim  all  the   harm  he  can,    and 
hying  them  without  anything  over  them, — 
not  as  much  as  a  blanket,  much  less  a  house. 
His  father  used  to  cure  Auctions,*  but  he  ^s 
mv!"  them ;  and,  as  I  said  before,  I  .wondher 
he'^s  not  ashamed  to  go  into  the  owld  shop,  for 
it  ought  to  remind  him  that  he  might  be  a 
dacent  ^pottekerry,  instead  of  SLskrewging '"iur^ 

*'  Ructiozi  tigidfies,  ar  breaking  out>  a  disturbance. 
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tiey,  as  be  is :  and  more  betoken,  the  dirty  little 
Hurney  to  set  up  to  be  a  gintleman,  and  tot  that 
same  to  change  his  blessed  and  holy  ireligion, 
and  turn  prod'stant !  Oh,  the  little  vagfilK»ie  l*^ 
Now  it-  will  be  seen  the  widow  wound  up 
her  philippic  against  Sweeny  by  pladng  the 
heaviest  ofience  the  last ; — ^^  He  turned  prod'- 
stant;''-— this  was  the  great  wxxmi  in.  tfee 
widow's  eyes,  and  indeed  in  thoiMi  o£  most  of 
the  people  of  her  class.  Sweeny  might:. hate 
robbed  all  Ireland,  and  suffered  less  in  tb^r 
opinion  than  by  the  fact  of  bis  going  to  cburcb. 
Poor  Ireland  !  -*-  the  great  question  of  a  mM^s 
vice  or  virtue,  fitness  or  unfitness,  talent  or 
stupidity,  wisdom  or  folly,  treason  or  loyal* 
ty,  was  answered  in  those  days  by  the  &ct.of 
whether  he  went  to  a  protestant  church  or  a 
catholic  chapel.  The  two  sects  disliked  ea^b 
other  equally ;  but  the  protestant  bom  and 
bred  was  not  half  so  much  loathed  as  the 
apostate  who  renounced  the  faith  of  his  fathers 
for  ^^  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt  ;'^  and  the  Roman 
catholics  were  the  more  jealous  of  this  defec- 
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don,  became  they  never  bad  any  oooTerts  from 
the  pniteitanU  in  return,  and  for  the  best 
reason  in  the  irorid, —  there  was  moihiag  to  be 
made  bj^  it. 

Now  it  was  by  a  process  of  consecutive  rea- 
aoning  that  Sweeny  had  renounced  physic  and 
popery,  and  assumed  the  attorney  and  aaoend* 
elM^*  He  gave  up  the  healing  art  because  he 
saw  hia  fiuher  could  make  nothing  of  it.  How 
ocmld  heP  When  a  population  is  so  poor  as  not 
to  be  able  to  affiird  the  necessaries  of  life,  they 
cinnot  be  expected  to  command  the  remedies 
against  death :  if  they  cannot  buy  bread,  they 
will  hardly  buy  physic  So  Sweeny  the  younger 
tomed  his  attention  towards  the  law,  which  is 
an  amuaement  that  those  who  have  something 
to  lose  deal  in,  and  therefore  belongs  more  to 
the  richer  classes, — or,  as  they  call  themselves, 
the  better  classes. 

Now  as  these  better  (alias  richer)  classes  in 
Irdand  were  on  the  side  of  the  proCestants, 
Sweeny  thought  that  oonfiMrming  to  the  church 
ai  by  law  established  would  be  a  move  in  his 
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{fLvaaTf  and  aooordin^y  he  (to  use  the  words  of 
a  paragraph  in  one  of  the  goTemment  papers  of 
the  day)  ^  renounced  the  errors  of  the:<3iurch 
of  Rome,  and  embraced  those  of  the  diUn^fif 
Enghuid.^  ;'.f  — 

He  had  lived  long  enough  with  his  &ther;lo 
pick  up  a  few  words  of  apothecary  Latins. iaad 
these  he  mixed  with  a  vile  }ai|;cHi  of  Jiis  owfy 
which  he  imposed  on  people  for  medital.  know- 
ledge ;  and  although  as  ignorant  as  iihorBe:>in 
every  way,  he  had  the  impudence  to  enact. ihe 
amateur  doctor,  and  gave  advice  gratis  in  phy- 
sic to  bis  clients  in  law.  This  dabbling  m 
doctoring  permitted  him  to  indulge  in  a  ruling 
propensity  of  his  nature,  which  was,  curiosity : 
while  he  played  the  doctor,  he  ooidd  ]^y  the 
inquisitor ;  and  by  his  joint  possession  of  culi"» 
ning  and  impudence,  it  is  surprising  how  he 
used  to  ferret  out  intelligence.  He  seldom  ven^ 
tured  on  giving  prescriptions  of  his  own,  and  to 
avoid  this,  he  always  recommended  some  patent 
medicine,  a  supply  of  which  he  kept  by  him  to 
furnish  to  his  friends,  and   be  charged  them 
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a. handsome  profit  on  tbe  mine.      He  would 

.^  My  dear  ma'am,  dan*t  be  going  to  that 
dmdfttl  M*6atTjt  You'll  ruin  your  health 
—  your  precious  health!  you  canH  depend 
Jipoo' iida  drugs  at  all:  he  hasn't  them  pure 
i>M)hoir  eould  he,  poor  creature  !  I  would  give 
ymi  a;  redpe  if  kis  drugs  could  be  depended 
apOD ;  -bat  they  positiyely  cannot.  Suppose 
mxm\:tay  dear/  mafam,  -*-  suppose  your  little 

>necre8.got  out  of  order,  and  I  wished  to  give 

jou  something  of  an  alluviating  nature,  I  might 

wish -to  exhibit  a  small  dose  of  hippopotamus^ 

jmd  moat  likdy  he,  not  having  the  article  in  his 

camuci^piaj  might  give  you  vox  populi.    Now 

oily  fimcy  your  swallowing  vox  popuK  instead 

ii  hifpopotamm!    There  ^s  no  knowing  what 

the  consequence  might  be ;  perhaps  utter  pros- 

titution  «^  prostitution  of  strength  I  mean :  — 

KRily  fancy  !    I  tell  you,  MH^^arry  is  dangerous ; 

bssklesy  MHj^arry  keeps  the  Post-office,  —  and 

how  can  aman  mind  the  post  and  Ins  profea- 

aoa  ?««^€ry aa  the  Squire  most  fassyetiously  said 

h5 
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the  other  day, '  How  can  be  be  at  his  two  posts 
at  once?'  Ha,  ha!  Very  good  —  wasn't  it? 
Capitali  /think,-*— But,  to  be  scariousi,  MH>anry^s 
dangerous:  he  ^d  better  throw  bb  phjsie  to 
the  dogs,  as  the  Bar4  of  Devon  saym  for  'tis  fit 
for  no  one  else.  You  had  better  let  me  send 
you  a  little  box  of  pills,  and  a.  bottle  of  thet 
thing  I  sent  you  before ;  they  axe  patmt  medi- 
cines, and  must  be  good.  .  You  liked  the  laat-^ 
didn't  you  ?  Tastes  rather  strot^^  you  say ;  m 
much  the  better-^  make  you  strong:  yery  nice 
though.  It  is  an  expenwoe  medicine,  rather ; 
but  what  o^  that  in  comparison  to  your  precious 
health  ?  Better  than  being  poisoned  with  vox 
popuUr 

Thus  would  this  impudent  and  ignorant  va** 
gabond  talk  his  vile  rubbish,  to  the  fools  who 
would  let  him  send  them  his  patent  medicine% 
and  charge  them  in  his  bUl. 

When  Sweeny  saw  Rory  O'More  getting 
drugs  at  M'Garry's,  he  asked  him  who  was 
ill.  Rory,  not  likiug  him,  and  aware  of  his 
prying  nature,  wished  tot  reasons  of  his  own 
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that  be  should  not  know  for  whom  they  were 
iotended,  aa  he  thought  it  pomble  the  animal 
might  pay  a  Tint  to  the  cottage  on  the  plea 
of  giTiag  adTice,  and  see  the  stranger,  and, 
what  would  be  worse,  hear  him  raving  too; 
and  R4nry's  surmises  as  to  the  profession  of 
Us  guest  made  him  anxious  that  this  should 
not  be.  He  accordingly  evaded  all  the  questions 
of  the  medical  attorney  as  well  as  he  could, 
sad  left  him  without  giving  him  any  infomuu 
tioD  on  the  subject.    But  this  was  quite. enough 
to  excite  Sweeny's  suspicion,  and  set  his  curio* 
aty  craving;   and  so   he  rode   out  the  next 
day  to  pay  Rory's  home  a  visit,  and  ferret  out 
the  mystery.     On  arriving  at  the  house,  he 
hung  his  horse's  bridle-reins  over  a  hook  near 
the  door,  and  bolted  into  the  cottage  at  once. 
Rory,  his  mother,  and  sister,  were  all  there ; 
therefore,  it  was  a  plain  case  that  none  of  the 
fiunily  were  ill. 

**  Good  morrow,  widow !"  said  Sweeny  in 
his  politest  manner  —  *^glad  to  see  you  well, 
ma'am,  —  and  you,  Mary  (yMore  <—-  well  and 
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iMflty;— aU  wril,  I  ice— glad  of  it.  I  Mft 
afraid  some  one  was  sick— saw  Rory  getting 
drags  yesterday — just  dropt  in  as  I  was  cxxn- 
ing  by,  to  see  oould  I  oBei  any  advice  i  wbftVi^ 
»ck?*  j,,.-^ 

^ Thank  you,  Mr.  Sweeny,  I'm  oUeeg^^ 
said  the  widow  coldly;  ^I  jist  wanted c^a 
thrifle  o'  physic,  and  so  IRarj  wint  for  it/*  .and 
she  bustled  about,  evidently  having  no  indi* 
nation  to  enter  into  conversation  with  him,  mad 
letting  him  see  that  such  was  her  intention ; 
but  Sweeny  was  not  to  be  put  off  so. 

^'  Can  I  do  anything  in  the  way  of  advioe;^ 
Mrs.  (yMore  ?^ 

^Yisy  indeed,  Mr.  Sweeny,  yoii  can;  and 
I  think  111  be  goin'  over  to  you,  to  ask  about 
a  little  bit  o'  law  soon,  for  I'm  having  an 
alteration  made  in  my  lase." 

"Yes,  yes, —  certainly — law  business— cer- 
tainly—  always  ready,  Mrs.  (yMore:  but  I 
mean  in  the  medical  way, — you  know  I'm 
skilful  in  that  way,  Mrs.  CMore  —  and  as 
there 's  some  one  sick  here,  if  I  can  be  of  any 
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use,  I  '11  be  most  happy  ~  most  Iu^>py,  Mrs. 

The  widofT' saw  there  was  no  eradiog  the 
attorney,  and  so  she  said  a  traveller  had  been 
gouig  the  road,  and  was  taken  iU,  and  they 
took  Mm  in  and  put  him  to  bed;  but  ^^it 
woiddn^t  signify,  plase  God  I  and  he  M  be  well 
enough  in  a  day  or  two/' 

^*  If  I  can  be  of  any  use.  III  see  him  with 
pleasure.'^ 

^  Thank  you,  sir,  but  I  gave  him  something 
myself  that  I  know  will  do  him  good — obleeged 
to  you  all  the  same.'^  ' 
"  Is  he  poor  ?"  said  Sweeny.  * 

^*  I  never  asked  him  that,"  said  the  widow 
reproachfully.  ^ 

^^  Of  course — of  course ;— but  then  I  mean, 
you  might  guess." 

^ Guess!"  said  Rory,  who  had  been  eyeing 
Bweeny  all  this  time  with  a  sidelong  glance  of 
contempt, — ^*  Gtiess ! — ^why,  thin  tare  an  ouns  I 
do  you  think  the  man's  a  riddle  or  a  contiif- 
Aericm,  that  we 'd  be  guessinVat  him  ?^ 
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All  the  time  this  conversation  was  going  on,: 
Sweeny  kept  rolling  his  little  grey  eyes  about 
him ;  and  at  last  he  spied  De  .  Lacy^s  .pcart- 
manteau,  and  approaching  it  directly,  .and'.lay<' 
ing  hold  of  it»  he  said,  ^^  This  is  the  traveUei^s 
portmanteau,  I  suppose  ?" 

«  Well,  and  what  if  it  is  ?"  said  Bory.    ^ -m 

"Oh,  nothing — nothing,"  said  Sweeny,  who 
had  turned  it  over  and  over  to  look  for  azianio 
or  initials;  but  there  were  none:  "no  jfMuna 
in  my  asking,  I  hope  ?" 

"  Nor  no  good,  either,''  said  Rory. 

"  Only,  by  this  portmanteau,  the  traveU«r  "id 
a  gentleman,  I  perceive.'' 

«  Well,  he 's  not  the  worse  of  that,''  said 
Rory. 

"  Anything  I  can  do  for  the  gentleman,  I'll 
be  most  happy,"  said  Sweeny,  who  always  laid 
a  gentleman  under  obligation  if  he  could. 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  but  he's  very  comfortable 
here,  I  can  tell  you,  and  sha'n't  want  for  any- 
thing," said  the  widow. 

"  I've  no  doubt  of  that,  Mrs.  O'More  ;«*^but 
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if  I  could  see  him,  perhaps  I  might  be  able  to 
gi?e  some  little  adTioe.  Is  he  in  that  room  ?  " 
said  Sweeny^  pointing  as  be  spoke. 

^  He 's  asleep,  and  mustn't  be  disturbed,'' 
isidBory. 

Just  at  that  moment  De  Lacy's  raving  took 
a  noisy  turn,  and  he  became  audible  to  Sweeny. 

**  There^^  said  Sweeny,  "  he 's  awaken — now 
70U  can  let  me  go  in ;"  and  he  was  advancing 
to jthe  door,  when  Rory  stepped  between,  and 
taid  the  patient  shouldn't  be  disturbed  at  the 
same  time  he  turned  towards  bis  mother,  and 
made  a  grimace,  as  much  as  to  say,  ^  Sweeny 
must  not  be  admitted."  The  widow  grinned 
and  blinked  her  eyes,  as  much  as  to  say,  ^^  He 
shall  not."—**  You  see,  Mr.  Sweeny,"  said  she, 
'^the  poor  gintleman's  ravin',  and  doesn't 
like  sthrangers." 

"  Raving !  — «*ho,  ho ! —fever — dangerousy 
Mrs.  (yMore, — ^take  care,  take  care." 

"  I've  taken  every  care,  sir." 

^^  But  fever,  Mrs.  0'More;<-^bave  you  given 
)mf€veruemg  drinks?" 
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"  He.luts  ali  he  wants.'*  .... 

*'  You  should  write  to  his  {rkndBfaa^  tdi 
them; — may  die,  you  know ;#<>- III  widte  to 
them,  if  you  like."  uoCt   ' 

^^  And  charge  six-and-eigfa^KDce :for*4t^?/aii]d 
Rory  aside.  ,      .^  (v^Aj  s.. 

**  Do  you  know  his  name  ?  **  - ;  iooi 

"  No,"  said  Rory  very  short;  *Vtoei4idn't 
ax  him  any  impid'nt  questions.''  J: 

*^  Rory,  my  man,  don'^t  be  unreasonaUe^«-r 
donH  be  in  a  passion; — maybe  a  pefflbn  of 
consequence  —  his  friends  in  a  state  of  sus* 
pense. — He^s  raving:  now  all  you  haye^to  id0 
is  to  open  his  valise  and  examine  his  papeES, 
and  find  out  who  he  is.  I'll  do  it  for  y^u^  jC 
you  like."  j  i 

.  Rory's  rage  now  burst  its  bounds.  The  pry^ 
ing  impertinence  of  Sweeny  he  bore  so  long  an 
it  merely  amountied  to  his  personal  annoyance:t 
but  when  he  made  the  last  proposition,  Roty 
opened  upon  him  furiously, 

^<  Why,  thin,  do  you  take  me  for  sudh  a  maa^ 
sperited  dog^  that  while  a  sick  man,  wjis  oo  jiis 
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lu8  pavtqmntk  and  hant  for  his  tayerets?^ 
.  <<  My  deaF^itory*.*-^—  I'' 

^  Don't  dear  me ! — Dear^  indeed,— 'faith ! 
k!t  cAtf/nryou  howld.me,  if  you  think  I^d  do  sitch 
a  dirty  turn, — to  bethray  the  man  ondher  my 
roof; — ^you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself  l^ 

^  But  it  ^s  a  common  practice ! " 

"A  common  'lurne^s  practice  maybe^— or 
s-oommon  thief  s  practice.'' 

"Hillo,  Rorjr!" 

^  Oh,  to  the  divil  I  pitch  you  and  your 
Kilo !— I  Sayy  a  cominon  thiefs  practice,  again, 
-to  break:  locks  or  cut  open  bags,  and  pim]^ 
md  spy ; — ^faugh  on  the  man  would  do  the 
like !  Throth,  if  I  thought  there  was  one  dbrop 
o'  blood  in  my  body  would  consent  to  it,  I^d 
open  my  veins  till  it  was  out.  Oh,  murther, 
nturther^— -to  hear  of  sitch  a  scheming  turn !— ^ 
If  I  done  such  a  rogue's  thrick,  I'd  howld  my- 
self disgraced  to  the  end  of  my  days,  and  think 
myself  only  fit  compemy  for  Judas.*^ 

Sweray  was  dumb^undered  before  the  tor*. 
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rent  of  Iloi*y'«  honest  iodignation,  and  was 
about  to  make  some  shuffling  reply,  when 
Mary  O'More  entered  the  cottage,  she  having 
left  it  a  moment  before,  and  said,  ^'  Buq^  run, 
Mr.  Sweeny !  there 's  your  horse  has  got  Imk 
head  out  of  the  bridle,  and  is  run  into  tbfi 
field." 

Now  it  was  Mary  herself  who  had  loosoied. 
the  bridle  from  the  beast,  and  let  him  escapi^ 
for  the  purpose  of  getting  rid  of  their  trouble- 
some visitor. 

Sweeny  cut  short  his  discourse,  and  djEurted 
from  the  house,  pursuing  his  horse  into  the 
field,  where  he  arrived  in  time  to  see  him  roll- 
ing over  in  great  glee,  much  to  the  benefit  of  a 
new  saddle. 

Sweeny  shouted,  *^  murder  1"  and  it  was 
some  time  before  the  horse  could  be  caught, 
even  with  the  assistance  of  Bory.  When  bf 
was  secured,  the  saddle  was  discovered  to  have 
been  split  by  the  horse's  tumbles;  and  when 
Sweeny  got  into  his  seat  and  turned  home* 
wards,  he  saw  Mary  O'More  showing  her  white 


teeth  in  a  most  undiiguiaed  laugh  at  the  result 
of  her  triek,  which  Rory  rejoiced  io  equally. 
.  After  De  Laoj  sufferiug  under  dangerous 
ftver  for  some  time^  the  eruption  made  its  ap- 
petraoce,  and  be  was  soon  out  of  danger.  He 
hid  no  other  aid  in  his  illness  than  that  of  the 
widow's  simple  remedies,  which,  backed  by  a 
good  oonstitutioii,  carried  him  through,  and 
now  quiet  and  patience  were  all  that  he  required* 

As  ftoon  as  he  recovered  his  senses,  it  was 
some  time  before  he  could  perfectly  understand 
how  he  oame  to  be  in  Rory  O'More's  cottage ; 
but  a  few  words  bom  his  kind  host  gradually 
gave  the  key  to  memory,  and  he  was  enabled  to 
reeall  the  circumstances  that  preceded  his  ill- 
ness. After  this  he  was  for  some  time  silent, 
and  then  he  asked  what  was  the  day  of  the 
month.  On  being  told,  he  knit  his  brow,  and 
seemed  to  undergo  some  feelings  of  disappoint- 
ment, to  which  an  expression  of  great  anxiety 
SQoceeded. 

<^  O'Mort^''  said  he  at  last,  ^<  shut  the  door. 
Come  dose  to  me ;  I  want  to  ask  you  a  question. 
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and  I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  for  salvation,  to 
answer  me  truly.  I  know  I  have  been  out  of 
my  senses,  and  I  suppose  I  talked  a  great  deal 
while  I  was  so.  Now  tell  me  honestly,  did 
anything  remarkable  strike  you  in  my  raving  P** 

^<  Yes,  there  did,  sir,^  said  Rory,  smiling  ajj^ 
De  Lacy,  and  looking  straight  into  his  ^ej^' 
with  that  honest  look  that  honesty  alone  can 
give. 

There  was  a  soothing  influence  to  De  Laoy-' 
^n  the  expression  of  that  smile  and  look,  and  4' 
peculiar  intelligence  in  them,  that  showed  him 
Rory  knew  the  drift  of  his  question,  by  having^ 
fathomed  the  circumstances  of  his  situaticm**^ 

*^  I  *m  sure  you  guess  what  I  am,**  said  De 
Lacy. 

"  Shouldher  arms,  —  whoo  !**  said  Rory, 
laughing. 

^  De  Lacy  smiled  faintly  at  Ror/s  mode  of 
illustrating  his  knowledge. 

"  You  are  right,'*  said  De  Lacy,  "  and  you 
know  I  'm  not  a  soldier  of  King  George." 

Rory  sang,  in  a  low  tone. 
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^Vira  la,  the  Frtnth  is  oomiiig-^ 
Viva  la,  our  (hends  is  thiue ; 
Viva  la,  the  French  is  coming — 
What  tnll  the  poor  yeomen  do  ?** 

Jk^  heicj  fiodded  asaentj  and  smiled,  apd, 
ifyex  A  short  pauses  said,   ^<  You 're  a  diarp 

><  I  We  be^n  blunt  enough  with  you,  sir."^ 
^'  Honest  as  the  sun,*"  said  De  Lacy.     ^*  Now 
t^^me,  do  the  women  know  anything  about 

Oiiar 

,i.^_^  Not  a  taste ;  they  suspect  you  no  more  ncnr 
t^  child  unborn :  only^  Biary  says ^^ 

**  What  f"  said  De  Lacy,  rather  alarmed. 

^That  you^re  in  love,  sir, — ^beggin^  your 
pardon." 

''Ob!  that's  alL  Wdl,  she's  right  too. 
Wby^  you^re  a  sharp  family  altogether." 

''Divil  a  much  sharpness  in  that,"  said 
Rory:  ''sure,  whin  there's  the  laste  taste  o' 
love  goiii'9  the  wind  o'  the  word  is  enough  for 
a  woman.  Oh  !  let  them  alone  for  findin^  out 
the  soft  side  of  a  manfs  heart! — the  greatest 
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fool  o*  them  all  is  wise  aiough  in  such  mat- 
thers.'* 

"O'More,"  said  De  Lacy^  after  another 
pause,  ^^  you  're  a  united  Irishman." 

Rory  smiled.  "  Now  it  •  s  your  turn  to  be 
dlarp,"  said  he. 

^^You  are  a  united  man,  then?"  said  De 
Lacy. 

"  To  the  core  of  my  heart,"  replied  Rcnry 
with  energy. 

*^  Then  my  mind 's  at  ease,"  said  De  Lacy ; 
and  he  held  out  his  hand  to  (XMore,  who 
gave  his  in  return,  and  De  Lacy  shook  it 
warmly. 

**Gt)d  be  praised,  sir!"  said  Rory;  **but 
how  does  that  set  your  mind  at  aise  ?" 

^^  Because  you  can  fulfil  a  mission  for  me,. 
Rory,  that  otherwise  must  have  failed ; — ^that 
is,  if  you^l  undertake  it." 

"  Undhertake  it ! — I  *d  go  to  the  four  comers 
of  the  earth  in  a  good  cause." 

**  You  *re  a  brave  fellow  !"  said  De  Lacy. 
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^^But  will  you  UH  me^  sir,*^  said  Rory,  ^^  is 
the  French  comin'  in  airnest  to  help  us  ?^ 

^^  No  doubt  of  it,  Rory — and  you  shall  be 
the  joyful  messenger  of  their  coming  by  doing 
the  errand  I  wish  for." 

''Oh!  but  that'll  be  the  proud  day  for 
me,  your  honour  T 

'^Well,  then,  there's  no  time  to  lose.  I 
asked  you  the  day  of  the  month  a  few  minutes 
ago,  and  my  heart  sank  within  me  when  yon 
told  me  the  date ;  to-morrow  I  am  bound  by 
promise  to  be.  in  the  town  of  ,  where  an 
agent  from  Ftance  is  waiting,  who  bears  io* 
telligence  to  Ireland.  It  is  impossible  for  me 
^  go ;  —  now  will  you  undertake  the  duty, 
Roryr 

^'With  all  the  veins  o'  my  heart  !^  said 
Rory,  **  and  be  jNroud  into  the  bargain.'' 

^'60,  then,"  said  De  Laoy,  *^to  the  town 

of ^  and  there  on  the  quay  there 's  a  pub- 

Uc-house." 

<<  Taith,  there  is, — and  more^"  said  Rory. 


^The  publio-houae  I  mena  bears  a  very 
odd  sign.'' 

<<I11  be  bound  I  know  iC  said  Rory, 
whose  national  impatience  would  not  waH  ftf 
De  Lacy's  directions;  ^111  engage  U!s  the 
Cow  and  the  Wheelbarrow.^ 

'^No^''  said  De  Lacy^  who  oould  iiot\belp 
smiling  at  the  oddness  of  the  combinatmt  it 
Rory's  anticipated  sign,  ^^it  is  not;  but  one 
quite  as  queer ;  the  Cat  and  Bagpipes." 

*^  Oh,  that  *s  a  common  sign,**  said  Rory. 

^*  There  are  a  great  many  very  queer  Uiiilgs 
common  in  Ireland,''  said  De  Lacy,  who  even  in 
his  present  weakened  state  could  not  j^sist  his 
habitual  love  of  remark.  ^^  You  are  well  ac* 
quainted,  I  see,  with  the  town,^  he  continued. 

*' Indeed,  and  I'm  not,"  said  Rory;  "I 
never  was  there  but  wanst,  and  that  happened 
to  be  on  the  quay,  by  the  same  token,  where 
I  remarked  the  Cow  and  the  Wheelbarrow,  fi» 
it 's  a  sign  I  never  seen  afore,  and  is  mighty 
noticeable." 
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^But  that  is  ttai  the  sign  of  the  house  you 
are  to  go  to,  remember.'* 

''Oh,  by  no  manesy  sir;  the  Cat  and  Bag- 
pipetif  my  mark.'* 

'*  Yes !  and  there  about  the  hour  of  six  in  the 
evening  you  wiU  see  a  party  of  three  men.** 

^Bat  if  there's  two  parties  of  three ?"  said 
Boiy. 

**  You  can  distioguish  our  friends  by  con- 
triving, in  the  most  natural  way  you  can, — I 
mean,  so  as  not  to  excite  observation  from 
*BJ  but  those  who  will  understand  and  an- 
swer your  signal, — to  say.  Owe,  two,  threes  in 
their  bearing ;  and  if  those  whom  I  expect  you 
to  meet  should  be  there,  you  will  be  spoken 
to  by  them,  and  then  you  must  introduce 
mto  whatever  you  say  to  them  these  word<\, 
I^ioere  veryjine  ducks.  They  will  then  leave 
the  puUic-house,  and  you  may  trust  yourself 
to  follow  wherever  they  lead.'' 

^  Now,  how  am  I  to  make  sure  that  they  are 
right  r  said  Rory. 

VOL.  I.  I 
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**  You  have  my  ward  for  their  being  trusty," 
said  De  Lacy. 

**Oh,  sir,  sure  it's  not  your  word  Td  be 
doubting ;  but  I  mane,  how  am  I  to  make  sure 
that  it  15  the  right  men  /  spake  to  P'' 

^^  Their  noticing  your  remark  will  be  Mif» 
fieient ;  but,  as  a  further  assurance,  they  om 
return  you  the  united  man's  signal  and  gripu 
Give  me  your  hand,"  said  De  Lacy,  and^  hs 
clasped  the  extended  palm  of  Rory. 

"That's  the  grip,"  said  Rory,  "suie 
enough.  Why,  thin,  how  did  you  come  by 
that,  sir?"  said  tlory;  "tare  alive!  are  the 
French  united  Irishmen  ?" 

"  Not  exactly,"  said  De  Lacy,  smiling ; 
"  but  the  chosen  know  your  signs.  Now  I  \e 
told  you  all  that 's  requisite  for  your  mission  : 
when  you  give  these  signs,  they  whom  you  Tl 
meet  will  tell  you  what  it  is  requisite  for  me  to 
know,  and  you  can  bring  me  back  the  intdU* 
gence." 

**  I've  no  time  to  lose,"  said  Rory ;  '^  1  muft 
be  off  to-ijiorrow  by  the  dawn." 
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^  WiSL  your  mother  or  sister  suspeet  any. 
thing  from  your  absence  P'* 

^Wby»  ttr,  the  thruth  is,  neither  mother 
nor  sislher  e«er  questioned  me  about  my  in* 
comin's  or  outgoin's;  though  they  have,  aT 
ooorse^  obsenred  I  was  not  always  reglais  and 
vomfn  18  sharp 'enough  in  sitch  roatthers;  but 
tliey  aospeet  something  is  going  on  in  the 
ounthry;  how  could  they  help  itP  but  tfaey 
know  it  is  in  a  good  cause,  and  that  they  hare 
m  business  to  meddle  with  it,  and  so  the  fewer 
questions  they  ask,  they  think  it  is  the  betther. 
They  know  men  must  do  what  becomes  men  ; 
and  though  the  mother  and  sisther  loves  me  as 
well  as  ever  a  son  or  a  brother  was  loved  in  this 
wide  world,  they  would  rather  see  me  do  what 
a  mdsa  ought  to  do,  and  die,  than  skulk  and 
five  undher  disgrace.*" 

De  Lacy  was  touched  by  this  simple  expres- 
flioD  of  the  chivalrous  feeling  which  existed 
throughout  this  humble  family,  and,  after  Rory 
assuring  him  he  would  do  his  mission,  and  tell- 
ing him  to  ^  keep  never  minding^  to  the  mother, 

i2 
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he  took  his  instructions  once  more,  and  recotn- 
mended  De  Lacy  to  go  to  sleep. 

It  was  evening ;  so  Rory  bade  his  guest  go6d- 
night.  **  You  won^t  see  me  again  till  afther  I 
come  back ;  make  yourself  aisy,  sir.  The  thing 
will  be  done,  depend  upon  that:  above  all,  say 
nothing  to  the  mother ;  she  11  ask  me  no  ques- 
tions, and  I  '11  tell  her  no  lies.**'  With  this  wise 
saying,  Rory  left  De  Lacy,  who  soon  slept, 
from  the  fatigue  which  the  excitement  be^  bad 
just  gone  through  produced.  ^a*: 


f  1 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


'^  BRITANNIA    RULES  THE   WAVES." 


It  was  in  the  grey  of  a  fine  autumnal  morn* 
log,  about  a  fortnight  previously  to  the  scene 
and  time  just  recorded,  that  a  swift  lugger  was 
seen  dashing  the  spray  from  her  beautiful  bows 
as  she  sailed  through  a  fleet  of  stately  men-of- 
war  that 'lay  in  the  Texd.  The  lugger  made 
'or  the  shore,  and  when  close  in,  dropped  her 
anchor ;  and  her  small  boat  being  lowered  from 
J^er  stem,  three  men  entered  it,  and  it  was 
pulled  swiftly  to  the  beach.  To  one  who 
bew  not  that  a  craft  like  the  lugger  required 
^  numerous  crew,  it  might  have  been  sup- 
posed, when  those  three  men  left  her  side,  that 
every  living  thing  had  departed  from  her ;  for 
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same  etemeDt  seemed,  as  usual,  to  intarpdse  a 
providential  barrier  between  England  and  het 
foes,  he,  with  that  impatient  thought  so  cba^ 
racteristic  of  genius,  suggested  this  idea  tlikt 
as  the  wind  did  not  blow  in  favour  of^the  course 
they  wanted  to  steer,  they  should  make  it  sdl^ 
servient  to  another  purpose,  descend  'on'\fa(t 
most  open  quarter,  and  trust  to  the  forttiiife '^ 
war ;  for  he  burned  that  some  great  acbievi^ 

-CJ 

ment  of  his  should  prevent  his  name  Bdnj^ 
overshadowed  by  the  freshly-jipringing  laurels 
of  Napoleon  Bonaparte.  '^ 

Against  this  preposterous  notion  of  carrying 
England  by  a  coup  de  main,  Tone  had  alwayn 
argued  strenuously ;  but  he  found  such  a  sin- 
gular ignorance  of  the  state  of  England,  as  well 
as  Ireland,  to  exist  amongst  the  French,  th&t 
it  was  with  great  difficulty  he  could  make  Gef- 
neral  Hoche  listen  to  a  word  against  his  newly- 
conceived  expedition.  It  was,  therefore,  with 
great  pleasure  he  had  the  letter  of  De  Lacy, 
bearing  so  strongly  on  this  point,  put  into  his 
hands  that  morning  .by  the  commander  of  the 
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lugger^  and  be  lost  no  time  in  laying  it  before 
the  authorities  in  command  of  the  expedition, 
to  dUsufde  them-jprom  a  course  that  he  knew 
coidd  be  no  qther  than  ruinous. 

When  he  and  Lewines  entered  the  cabin  of 
the  adniiral.  Generals  Hoche  and  Daendells 
were  Joolfing  over  a  map  of  England ;  and  Ad- 
tpirid  De  Winter,  with  his  second-in-command. 
Admiral  Storejr;^  were  examining  charts  of  the 
British  Cliannel  and  the  North  Sea. 

i   .  »  .1  ■  • 

.  "  You  see  I  ""ve  not  given  it  up  yet/'  said 
Hoche  yivaciously  to  Tone. 

^*  I  perceive  you  have  not,  general,""  said  the 
latter  i  "but  I  think  this  will  decide  you  :''  and 
he  presented  to  him  the  letter  of  De  Lacy. 

Hoche  pounced  upon  it,  and  began  to  de* 
Tour  its  contents.  Be  passed  rapidly  on,  till, 
stopping  suddenly,  he  asked,  "  Who  is  this 
from?" 

Tone  informed  him  it  was  from  an  agent  of 
General  Clark,  who  had  been  commissioned 
to  inquire  into  the  truth  of  all  the  statements 
Tone  bad  made  to  the  Directory. 

I  6 
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^  I  remembery^  said  Hoche;  and  he  resumed 
his  reading. 

A  conTersation  ensued  jp  the  meaa-  time 
between  the  admirals  and  the  Irish  emisiaries, 
until  it  was  interrupted  by  Hoche  e:2ciafaiiing 
impatiently,  *^  Qmb  diable!  What  have  carved 
ceilings  and  handsome  apartments  ti)  do'«iitfa 
the  matter  ?  His  oak  ceiling  is  only  good  iet 
burning!  What  nonsense!'^  And  he  tbmw 
down  the  letter  contemptuously. 

"  Pray,  go  on,  general,"  said  T<nie.  *•  Thefe 
is  a  good  deal  of  detail,  certainly,  in  the  ooii^ 
munication ;  but  if  the  writer  ha»  been  careful 
and  elaborate  in  his  observations,  it  is  only  fair 
to  read  them  all  to  arrive  at  a  just  estimate 
of  his  judgment. 

Hoche  continued  the  reading  of  the  letter, 
and  as  he  proceeded,  his  face  became  more 
thoughtful,  he  read  with  deeper  attention ;  and 
when  he  had  finished  the  perusal,  he  laid  down 
the  letter  in  silence,  as  if  he  had  not  the  heart 
to  say,  ^^I  must  give  up  my  expedition,^  al- 
though he  felt  it  was  hopeless. 
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^  You  «ee,  general^'*  said  Ton6,  "  the  expe- 
dition to  Ireland  is  the  only  thing.^ 

'^  Whenever  it  can  sail  there,^  said  Hocbe. 

^  Tliat  may  be  a  month/^  said  DaendelU. 
^  ^Qr  to-mOETow,''  said  Tone. 
(  ^^^hissoath- westerly  ivind  is  blowing  as  if 
it  had  set  in  for  it,^  said  the  admiral,  shaking 
Vk  head,  as  if  be  doubted  Tone's  hopeful  anti- 
cipation. 

^^  The  troops  have  been  now  embarked  nearly 
AjflCmtb,^  said  General  Daendells,  '^  and  though 
unply  provisioned  for  the  probable  necessities 
^  the  expedition,  it  is  impossible  their  stores 
am  laat  much  longer ;  and  whenever  they  be- 
OQme  exhausted,  I  doubt  how  far  our  govern- 
ment would  deem  it  prudent  to  advance  further 
supplies/' 

^^  General  Daendells,^  said  Hoche,  ^Mt  has 
afqseared  to  me,  lately,  that  the  Batavian  re^ 
public  seems  to  have  a  jealousy  that  her  army 
should  be  led  by  a  general  of  France  in  an 
affair  that  promises  so  much  glory,  and  I 
should  not  wonder  that  much  further  delay  in 


the  Bailing  of  the  expedition  might  prevdnt  this 
noble  undertaking  altogether.  Now,  I  would 
not  for  the  glory  of  Caesar  that  my  personal 
fame  should  interfere  with  the  great  ctdsie  of 
universal  freedom  ;  and  if  you  think  that  ^^our 
legislative  assembly  would  be  more  willing  to 
pursue  this  enterprise  if  it  were  under  the.^om- 
mand  of  one  of  its  own  generals,  I  will  wkli- 
draw  my  pretensions  to  the  command,  and  giiife 
all  the  chance  of  the  glory  to  you.** 

^'  You  are  a  noble  fellow/'  said  l>aendeU$, 
extending  his  hand  to  Hoche ;  **  there  may  he 
some  truth  in  what  you  say,  and  I  shall  never 
forget  this  act  of  generosity  on  your  part,  for 
none  can  deny  that  you,  from  your  ^Ebrts 
made  and  disappointments  endured  in  this 
cause,  deserve  to  reap  all  the  laurels  that  may 
be  mine  in  the  result.  This  is  the  greatest  of 
your  conquests,  —  you  have  triumphed  over 
your  ambition  !^^ 

Tone  was  affected  almost  to  tears  —  be 
could  scarcely  speak ;  but,  struggling  with  his 
emotion,  he  said,  ^^  General^  my  country  wiU 


never  forget  this  noUe  conduct  on  your  part. 
We  knew  how  brave  you  are,  but  we  did  not 
Imow  how  generous  !^ 

"^Who  brought  this  letter?"  said  Hoche, 
wishing  to  turn  the  conversation. 

*^De  Welskein,  the  smuggler/'  said  Tone; 
^  and  be  wishes  to  know  whether  he  may  pro- 
mise speedy  aid  to  the  sufferers  in  Ireland,  for 
they  Me  beginning  to  be  impatient  uf  it.^ 

'^  The  moment  the  wind  permits,  they  shall 
hare  succour,*^  said  Daendells.  ^^  Is  it  not  so, 
iklnxiral?"^  said  he  to  De  Winter. 
'  ^^  Certainly,^  answered  the  admiral.  ^^  Is 
the  smuggler  on  board  ?"  added  he,  addressing 
Tone. 
"  Yes,  admiral.'' 

"Then  I  wish  to  speak  to  him;"'  and  the 
smuggler  was  ordered  into  the  admiral's  pre- 
sence. 

De  Welskein  was  a  Frenchman,  though  bear- 
ing a  Dutch  name:  he  was  one  of  the  many 
'dei^rate  characters  .that  the  French  revolution 
'produced.    A  fellow  of  loi)se  habits  and  despe- 
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rate  fortunes,  he  took  to  smaggUng^  as  the  lei^ 
diest  mode  of  indulging  the  one  and  repairing 
the  other:  he  had  also  a  loveof^ne^se,  and  a 
spirit  of  intrigue,  that  this  sort  of  life  enahkd 
him  to  indulge  in ;  and  he  was  the  moat  aetiife 
of  the  agents  in  carrying  an  intelligence  .be- 
tween France  and  Ireland  at  that  period  ;-Ht-^ot 
that  he  cared  for  the  Irish,  not  that  be  hadia 
moral  sensibility  within  him  to  desire  the  Uinor 
ration  of  the  veriest  slave,— -but  that  it  gave  him 
an  opportunity  to  smuggle  and  intrigue.  Many 
a  turbulent  spirit  in  Ireland  who  longed  li^ 
an  outbreak  of  rebellion,  and  who  looked  to 
France  for  aid,  courted  Monsieur  De  Welskdn 
as  emissary  from  the  land  of  promise,  and  be 
made  them,  through  this  hold  upon  them,  more 
ready  instruments  in  his  smuggling  specula- 
tions. 

Deficient  though  De  Welskein  was  in  any 
moral  appreciation  of  the  beauty  of  freedom^  he 
babbled  in  the  jargon  of  his  time  about  it^  and 
shouted  ^  Vive  la  liberU  P  because  his  Ubtrti 
meant  the  absence  of  all  restraint,  human  or 
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divine ;  asid  he  had  a  sort  of  confused  notion 
that  a  revolutkm   was  glorious,  and  that   it 
was  the  business  of  the  grande  nation  to  rewo- 
lationise  the  world  in  general,  but  Ireland  in 
particular,  because  it  gave  him  a  good  oppor- 
tunity for  smuggling  brandy  and  tobacco. 
'There  was  a  species  of  melodramatic  fancy 
about  the  feHow  too^^a  propensity  for  romance 
sod  adventure,  that  his  connexion  with  Ire- 
land gratified.     Besides,  it  indulged  his  vanity, 
ts^  in  his  present  situation,  Monsieur  Eugene 
St  Foix  de  Welskein  was  no  small  personage 
in  his  own  opinion :  he  rhodomontaded  about 
the^We  of  empires  and  the  destinies  of  nations j 
88  if  he  were  a  sucking  Jupiter,  or  one  of  the 
French  Directory. 

His  names  too  were  a  source  of  rejoicing  to 
him :  Eugene  St.  Foix.  The  former  he  inherit- 
ed from  his  father ;  the  latter  was  the  maiden 
name  of  his  mother,  who  was  a  washerwoman. 
De  Welskein  he  did  not  much  like;  so  that  his 
oompanions,  when  they  wished  to  vex  him,  call- 
ed him  by  his  'surname,  while  in  moments  of 


friendship  they  addressed  bim  a»  f^ugeoe  ;•  bul 
when  they  courted  him,  the  heroic  title  of  iSt. 
Fipii(  was  the  one  they  pfeferred..  ,^To  1^  siyu^ 
th^y  sometimes  called  him,  bql)ind.l4f.^|ppL(^ 
Sansfoi;  but  in  his  pr^sejjice  lie  wf^  .jS^inir^^ 
having  his  courage  celebr8^te4  uiid^r<  the;p\fj|p|9| 
of  Sans  Pear :  so  thut  ^S^^  Fak:  mJU  p6UP}W00'. 
a  flattering  address  sometimes  ^lad^.  tq  him^icy^ 
but  though  St.  Foix  was  certainly /#MS;|^/ii^ 
he  was  not  sans  reproche,  'jtvjd 

When  De  Welskein  entered  the  cabirtxi'Ad- 
miral  De  Winter  asked  him,  had  h^  seetf  the 
English  fleet? 

He  answered,  that  he  had  passed  then)  in  t^, 
night.  :y 

^^  Then  you  could  not  count  the  number  of 
their  ships  P"^  said  the  admiral. 

/'  I  was  sufficiently  near  in  the  morning  ^9^ 
see  them/*  said  the  smuggler,  ^^  and  I  tbin^t 
they  are  eighteen  sail.*^  .^  ^ ; 

"Eighteen! — are  you  sure?"'  .    ,     |^ 

"  I  tWak,  eighteen  \  I  'm  almost  sure/'    .  .4 

«  Fi;igftte8,,  or Jdn^-of-battle  ?  ". 


^\  see  h^  bas'  observed  them,^  8«M  the 
adMiral,^  ^^  for  I  could  perceive,  even  from 
the'  Imrbbur;  With  a  ^ass,  that  they  were  all 
ikeidf-lbatile :  ^  bbt  I  could  only  make  out 
fifteM  i  ' '  they  must  have  been  reinforced. 
^tfOLe^^  their  ships  Were  in  mutiny  at  the 
Nor^^  perhaps  Ibe  mutiny  has  been  suppresa- 
ed,  and' that  accoODts  for  the  increase  of  num- 
iers." 

♦^That's  unlucky;'  said  Tone. 

**  How  unlucky,  jar  ?"  said  Storey. 

'^  As  long  as  our  fleet  had  a  superiority, 
tk^re  was  a  chance  we  could  force  our  passage ; 

but '* 

'  "  Sir,"  said  Storey,  "  you  mistake  very 
oiuch  if  you  think  we  would  shrink  from  cou-> 
tendmg  with  an  equal,  or  even  superior,  num- 
W  (jS  the  enemy.  I  wish  for  nothing  better 
^han  to  be  broadside  to  broadside  with  them.*^ 

This  was  the  bravado  of  the  man  who,  in 
ftbout  a  month  after,  deserted  De  Winter  in 
his  engagement  with  that  identical  fleet,  and 
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the  stillness  which  prevailed  within  her  was  prcK 
found.  There  she  lay  on  the  placid  water,  quiet 
as  the  element  she  floated  on,  without  a  sign  or 
a  sound  to  indicate  that  she  was  the  deil  <^ 
many  a  daring  rufiian. 

About  noon  the  boat  reapproached  the  lug^ 
ger,  with  two  additional  pei:sons,  and  'aft^r 
hailing  her,  and  remaining  a  few  minutes  Utth 
der  her  quarter,  again  pushed  off,  and  made 
for  the  centre  of  the  fleet,  where  the  flag  of 
Admiral  De  Winter  floated  fnHn  the  masl^f 
the  Vryheid, — a  splendid  seyenty^foim         .    j 

Three  persons  from  the  boat  went  up  the 
side  of  the  admiral's  ship,  two  of  whom  wore 
admitted  to  the  admiraPs  cabin;  the  thirds 
the  commander  of  the  lugger,  waited  on  "Ac 
dedc  until  those  he  brought  firom  the  shore 
should  command  his  presence  below.  And 
these  two  were  persons,  whose  names  are  weU 
known  in  the  eventful  history  of  the  period, 
and  on  their  heads  was  the  price  of  blood, 
—  Theobald  Wolfe  Tone,  and  Lewines:  the 
former,  an  exile  for  some  time  from  his  eoun- 
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Tone,  **  I  d6  not  misapprehend  you :  there  is 
BO  deoying  that  the  English  are  a  brave  ene- 
my»  and  Admiral  Duncan  is  a  gallant  and  able 
officer.  I  shall  not  seek  an  encounter  with  him 
totil  I  land  your  expedition, — but  I  shall  cer- 
tainly net  thun  it.** 

^'  Thiia  spoke  the  man  of  true  courage,  who 
fettgfat  his  sliips  gallantly  in  the  subsequent 
tttioti,:  e^en  aft^  the  defection  of  the  braggart 
"tha  deserted  him. 

"/Tone  tapped  General  Hoche  on  the  shoul- 
'^r,  and  led  him  apart  for  a  few  words  in  pri- 
vate, the  door  being  open  that  led  to  the  •stem 
gaQery,  they  walked  forth,  and  Tone  began  an 
energetic  address,  requesting  the  general  to  dis» 
Boade  the  admiral  as  much  as  possible  from  an 
etigi^ment  with  the  English  fleet.  ^^  Iiet  the 
troops  be  landed  in  Ireland,"  said  he :  ^^  on  the 
hnd  you  are  invincible,  as  the  English  are  on 
the  seas.  Fate  seems  to  have  given  to  them  the 
dominion  of  the  ocean.  Mark  me — my  words 
are  prophetic — so  sure  as  this  fleet  shall  engage 
the  EngHsh,  so  surely  shall  it  be  beaten  T 
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**  De  Winter  is  an  able  officer/^  said  Hoche/ 

''  He  is,"  said  Tone,  ^^  and  a  bmve  man,  1 
am  certain,  from  his  moderate  manner;  ^liitel 
doubt  very  much  the  courage  of  that  flouriife* 
ing  gentleman*  But  have  we  not  the  exaa(fde 
of  repeated  engagements  to  show  ui(  that  G^reat 
Britain  is  an  overmatch  for  every  >iiattio^'^^ 
the  seas  ?  and  it  makes  my  Uood  boil'  lo'ihirf^ 
that  while  her  fleets  are  freely  manned,  by  ttidl^ 
men,  the  land  that  gives  them  Inrth  gro«li(4il(^ 
neath  her  oppression.  Ireland  helps  to  gafteSf 
laurels  for  Britain*s  brows,  but  not  a  leaf^ 
the  ohaplet  is  given  to  her ;  she  shares  in  wiifi^ 
ning  the  victories  that  enrich  and  aggran^ii 
the  Queen  of  the  Ocean,  but  is  .allowed  no 
portion  of  the  fame  or  the  prosperity.*^  >  <^ 

'^  Be  not  thus  agitated,"'  said  Hoche  soQth*> 
ingly,  touched  by  the  fierce  enthusiasm  with 
which  Tone  uttered  the  latter  part  of  kil'' 
address :  ^^  when  once  this  armament  lands  ifl 
Ireland,  there  is  an  end  of  Great  Britain^s  do- 
mination/^ •'•' 

^^Ayj  when  it   lands,"  said  Tone,  witbU 
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voice  in  which  inipatience  and  hopelessness 
fern  strangely  blended,  ^^Oh!^'  said  be, 
strjQtqhing  out  bis  hands  to  the  expanse  of 
m  aod  sky  before  him  —  ^<  Oh  I  ye  eleroents 
rry.^  mysterious  agents  of  Heaven !  why  do 
yf^j  9>t^ppse  your  potent  diield  of  air  and 
^o^.  b^tweten  England  and  her  foes?  You 
]49«ted  the  Armada  of  Spain ;  I  saw  you  scat- 
tfiEt.tb€t;.9hips  of  France  at  Bantry ;  and  now 
tMlgalia^t  fleet;  with  fifteen  thousand  chosen 
iW),  who  burn  for  the  liberation  of  my  coun-< 
tr^i  iS;  chained  here  by  an  adverse  wind  for  a 

^hde  month  I     Ireland,  my  country,   I   fear 

jomm  doomed !" 
His  hands  drofqied  to  his  side,  his  head  sank« 

on  his  chesty  and  he  stood  with  his  eyes  fixed 

^  the  ground. 
"Rally,  man — rally  T  said  Hoche,  slapping 

him  on  the  shoulder :  <^  why,  Adjutant-gene- 

^A  have  never  seen  you  thus  before  l*^ 
'*  Whenever  I  think  of  the  fate  of  that  un- 

h*ppy  country,  it  breaks  my  heart !     But  I  've 

^iie>^  wlyy  for  God'ji.sake,  General  Hoche, 
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dissuade  them  from  a  sea^ght;  wea^  naned 
if  they  attempt  it."  ■  ^ . . 

Hoche  and  Tone  now  re-entered  the  cahhi. 
They  found  De  Winter  and  BaendeUa  >giTing 
instructions  to  the  smuggler.  De  Winter  cde^ 
sired  him  to  put  himself  in  the  wbo^  of^  die 
English  fleet,  and  give  them  some  Mse  ittforr'. 
mation.  It  was  planned  that  Be  Wdakcitt 
should  pass  the  English  squadron  in  the  i^ht^ 
and  towards  morning  sail  back  agaki^  asiiffte 
came  up  Channel,  and  tell  the  IkigUsh  adndni 
that  he  saw  a  French  fleet  at  the:  Channtfa 
mouth;  this  might  give  him  an  idea  that  t&if 
Brest  fleet  had  got  out  to  sea,  which  would 
serve  to  divide  his  attention,  and  possiUy  draw 
him  farther  ofl^  the  coast,  and  leave  a  parage 
from  the  Texel  more  open,  in  case  the  wibd 
should  change  so  as  to  favour  such  a  movemeht. 

General  Daendells  told  him  to  assure  die 
Irish  of  speedy  succour,  for  that  fifteen  thou'^ 
sand  men  were  embarked  for  that  service,  and 
only  waited  a  fair  wind  to  sail.  A  few  linesIA 
I>e   liftoy,  irom  Hoche,  was  all  the  wii^ig 
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smuggler  bore,  and  he  left  the  ship  on  hift 
mission. 

Such  were  die  plans  that  were  proposed ; 
auoh  vere  the  prDodies  made.  What  was  the 
retuk? 

The  wind  ccmtinued  foul  a  fortnight  longer ; 
iniill,  mx  weeks.  The  provisions  for  so  large 
tssmbcr  of  troops,  as  wdl  as  seamen,  became 
(dianBted ;  the  troops  were  relanded ;  the  ex- 
pedition to  Ireland  was  given  np, — and  Eng- 
knd  again  was  spared  the  danger  of  a  formid- 
^  invasion  into  a  disaffected  portion  of  her 
Ungdom. 

The  night  the  troops  were  disembarked,  Tone 
^t  to  his  tent  with  a  heavy  heart :  the  next 
vtondi^  he  saw  the  pennants  of  the  fleet  turn- 
^  towards  England. 

The  breeze  which  the  day  before  would  have 
^e  his  blood  dance,  had  he  fek  it  on  the 
^  of  the  Vryhdd,  now  only  made  his  heart 
^;  he  stood  on  the  beach  like  one  pos^ 
■Nisd.  After  remaining  motionless  for  some 
^utes,    he  stamped    fiercely,  clenched    his 
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teeth,  struck  his  forehead  with  his  hand,  and 
walked  rapidly  away ;  but  ere  he  descended  a 
slight  declivity  that  shut  out  the  bay,  he  turn- 
ed round  and  cast  a  look  of  despair  towards 
his  country. 

Thus  ended  the  second  expedition  under- 
taken for  the  invasion  of  Ireland :  and  the  gal- 
lant Hoche,  within  a  month  after,  was  no  more 
—  cut  ofiP  in  hi&  prime  of  manhood  and  career 
of  glory  by  the  hand  of  the  assassin  !'*' 

And  what  was  the  fate  of  the  fleet  ? 

Admiral  De  Winter,  the  October  following,, 
sailed  from  the  Texel,  met  the  English  squad- 
ron under  Admiral  Duncan,  and  fought  like  a 
hero ; — but  Storey  deserted  him.  De  Winter, 
nevertheless,  maintained  a  fierce  engagement 
against  superior  numbers:  but  the  prophecy 
of  Tone  was  fulfilled ;  after  a  well-contested 
fight,  the  Dutch  struck  their  colours,  and  the 
flag  of  England  again  floated  triumphantly 
over  the  seas. 

*  Hoche*s  life  was  attempted  more  than  once.  His  deatb 
was  attributed  to  slow  poison. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  PRETTY   GIRL   MILKING   HER  COW. 

**  I  saw  a  young  daipsel, — 'twas  Noreen  ;— 
Her  ringlets  did  carelessly  flow. 
Oh !  how  I  adore  you,  ma  voumeeti, 
Ma  colleen  dhas  crutheen  na  mbho.** 

RoBY  O'MoBE  left  his  cottage  at  an  early 
"Our  the  morniDg  after  his  conversation  with 
^  Lacy.  For  a  few  miles  he  followed  the  by- 
^^  that  led  from  his  house,  and  then  struck 

I 

into  a  path  through  some  fields,  for  the  pur- 
I^  of  making  the  high-road  which  ^as  the 
direct  way  to  the  place  of  his  destination. 

As  he  was  walking  briskly  on,  looking  nei- 
^W  to  the  right  nor  the  left,  but  quite  ab- 
^rbed  in  the  contemplation  of  the  business  he 
W  undertaken,  his  attention   was    suddenly 

VOL.  I.  R 
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arrested  by  hearing  one  of  those  quaint  and 
sportive  melodies  of  his  country  sung  by  a 
sweet  voice.  Rory  paused ; — ^he  recognised  the 
tones  that  had  so  often  made  his  heart  thrill 
with  pleasure, — ^and  running  up  the  gentle  hill 
before  him,  he  beheld,  as  he  topped  the  sum- 
mit on  the  other  side  of  the  hillock,  seated 
luider  the  shade  of  a  hawthorn  hedge,  a  beau- 
tiful peasant  girl,  whoste  song  proceeded  mer- 
rily  whUe  she  was  milking  her  cows. 

Kathleen  Regan  was  sitting  with  her  back 
towards  the  point  whence  Rory  approached ;  so 
that  he  was  enabled,  unperceived  by  her^  to 
gaze  with  pleasure  on  her  sweet  figure  and 
listen  to  her  sportive  song. 


There  *s  a  lad  that  I  know;  and  I  know  that  he 

Speaks  softly  to  me, 

The  cmhla-ma-chree  ! 
He's  the  pride  of  ray  heart,  and  he  loves  me  well; 
But  who  the  lad  is^  I  'm  not  going  to  tell. 

He  *s  as  straight  as  a  rush,  and  as  bright  as  the  stream 

That  around  it  doth  gleam,— 

Oh  1  of  him  how  I  dream  I 
I  'm  as  high  as  his  shoulder — the  way  that  I  know 
Is,  he  caught  me  one  day,  just  my  measure  to  show. 


■  I  • 
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He  whi^^d  &  quMkyn  one  day.  in  .my  ear : 

When  he  breathed  it,  oh  dear  I 

How  I  trembled  with  fear ! 
What  the  qaestion  he  ask'd  was,  I  need  Dot  confess ; 
Bat  the  answer  I  ^re  to  the  question  wa3^  "  Yes.'' 

His  eyes  they  are  bright,  and  they  looked  so  kind 

When  I  was  inclined 

to  speak  my  mind ! 
Afid  hisbieath  is  $o  sweet— oh,  the  rose's  is  lesal 
And  how  I  found  it  out, — why  I  leave  you  to  guess. 

The  scale  was  one  to  excite  the  imaginatioD 
andcbann  the  senses  of  one  less  keen  to  sudi 
Vkasurea  thao  Rory.  He  could  catch  the  soft 
soeot  of  the  monung  breathi  of  the  cow  %  vieing 
in  fragrance  with  the  woodbine  that,  was  peep- 
ing through  the  hedge;  at  the  same  time  that 
Kg  could  hear  the  sweet  voioe  of  the  girl  he 
loved,  and  see  her  bright  ringlets  curl  down 
W  graceful  neck  and  beautifuljy-irounded 
Aoulders. 

Re  watched  her  for  some  moments  in  silent 
admiration,  and  then  stealing;  softly  bdiind 
W  and  suddenly  uttering  **  Wow  !"  the  girl 
started,  and  in  her  momept  of  surprise  Rory 
^ught  her  in  his^  arms  and  snatched  a  kiss.  A 

k2 
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hearty  box  on  his  ear  followed  the  salute,  with 
the  exclamation  of, 

"  You  divil  I  how  dar  you  !" 

^^  I  lave  you  to  guess^^  said  Bory,  laughing. 

"  You  're  mighty  impident,  so  you  are, 
Rory." 

^'  Arrah !  how  could  I  help  it,  Kathleen  dar- 
lin^  ?"  said  Rory  with  a  look  of  admiration  that 
would  have  softened  the  anger  of  even  a  more 
cruel  beauty  than  Kathleen;— a  look  that 
appealed  more  strongly  to  the  self-Jiove  of  the 
woman  than  the  liberty  taken  had  startled 
her  modesty. 

"  You  *re  very  impident,  so  you  are,"  said 

Kathleen,  settUng  her  hair,  that  had  been  tossed 

into  a  most  becoming  confusion  over  her  face 

in  the  struggle. 

.  "You  often  towld  me  that  before,**  said  Jlory. 

"  It  does  not  do  you  much  good,  thin,^  said 
Katnleen.    "  You  hear  me,  but  you  donH  hetd 


me. 


"  Why,  if  you  go  to  that,  how  can  I  help 
myself.     Sure  you   might    as  well   keep  the 
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ducks  from  the  wather,  or  the  bees  from  the 
flowers,  as  my  heart  from  you,  ICathleen.'*^ 
"  Now,  Rory,  lave  off  ^ 
<<  By  this  light,  Kathleen  r 
Now  don't  be  goirf  on,  Rory  I" 

There 's  not  a  girl ^ 

Now,  don't  be  makin'  a  fool  o^  yoursdf  and 
me  too,^  said  Kathleen. 

*^  If  makin*  you  my  own  would  be  to  make  a 
fool  of  you,  thin  it 's  a  fool  I  'd  make  you,  sure 
enough,^  said  Rory. 

"  Rory,''  said  Kathleen  rather  sadly,  "  don't 
be  talkin'  this  way  to  me, — it  ^s  good  for  nei- 
ther of  us." 

*' Kathleen  darling!"  said  Rory,  "what's 
the  matther  with  you  ?^  and  he  approached  her 
and  gently  took  her  hand. 

"Nothing,"  said  she,  " nothing,— only  it's 
fcolishness." 

"Don't  call  honest  love,  foolishness,  Kath- 
^  dear.  Sure,  why  would  we  have  hearts  in 
our  bodies  if  we  didn't  love  ?  Sure,  our  hearts 
^ould  be  no  use  at  all  without  we  wor  fond  of 
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one  another.    Amh !  what 's  the  matther  with 
you,  Elathken  ?^ 

^'  I  must  go  home,  Rorj ; — ^let  nie  go,  'Rory 
dear,"  said  she  with  a  touching  ton^  of  sad- 
ness on  the  dear^  as  she  strove  to'disetigi^ 
from  her  waist  the  hand  that  Rory  had  stolen 
round  it.  '    ' 

**  No,  I  won't  let  you  go^  KaftUeen, :  ma 
voumeen^  said  Rory,  with-pasaon  atid  pathos, 
as  he  held  her  closer  in  his  embrace.  ^'  ^ow 
or  never,  Kathleen,  I  must  have  your  .answer. 
You  are  the  girl  that  is,  and  ever  was»  in  the 
very  onre  of  my  heart,  and  I  '11  never  iove  jmp-: 
ther  but  yourself.  Don't  be  afraid  that  L^U 
change ;  I  'm  yvung,  but  I  ^m  thrue :  the  bless- 
ed sun  that  sees  us  both  this  minit  is  not 
thruer ;  and  he  ^s  a  witness  to  what  I  say  to  you 
now,  Kathleen  asthore,  that  you're  the. pulse 
o'  ray  heart,  and  I  '11  never  rest  aisy  till  yo^  're 
my  wife."         •  . 

Kathleen  could  not  speak.  She  trembled 
while  Rory  made  his  last  address  to  her ;  her  fip 
quivered  as  he  proceeded ;  two  big  tear-drops 
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sjHsan^  :to  hep  eyes^  aod  hung  on  their  long 
dark  lashes,  when  he  called  her  '  pulse  of  his 
ln^ot;'  vbut  when  he  named  the  holy  name  of 
wife,  she  fdl  upon  his  neck  and  burst  into  a 
yioloni^  flood  (^teftcs.  . 
.  JRpry  felt  this  was  a  proof  of  his.  being  be- 
loved ;  but  it  was  not  the  way  in  which,  from 
KatUeen'jB    spcMrtive  ^nature,    he    thought    it 
likely  she  would  accept  a.  husband  to  whom 
thtfe  was  no  objection;  and  while  he  soothed 
the  sobbing  of  the  agitated  girl,  he  wondered 
idiat  conld  be  the  cause  of  her  violent  emotion. 
When  she  became  cakn,  he  said,  *^  Kathleen 
dear,  don't  be  vexed  with  me  if  I  took  you  too 
sudden :  —  you  know  I  'm  none  of  the  coolest, 
and  so  forgive  me,  jewd!     1  '11  say  no  .more 
to  ymnow  ;--only  give  me  an  answer  at  your 
ova  good  time,  my  darling.^^ 

Kathleen  wiped  the  tears  from  her  eyes,  and 
said,  "  No,  Rory  dear :  you  've  been  plain 
with  me,  and  1 11  be  plain  with  you.    As  for 

aiysdf ^  she  looked  up  in  his  eyes,  and 

thsir  soft  and  confiding  expression,   and  the 
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gmAe  pressure  of  the  hand  that  aoccMBpenied 
the  look,  t<dd  more  than  the  weirds  could  liave 
done  ^hich  her  maiden  modesty  forbade  her 
utter* 

"  You  love  me,  then  ?''  said  Rory  with  desi 
lighted  enei^y  ;  and  he  pressed  her  ta  his  heart 
while  she  yielded  her  lips  to  the  pressure  of  a 
kiss  which  the  fire  of^  pure  love*  had  refined 
from  the  dross  of  passion. 

Oh,  Rory, — but  my  brother  Shan  ?^ 
Well,  what  o*  that  ?'*  said  Rory.  1 

Oh,  you  know, — ^you  know,^  sayi  Kath- 
leen mournfully. 

*^  Yis,  Mary  didn^t  take  to  him ;  but  Sure 
that 's  no  rayson." 

"  Oh !  you  dotft  know  him  !** 

"  We've  been  rather  cool,  to  be  sure,-  since, 
but  I  never  put  coolness  between  me  and  him ; 
and  if  my  sisther  couldn't  like  him,  sure  thiit  ^s 
no  rayson  to  put  between  you  and  me.^ 

**  Oh,  Rory,  Shan  is  very  dark ;  and  I  'm 
afeard." 
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..jc^/JSut  whyv.gbould  he  prevent  our  camin'' 
tog^ber  ?    Sure^  Wt  there  your  mother  ?^ 
^  Qh%h^  8be>:jieard of  fainif  and-— «-^ 
^^  But  how  do  you  know  he  would  make  ob- 

The  poor  girl,  bkisbed  scarlet  as  she  said, 
'^Whj5  t5»  tell  you  the  thruth,  Rory,  and 
k^a.  no  niiiilth^  now  that  you  know  it,  afther 
what's  passed  between  us  this  morning;  but 
Shan  suspected  I  liked  you,  and  he  warned  me 
agen  it,  and  swore  a  bitter  oath,  that  if  ever 

1*4  thinly  of  you,  he  'd " 

«  What  ?^  said  Rory. 

^\  Curse  mc^"  said  Kathleen ;  and  she  shud- 
dered as  she  said  it. 

*'6od  forgive  him!^  said  Rory  solemnly. 
**But  never. mind,  Kathleen;  I'll  meet  him, 
>Qd  I'll  spake  him  fair,  and  tell  him  the 
^bruth.  And  when  I  spake  to  him  like  a  man, 
°e  can't  b^  less  of  a  man,  and  he  wouldn^t  be 
^SQ  dark  a  heart  ,to  keep  spite  agen  me  be- 
cause my  sisther  didn't  love  him.'' 

k5 
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^^  It 's  the  kind  and  generous  heart  you  have, 
Rory ;  but  I  'm  afeard  it  would-be  no  use:  at 
all  events,  don't,  be  in  a  hurry,  dbout  iti  ^mait 
a  bit,  and  maybe  when  he  comes  across  some 
other  girl  that  will  wane  his  heart  fcom  the 
owld  love,  he  may  be  aisier  about  it)  but  at 
this  present,  Bory  dear,  don't  purtend  that 
you  love  me,  nor  let  on  what  you  said  to  me 
this  morning." 

'<  It 's  hard  to  hide  what 's  in  the  heart,'^  said 
Bory ;  ^^  for  even  if  the  tongue  doesn'^t  bethray 
you,  it  may  peep  out  of  your  eyes.* 

^^  But  we  shanH  meet  often,^  said  Kathleen ; 
^*  so  there  will  be  the  less  danger  of  that/*    - 

"That's   hard,  too,"    said    Bory.     *<Bjot, 

Kathleen,  will  you ^"  he  could  n6t  finish 

the  sentence,  but  Kathleen  caught  his  meadiog 
and  said, 

"  You  couldn^t  say  the  words,  Bory,-^you 
were  going  to  say,  will  I  be  thrue  to  you  ?-  Oh, 
Rory  dear!  I  have  given  you  my  hearty  be- 
cause I  couldnH  help  it,  and  I  trust  to  you  that 
you  have  given  me  yours ;  and,  oh !  donH  take  it 
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away  from  me !  I  must  hide  mj  love  for  a 
time.  I.Ul  hide  it  as  a  miser  would  hide  bis 
ffii ;  and  oh,  Rory !  donH  let  me  find  the 
treasure  gone  when  I  may  venture  to  show 
it  to  the  day."" 

^  Kathleen  darling !  while  there 's  life  in  my 
licfurt,  it  is  you  are  the  queen  of  it.^ 

''Go,  now,"  said  Kathleen;  ''go,--doD't 
stay  longer  here ;  I  wouldn't  have  yoa  seen  for 
ti^  king's  ransom." 

*'  May  the  Heavens  bless  and  keep  you !" 
said  Rory ;  <<  one  more  kiss,  my  own-own 
Sid;"  and  clasping  her  in  his  arms,  they  bade 
^h  other  farewelL 

Rory  hurried  on  with  a  rapid  step  that  accord- 
ed with  the  tumult  of  his  feelings,  and  was  soon 
^  to  Kathleen's  sight.  She  looked  after  him 
^hile  he  remained  within  view,  and  then  re- 
^DAed  her  occupation;  but  it  was  in  silence. 
xhe  sportive  song  had  ceased* — the  light-heart- 
^^Qen  of  the  girl  had  passed  away  even  with 
^  consciousness  of  a  deeper  pleasure.  Her 
tlik  ended,  she  took  up  her  pail,  and  went  her 
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way  homewards,  but  not  with  ^e  elastic  JEtcp 
with  which  she  had  trodden  the  wild  floweFs  on 
her  outgoing.  •■A 

When  Rory  gained  the  high-road,  he  pur* 
sued  his  way  mechanically  towards  the  plaee  of 
his  destination,  without  a  thought  of  the  imiiie>- 
diate  business  he  had  in  hand*  His  braia  was 
in  a  whirl,  and  his  heart  in  a  blaze ;  aad  love 
and  Kathleen  Regan  were  the  objects  of  his 
thoughts,  and  not  conspiracies  and  his  myste- 
rious guest. 

His  approach  to  the  town,  however,  remind- 
ed him  of  the  object  of  his  mission,  and  he  pfo* 
ceeded  at  the  appointed  hour  to  the  puUio- 
house  indicated  by  De  Lacy.  It  was  maiiket- 
day  in  the  town,  so  that  the  public-house  was 
more  crowded  than  on  ordinary  occasions;  and 
Rory,  when  he  entered,  saw  many  p^'sons  en- 
gaged in  drinking  porter  and  whiskey,  but 
mostly  the  latter.  He  cast  his  eyes  about  to 
see  if  such  a  group  as  he  was  instructed  to  look 
for  was  there,  and  more  than  one  party  of  thtee 
was  present;  he  therefore  had  to  exercise  his 
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iRgacitj  in  sdLecting  which  of  the  groups  was 
ike  one  to  test  by  his  signal,  —  and  he  was  not 
long  in  deciding.     It  was  at  the  further  end  of 
the  room,  where  a  small  square  window  admit- 
ted as  much  light  as  could  find  its  way  through 
aome  panes  of  greenish  glass  with  bulls'  eyes  in 
the  middle  of  them,  covered  with  dust,  that 
three  men  were  seated  at  a  dirty  table  where  a 
congregation  of  flies  were  finishing  a  pot  of 
port^.     The  aspect  of  one  of  the  men  struck 
Rory  to  be  *'  outlandish,"  as  he  would  have 
said  himself,  and  the  quick  and  restless  twinkle 
of  bis  dark  eye  spoke  of  a  more  southern  di- 
mate.     To  this  group  Rory  approached,  and 
looking  round,  as  it  were  to  see  where  he  should 
nt,  he  asked  permission  of  the  party  to  take 
share  of  their  box — for  the  room  was  divided  into 
lacb  compartments.  They  made  room  for  him ; 
aod  he,  taking  up  the  empty  quart-pot  on  whose 
dregs  the  flies  were  regaling,  knocked  loudly 
with  it  on  the  table  and  started  the  buzzing  nui- 
isaces  from  their  banquet,  and  being  driven  from 
their  pewter  palace,  they  alighted  on  the  various 
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Utde  pools  and  meandering  streams  of  variouB 
liquids  that  stood  upon  the  filthy  table,  which 
seemed  to  be  left  to  them  as  a  sort  of  patrimony^ 
as  the  fallen  dates  are  to  the  wanderers  in  thb 
£ast.  The  tenderhearted  sMr^ei  who  was  the 
Hebe  of  the  hduse  would  not  have  robbed  th« 
poor  flies  of  their  feast  for  the  world,  by  wipi&g 
the  table.     Charity  is  k  great  virtue  1 

This  dirty  handmaiden  came  in  answer  to 
Rory's  thumping  of  the  quart-pot  on  the  board. 

*^  Loose  were  her  tresses  seen. 
Her  zone  unbouad/' 

Her  foot  was  unsandelled,  too;  in  short,  sbe^ 
was,  as  Bory  remarked  to  his  neighboiir  beside 
him,  **  loose  and  careless  like  the  1^  of  a  pot.^  ' 

"  What  do  yiz  want  ?"  says  Hebe. 

"  Something  to  dhrink,"  says  Rory. 

"Is  it  a  pot,  a  pint,  or  a  crapper  ?"  says  Hebei 

^f  I  ^U  jist  take  the  cobwebs  out  o'  my  throat 
with  a  pint  first,"  says  Rory*  - 

"I'll  sacve  you  immadiently,''  says  Hebe,' 
who  took  up  the  quart,  and  to  save  time  she 
threw  out  the  dregs  of  the  liquor  it  had  eon- 
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taioedi  coi  the  iSoor,  and  then  hdd  it  up  inverted 
in  a  most  graceful  maimer,  that  it  might  drain 
itself  dean  for  the  next  customer ;  so  that  her 
oourse  might  be.  tracked  up  and  down  the  room 
by  the  drippings  of  the  various  vessels,  and 
thus  ihe,;.^^did  her  spiriting  gently,  dropping 
odours,,  dropping  wine,^  ale,  and  sper'ts. 

She  returned  soon  with  a  pint  of  porter  to 
Rorj,  who  took  out  a  shilling  to  pay  for  it. 
^VVl  throuble  you  for  the  change,  my  dear,^^ 
said  he. 

Off  she  went  again  to  get  the  change,  and 
^r  some  time,  again  returned,  bearing  two 
quarts  of  porter  in  one  hand,  and  a  jug  of  punch 
nai^ng  between  the  Core  finger  and  thumb  of 
^ne  other,  while  a  small  roll  of  tobacco  and  a 
parcel  of  halfpence  were  clutched  in  the  I'emain- 

• 

^S  fingers.  The  liquids  and  the  tobacco  she 
^^dted  before  a  party  that  sat  in  a  box  op- 
posite to  Rory,  and  then,  advancing  to  him, 
she  flopped  the  halfpence  down  on  the  table 
^ore  him,  and  putting  her  hand  to  her  mouth, 
pulled  out  of  it  a  piece  of  tin  which  she  was 
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pleased  to  caU  aixpaace,  and  stii^king  it;<Hi>^e 
tc^.of  the  halfpence,  she  said,  '^  Tl^ere  -$  yoci^i 
change,  sir.''  ..  .„  j^j 

^^  It  V  a  tinker  you  have  to  make  change.  |pi^/ 
you,  I.b'lieye,''.said  Rory,     .  /\.-^j 

>^  How  is  it  a  tinker  ?!'  said  the  dams^.,;  ,i^.^f, 

,  '^  Oh,  I  wouldn't  take  th^, piece  al  jki.S]co^i[j 
you  for  the  worlds"  siedd  Hory  ?  "you  mi^t^; 
want  it  to  stop  a  hole  in  a  saucepan,  and  mayt)^^ 
it's  coming  afther  me  you'd  be  for  it/'  .^no 

"  I  'd  be  long  sorry  to  folly  you,"*  said  ^tbftL^ 
damsel,  saucily,  and  turning  away.  ..^.{^ 

*'  See,  young  woman,**'  said  Rory  —  ^Vd|^%, 
be  in  sitch  a  hurry  if  you  plaze— I  ga^vcj^^^ 
a  good  hog,''^  and  I'll  throuble  you  fpr  a.gOfQ^.i!: 
taisther."  ,,^  .. 

.  **  I  hayen'ta  betther  to  give  you,  sir  —  barruij^js 
halfpence.''  •  ,.•;.„ 

"  Well,  I  'm  noways  proud,  so  the  halfpca|i<(^vw 
will  do  for  me;  good  copper  is  betther  thm  i. 
bad  silver,  any  day." 


♦  The  shilling  and '  sixpence  were  called  by  the  M^ '' 
or^ears  '*  hog"  and  "  tester," 


^  -  * . 

i.t:  Ki" 
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'  TUe  state  of  the  silver  eHrrency  in  Irelaod  mi 
tbb  period  was  disgraceful  —  so  bad,  that  it  left 
the  public  almost  at  the  mercy  of  the  coiners. 
M^ra  the  Warwickshire  Militia  went  to  Ire- 
land, many  of  the  privates,  having  been  work* 
men  in  Birminghara,'  were  very  smart  hands  at 
the  practice,  and  many  stories  are  current  of 
their  doings  in  this  line.  Amongst  others,  it  is 
stAted  that  a  party  of  these  men  in  a  public-house 
offered  some  bad  money  for  what  they  had 
^unk;  but  the  publican  being  on  his  guard,  as 
^ir  habits  in  this  way  ware  becoming  notorious, 
ftfused  several  shillings  one  after  another.  The 
^dier  who  offered  them  said  the  dealer  in 
liqtKnr  was  over-particular;  but  he  retorted,  that 
they  were  so  well  known  for  their  tricks,  it  was 
necewary  to  be  cautious.  "Well,"  said  the 
tidier  at  last,'  "  here  then,  since  nothing  else 
^dl  do  ;'^  and  he  threw  down  another  coin,  and 
ft  very  goad-looking  one  it  was.  The  landlord 
^amined  it  for  a  while,  but  at  last  it  was  re- 
jected. "What  I"  said  the  soldier,  "  nor  not 
^l^t  noither  !^    "  No,"  said  the  landlord.    So 
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a  good  BbilKng  wai  obliged  to  be  produced 
at  last,  and  as  the  partj  left  the  hous^  the 
discomfited  hero  was  heard  to  say,  '^  Well^ 
I  never  know'd  one  o*  Tonis  make,  tO;  mias 

before.'*'  .  >  ..> 

The  girl  brought  back  Rory  the  value  of  dtt 
sixpence  in  copper — or  rather,  much  moreLthan 
its  value ;  and  then  Rory  commenced  reckon- 
ing his  change,  which  was  the  means  he  bad 
decided  on  for  throwing  out  his  signal.  So, 
spreading  the  balance  before  him  h^  begai^— 
^  One,  two,  three — ^there  's  som^  sense  in  good 
balance ;  one,  two,  three—jist  as  if  I  was  to 
rob  you  of  your  tin,  my  good  girl ;  one^  two, 
three  —  phoo  !  murdher  I  I  'm  mixin'  them 
all.'*  .  r 

^^  Arrah  will  you  never  be  done  reckoniai' 
them  f  said  Hebe  impatiently;  '^^  one  ik1  think 
'twas  a  hundher  poun'  you  wor  countinV  l^t 
alone  change  of  a  hog.  I  'm  thinkin',  it 's  no 
great  credit  to  your  schoolmasther  you  are.T 
^^Fair  and  aisy  goes  far  in  a  day,"  said 
Rory,  again  commencing  to  count  his  change. 
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M  One^  two,  three  ;**  loid  while  he  spoke,  he 
looked  M  the  dark-eyed  man,  in  whose  jGsoe  he 
fiuieied  he  caught  something  of  an  expression 
o£  the  inteHigenee  of  his  meaning,  and  thenrhe 
proceeded  with  his  reckoning  and  dismissed 
the  girL 

One  of  the  men  now  addressed  him  and 
Slid,  ^^  You  are  particular  in  counting  your 
diange.^ 

"  Yea,  indeed  I  am^^  said  Rory,  '<  and  I  .'11 
tdl  you  the  reason  why :  because  I  lost  some 
aooey  the  other  day.  by  not  being  particular 
it  that  same,  when  I  was  buying  some  ducks.'' 

The  dark-eyed  man  looked  very  sharply  on 
Kory  as  he  proceeded. 

^^  To  be  sure,^  I  didn't  mind  the  loss  much, 
ipr  the  ducks  was  worth  the  money.  They 
^r  very  fine  duckt.'^ 

A  still  keener  glance  from  the  dark-eyed  mah 
ibUowed  Rorjr's  last  words,  and  be  rose  imme- 
diately, and  left  the  public  house;  his  two 
ttmpanions  did  so  likewise^  and  Rory  lost  no 
time  in  following  them.   On  reaching  the  door, 
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he  saw  them  standing  together  a  few  paces 
removed  from  the  house,  and  on  seeing  him 
appear  they  walked  down  the  quay  until  they 
arrived  at  a  corner,  where  looking  back  to  see 
that  he  followed,  they  turned  up  the  street. 
Rory  tracked  them,  and  at  another  turn  the 
same  practice  was  observed  by  his  conduct- 
ors, whom  he  continued  to  follow,  dodging 
them  through  many  an  intricate  winding,  un- 
til arriving  at  a  very  narrow  alley,  they  turned 
for  the  last  time,  and  when  Kory  reached  the 
ispot,  he  perceived  them  about  half-way  up  the 
passage  standing  at  the  mouth  of  a  cellar ;  and 
the  moment  he  appeared,  they  all  suddenly 
descended.  He  followed  fast  upon  them,  and 
going  down  a  steep  and  broken  stair,  enter- 
ed a  low  door  which  was  closed  the  moment  he 
had  passed  it,  and  he  found  himself  in  total 
darkness. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


II  VBICft  BOBY  BXAR9  AITI^  8SES  MORE  THAIT  SE  SAB* 
GAINED  FOR^  AND  FINDS  IN  THE  CONCLUSION  THE  TRUTH 
Of  THE  PROVERfi,  THAT  PROVIDENCE  NEVER  SHUTS  ONE 
■DOGA  WI7H<|17T  OPENING  AKOTHSB. 

While  spots  of  red  and  green  were  dancinj^ 
Wore  Rorj's  eyes  by  his  sudden  immersion 
from  light  into  darkness,  a  voice  close  beside 
Urn  said, 

"  Ver  glaad  to  see  you." 

"  God  spare  you  your  eyesight  !"  said  Rory : 
^I  wish  I  could  return  the  compliment  to 
you.** 

Rory  heard  a  low  laugh  in  another  tone,  and 
then  the  former  voice  spoke  again  : 

"  Whaat  !  you  no  glaad  to  see  me  ?'* 

'*  'Faith,  I  would  be  very  glad  to  see  you  ; 
but  how  can  I  see  you  in  the  dark  ?" 
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"  Ho  I  ho !  I  see,  you  fonee  feylow — ^ha,  ha !" 

"  Strek  a  light,"  said  another  voice. 

"  Wait  a  minit — I  *m  gettin'  the  tendber- 
box,^'  was  the  answer. 

The  foreign  voice  again  said,  addressing 
Rory, 

"  You  air  wailcome.'* 

<^  Thank  you  kindly,'^  said  Rory  ;  *'  give  us 
your  fist/' 

"  Vaut  you  say  ?" 

"  Give  us  your  fist.*' 

*'  He 's  biddin'  you  shake  hands  wid  hiniy'* 
said  a  voice  that  had  not  yet  spoken ;  and  Roiy 
thought  it  was  one  he  should  know,  though 
where  he  had  heard  it  he  could  not  remember. 

^^  Oh  !"  said  the  foreigner,  '^  donnez'^ai 
la  main** 

"  No,  I  dunna  any  man,'*  said  Rory. 

^*  Bah  !  shek  ban'  wis  me  !''  said  the  voice. 

Rory  now  stretched  out  his  hand,  and  en- 
countered an  extended  palm  which  grasped  his 
and  exchanged  with  him  the  grip  of  the  United 
Irishman. 
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This  satisfied  Rory  all  was  right,  and  he 
now  waited  with  patience  for  the  light.  The 
souniof  a  flint  and  steel,  followed  by  a  shower 
of  sparks,  showed  that  the  process  of  illumina*- 
ticm  wail  going  forward  ;  the  tinder  soon  became 
ignited,  and  the  sharp  sound  of  blowing  was 
soon  followed  by  the  lighting  of  a  match  —  and 
the  first  face  that  its.lurid  glare  fell  upon  was 
that  <^  Shan  Began. 

Rory  started :  he  was  the  last  person  he  ex- 
pected  to  meet,  and  certainly  the  last  he  could 
hare  wished  to  see  in  that  place.  A  coolness 
finr  some,  time  had  existed  between  them,  as  the 
reader  already  knows ;  and  though  Rory  fully 
intended  to  do  all  in  his  power  to  remove  it, 
aid  to  meet  Regan,  for  that  purpose  as  often 
as  he  could,  yet  on  such  an  occasion  as  the  pre- 
sent he  oould  have  wished  him  absent*  His 
presettce  there,  it  is.  true,  showed  him  to  be  en- 
gaged in  the  same  cause  as  Rory,  and  one  at  the 
firstglance  might  suppose  that  this  would  have 
faeffitated  a  reconciliation  between  them ;  but 
on  closer  examination  we  shall  find  this  not'  to 


216  JIORY    o'MORE. 

be  the  case.  In  all  conspiracies  where  men  effe 
linked  together  in  a  cause  whose  penidty  is 
death,  private  friendship  is  desirable  amongst 
its  members,  at  least  in  its  early  stages,  wh^:e 
fidelity  is  essential  to  its  existence.  Personal 
foes  may  fight  side  by  side  in  the  same  cause 
iwhen  once  a  conspiracy  arrives  at  its  outbreak ; 
but  in  its  secret  preparatory  councils,  a  man 
recoils  from  the  contact  of  any  but  a  friend. 

It  was  the  conciousness  of  this  fact,  perhaps, 
that  led  to  the  ingenious  construction  of  the 
plan  by  which  the  heads  of  the  Society  of  Unit- 
ed Irishmen  contrived  to  organise  a  great  por- 
tion of  Ireland.  The  system  was  this  :  There 
was  a  Chief  Committee  of  twelve;  each  of 
these  twelve  was  the  head  of  another  twelve, 
but  between  each  knot  of  twelve  there  was  no 
acquaintance  —  they  were  totally  distinct  from 
each  other;  so  that  an  extensive  ramification 
of  union  existed  in  parties  of  twelve,  each  obey- 
ing its  own  superior,  through  whom,  alone,  all 
commands  and  plans  were  coi^veyed.  Each 
knot  was  thus  a  little   band  of  friends,   and 
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iitom^tlieir  <dist]iictiiess9  the  secret  was  the  mcure 
'lilMdy.to  be  kept.    It  will  be  seen  that  by  this 
-'noBiathe^Head  Committee  organised  one  hun- 
Hired  and  Jcnij-fbur  members,  whose  knots  of 
'•tvdT«  each-  being  multiplied,  gives  a  force  of 
:tw«nty  thousand  seven  hundred  and  odd  men, 
-and  their  multiplied   dozens  would  produce 
nearly  two  hundred  and  forty*nine  thousand : 
Aqs,  at  three  removes  from  the  focus  of  the 
•jttem,  a  pow^ul  force  was  at  a  moment's 
command,  within  whose  several  knots  private 
friendship  as  weU  as  the  common  cause  was  a 
•source  of  union  and  fidelity.     It  was  only  in 
the  higher  grades  of  the  confederation  that  pri- 
vate signals  existed.     In  the  inferior  classes, 
esdi  dozen  only  knew  their  own  circle ;  so  that 

•  to  whatever  extent  the  system  might  be  spread, 

•  each -of  the  subordinate  actors  was  intimate 
with  no  more  than  twelve  persons,  which  tend- 
ed at  once  to  give  greater  personal  security, 
and.  to  prevent  also  a  premature  explosion  of 
the  conspiracy. 

•    VOIm  f.  L 
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This  brief  sketch  of  the  system  is  given,  to 
account  for  Rory  not  knowing  Regan  to  be  a 
United  man,  although  living  in  the  same  diis- 
trict.  Regan  belonged  to  another  circle ;  and 
it  was  from  very  di£Perent  desires  that  he  was  of 
the  association,  and  with  a  very  di£Perent  set  that 
he  was  leagued.  Rory  became  a  United  Irish- 
man from  other  and  better  motives  than  R^an. 
However  erroneous  those  motives  might  have 
been,  they  had  their  origin  in  a  generous  na- 
ture ;  wild  notions  of  the  independence  of  his 
country  were  uppermost  in  the  mind  of  Rory, 
while  the  mere  love  of  licence  was  the  incentive 
to  Regan..  During  that  terrible  period  of  Ire- 
land's history,  some  of  the  insurgents  were 
pure,  however  mistaken  enthusiasts;  while 
there  were  others  whose  love  of  turbulence  was 
their  only  motive.  Of  the  latter  class  was 
Regan:  he  had  inherited  from  his  father  « 
comfortable  farm,  but  his  love  of  debasing 
amusements  —  such  as  cock-fighting,  &c.,  the 
frequency  of  his  visits  to  public-houses,  and 
his  attachment  to  disorderly  company,  had  led 
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him  from  the  wholesome  pursuits  that  would 
have  made  him  good  uid  prosperous,  to  become 
improyident  and  embarrassed. 

It  is  strange  that  whenever  this  takes  place, 
a  man  mostly  becomes  an  idler  :  the  very  fact 
which  should  warn  him  of  his  danger,  and  make 
him  exert  himself  the  more,  generally  operates 
i&  the  contrary  way.  He  gives  himself  up.  as 
it  were,  to  ruin,  and  seeks  in  dissipation  forget-  . 
fuhess  of  the  past  and  disregard  of  the  future. 
Thi&  state  of  things  lasts  as  long  as  there  is 
^;thing  left  to  support  him ;  and  when  all  is 
lost,  he  is  then  fit  for  every  sort  of  violence  or 
B^ODess; — ^he  must  be  either  a  beggar  or  a 
desperado. 

It  was  in  the  middle  stage  that  Regan  fell 
'^  with  De  Welskein.  They  were  just  the  men 
w  each  other: — Regan  was  the  bead  of  a 
disorderly  set  of  fellows,  who  were  ready  and 
^ve  agents  in  assisting  the  Frenchman  in  his 
"iDQggling;  and,  in  return,  the  brandy,  and 
^bacco,  and, merry-makings  of  the  smuggler 
^^  ample  temptations  and  regards  for  Began. 

l2 
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The  debauched  orgies  of  the  cellar,  where  Rory 
now  found  himself  for  the  first  time,  were  fami- 
liar to  the  unfortunate  victim  of  idleness,  bad 
company  and  lawless  desires. 

Though  he  was  often  absent  from  home  and 
neglected  his  husbandry,  he  still  retained  his 
farm;  but  his  payments  of  rent  became  irregular, 
his  farming  stock  grew  less  by  degrees ;  a  cow, 
a  sheep,  a  pig,  was  obliged  now  and  then  to  be 
sacrificed  to  supply  his  riotous  propensities, 
and  his  poor  mother  and  sister  saw  with  sor- 
row their  comforts  lessening  around  them  :  but 
they  complained  not,  for  they  dreaded  the 
fierce  temper  of  Shan  Dhu,  or  Black  Johu^  as 
he  was  called.  It  was  not  only  the  diminution 
of  his  worldly  substance  they  lamented^  but 
they  fclt  that  the  most  respectable  of  their 
neighbours,  one  by  one,  dropped  oflF  from  their 
acquaintance  with  them ;  and  this,  to  the  senisi- 
tive  nature  of  the  Irish  peasant^  cuts  deeper 
than  even  want.  Want,  they  are  familiar 
with ;  they  see  it  on  every  side,  and  they  can 
bear  it  with  patience:  but  the  social  virtues 
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flourish  amongst  them  in  the  midst  of  barren- 
ness, like  the  palms  in  the  desert. 

Amongst  the  friendships  which  had  decayed 
was  that  of  the  0*Mores.  The  widow  loved 
her  daughter  too  well  to  give  her  to  a  disorder- 
ly, though  a  comparatively  wealthy  peasant,  as 
Shan  Regan  was  when  he  asked  Mary  O^More 
for  his  wife ;  and  Mary  herself  had  an  intuitive 
dislike  for  all  that  was  gross,  which  revolted 
from  Regan^s  brutal  nature.  Rory,  though  he 
knew  him  not  as  a  friend  at  any  period, — for  the 
men  were  too  unlike  each  other  ever  to  have 
associated  closely, — yet  always  had  recognised 
him  as  an  old  acquaintance  whenever  they  met ; 
but  he  never  sought  his  company — for  Rory, 
though  as  full  of  fun,  as  fond  of  mirth,  and 
loving  his  glass,  his  joke,  and  a  pretty  girl,  as 
much  as  every  Irishman  ought  to  doj  yet  he 
reverenced  the  decencies  of  life  too  much  to  be 
a  drunkard,  a  buffoon,  or  a  debauchee.  His  ac- 
quaintanceship with  Regan  might  have  gone  on, 
as  far  as  Rory  was  concerned,  just  the  same, 
quite  uninfluenced  by  his  sister's  refusal ;  but 
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not  so  with  the  rejected  one.  He  considered 
the  part  Mary  had  taken,  as  a  family  affront : 
his  pride  (such  as  it  was)  was  wounded  more 
than  his  heart ;  or  rather^  it  was  his  love  for 
himself,  and  not  for  the  girl,  that  suffered  most. 
So  he  made  a  feud  of  the  business,  and  in- 
cluded Rory  amongst  his  foes.  To  this  he  was 
the  more  inclined,  as  he  suspected  GonoUy, 
who  was  a  sworn  friend  of  O'More's,  to  be  his 
rival. 

From  all  these  circumstances,  it  is  no*  wonder 
that  Rory  was  startled  at  seeing  Regan  at  such 
a  time  :  but  as  he  could  not  help  himself,  he 
determined  to  affect  composure,  which  he  was 
the  better  able  to  accomplish,  as  he  had  time  to 
recover  from  his  surprise  before  his  presence 
was  manifest  to  Regan.  The  scene  that  had 
occurred  in  the  morning,  too,  rendered  him  the 
more  anxious  to  conciliate,  and  with  asincere 
wish  to  overcome  the  coolness  that  Regan  «liad 
lately  observed  towards  him,  he  advanced  to 
him  with  open  hand  and  greeted  him  kindly. 
It  was  obvious,  from  the  expression  that  passed 
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QT^JS^^'s  face>  thai;  themeetiDg  was  quite  as 
stortliog  and  diiiagreeable  to  him  as  it  had  been 
to  Koi^.,  who  contuiued  stiU,  however^  the  offer 
pf  bi$,  haady  aod  repeated  his  words  of  kindly 
iieoggnitipiL  A  cold  reply  was  all  that  followed, 
though  the  hand  was.  accepted  :  but  there  was 
hq  sympathy  in  the  contact  ;  the  touch  of 
lneodshjpwa^wan,ting,-<---that  touch  whose  sen- 
sation is  so  undefinable, but. SQ. well  understood, 
— ^that  natural,  freemasonry  which  springs  from 
and  h  ]:ecognised  by  the  heart. 

Ab  soon  as  the  light  was  struck,  a  lamp  was 
lifted  in  a  ship-lantern  that  hung  from  the 
low  roof  of  the  cellar  over  a  coarse  table 
round  which  benches  of  a  rude  construction 
w«re  placed.  Another  person  as  well  as  Regan 
was  present  in  addition  to  the  three  Rory  had 
fbUowed  from  the  public-house  ;  and  this  man 
seemed  more  familiar  with  De  Welskein  than 
aiiy  of  the  others,  and  sometimes  addressed  him 
in  French.  Round  the  cellar  were  some  coils 
of  rope^  a  couple  of  hammocks  were  hung  in 
one  comer ;  two  or  three  kegs  and  some  rolls  of 
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tobacco  were  stowed  away  under  a  truckle-bed 
in  another  quarter  of  the  den  ;  and  in  a  rude 
cupboard,  coarse  trenchers  and  drinking-cans 
were  jumbled  together,  with  some  stone  jars  of 
a  foreign  aspect.  After  some  bustle,  pipes  and 
tobacco  were  laid  on  the  table,  the  stone  bottles 
and  the  drinking*vessels  were  taken  from  the 
cupboard,  and  De  Welskein  invited  Rory  to 
sit  down  beside  him. 

"  Combe,  you  sair  —  seet  down  —  here  some- 
ting  for  you  to  dreenk  —  not  nastee,  like  po- 
belick-house,  bote  goot  —  ha,  ha !  No  doretee 
portere,  bote  brandee  —  ver  goot  and  nussing 
to  pay/' 

All  the  men  sat  down,  and  sending  the  stone 
jars  from  man  to  man,  the  cans  were  charged 
with  brandy,  slightly  diluted  with  water  from  a 
black  pitcher ;  pipes  were  lighted,  smoking  and 
drinking  commenced,  and  while  a  desultory 
conversation  was  kept  up  among  the  rest  of  the 
party,  De  Welskein  questioned  Rory  as  to  the 
cause  of  his  being  the  messenger  to  him.  Rory 
made  him  acquainted  with  De  Lacy's  illness,  and 
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the  drcumstanoes  that  led  to  his  being  his 
guest ;  inaU  of  which  communication  the  person 
who  j^ke  French  assisted  in  making  De  Wei* 
^ein  and  Rory  intdligible  to  each  other.  This 
was  no  very  easy  matter  sometimes ;  the  French- 
maa'a  English  bothering  Rory  uncommonly,  as 
his  name  did  also.  However,  as  it  was  neces- 
sary  be  should  drink  to  the  founder  of  the  feast, 
he  was  obliged  to  make  an  offer  at  his  name, 
and  so  he  boldly  took  his  can  of  grog  in  his 
haiid  and  with  his  best  bow  said  — 
"Here*8  to  your  gpod  health,  Mr.  Wilki- 


sonJ" 


A  laugh  followed,  at  Kory's  expense,  in  which 
the-  Frenchman  only  half  joined,  for  it  has 
ahready  be^:i  noticed  that  his  name  was  matter 
of  anidety  to  him  ;  so  as  soon  as  the  laugh  had 
subsided,  he  said  — 

.**  No,  no !  notdat  my  nem ;— De  Welskein/' 

f^I  b^  your  pardon,  sir —  but  would  you 
say  that  agin,  if  you  plaze  ?" 

The  Frenchman  now  slowly  and  distinctly 
pronounced  his  name,  giving  the  w  the  soupd 

L  5 
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of  the  V5  which  it  assumes  in  Dutch  names,  and 
repeated  —  "  De  -  Vel  -  skeen," 

"  Thank  you,  sir,*^  says  Rory,^ — ^  I  ax  your 
pardon,  and  again  I  say,  Here  is  to  your  good 
health,  Mr.  Devilskin/' 

A  roar  of  laughter  followed  this  mistake  of 
Rory%  and  all  swore  that  that  was  the  best 
name  of  all  the  others  he  enjoyed ;  but  the 
Frenchman  did  not  like  it,  and  said  impatiently, 
using  his  own  language,  as  a  foreigner  gene- 
rally does  when  he  becomes  excited  — 

"  Now,  nofif  nouy  mon  ami ! — Devilsketo  ! — 
non;  c'est  ^Poil-de^diable  F — Sacri — quel  tiOm! 
— ^Poii'de-diable  P  you  say  not  dat.— Pierre," 
said  he,  addressing  his  friend  who  spoke  French, 
faiteS'lui  comprendre  monnom — pas  De  Welskeiny 
parceque  c^est  trop  difficile^  mais  St.  Foix^ 

"  Om,  Sans-peur^''  said  Pierre. 

The  Frenchman  nodded  assent  and  said, 
^^  Bon.'^     The  compliment  appeased  him. 

Pierre  now  told  Rory  to  address  De  Wel- 
skein  by  the  favourite  name  of  Sans-peur;  but 
this  was  as  difficult  to  Rory  as  the  other,  and 
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the  Qoarest  approach  be  could  make  to  it  was 
''Scamper."  This  he  yaried  •oiDetimes  into 
"Samplep/*  or  **  Sandpaper,"  as  luck  would 
have  it. 

While  the  drinking  and  smoking  proceeded, 
De  W^elskeip  told  Rory  of  the  intended  expe- 
^tion  from  the  Texel;  and  when  he  had  given 
him  all  the  verbal  instruction  he  thought  re- 
^I^isite,  he  entrusted  him  with  the  letter  to  De 
^y  from  General  Hoche. 

**Tare  arf  ouns  !*'  said  Rory ;  "  is  it  the  rale 
^Ueral  Hoche !  "  for  Hoche's  name  and  repu- 
^tion  were  well  known  in  Ireland. 
*'  Otft."  said  De  Welskein. 
**  What  do  you  mane  by  we  ?-^"  It  *s  not  uz 
^t  all  I  'm  axin'  about ;  but  I  want  to  know,  is 
^^^is  letther  from  the  rale  Gineral  ?" 
•*  Certanlee  l—ouir 

**Aagh  I  what  is  he  sayin^  we  for  ?"  said  Rory, 
^^irniDg  to  Pierre,  who  was  grinning  at  Rory's 
*^8take8  and  the  Frenchman's  impatience. 

"He means,  yes,"  said  Pierre:  ^'ouimesLns 
yes.'' 
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**  Oh  !  I  ax  your  pardon,  Mr,  Sandpaper  ;-^ 
then  this  is  the  rale  Gineral's  letther ! — Oh  !  to 
think  that  I'd  ever  see  the  proud  day  that  I'd 
have  a  letther  of  Gineral  Hoche's  in  my  fist  T 
and  he  kissed  it  with  rapture. 

The  Frenchman  cried  "  Sacre  r  and  laughed 
at  his  enthusiasm ;  and  Rory  proceeded-*- 

"And  will  we  see  the  Gineral  here,  Mr. 
Scraper  r 

"  Me  fraid  no  I"  said  De  Welskein ;  and  he 
shook  his  head  mysteriously  and  made  a  grimace. 

**  What  do  you  mane  ?*^  said  Rory. 

«  Me  fraid  he  die." 

*•■  Is  it  Gineral  Hoche  die ! — arrah,  an'  what 
would  he  die  for .?" 

"  Me  tsinks  he  get  vaut  you  call  gunstump.** 

"Gun— t^A«^?'' 

"  He  as  got  de  gunstump  in  him." 

"  God  keep  us !"  says  Rory, — "  think  o'  that ! 
And  where  is  it  in  him,  sir  ?" 

"  Inside,  into  his  boddee." 

"  Oh  !  murdher,  my  poor  fellow  !  to  have  the 
stump  of  a  gun  stickin'  in  him  {" 

^  No,  no,  de  gun  not  stick  in  him — ^you  mis- 
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tek :  it  is  vaut  I  vcxxl  say,  dat  he  has  de  tickle- 
hine.'' 

•*What  is  it  he  says  about  ticklin'?"  said 
Rory  to  Pierre,  who  only  grinned  and  enjoyed 
the  mutual  mistakes  of  the  Frenchman  and  the 
Paddy. 

^  Mai  i  la  poitrine^  said  De  Welskein. 

^That's  thrue,  'faith,*'  said  Rory.  "  If  he's 
so  bad  as  that,  his  only  dipindince  is  in  the 
PadhereenSf  sure  enough.*** 

Peter  (or  Pierre)  now  laughed  outright  at 
Rory's  blunder,  which  must  be  explained.  Pad- 
hereetis  is  the  name  the  Irish  give  to  their  beads, 
upon  which  they  count  the  number  of  Paters 
(or  Pathers)  they  repeat,  and  hence  the  name 
PfMereens;  and  Rory  very  naturally  came  to 
the  conclusion,  that  if  a  man  was  at  the  point  of 
death,  which  Rory  conceived  to  be  most  likely 
when  he  had  the  ^stumpofagun  sticking  in  him^ 
the  best  thing  he  could  do  would  be  to  say  his 
prayers. 

De  Welskein  saw  there  was  a  mystification 
going  forward ;  so  he  said  to  Pierre,  "  Expliquez 
doner 
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*' What  he  says  is,"  said  Pierre,  "that  the 
General  has  a  consumption." 

"  Ah!  I  forgess  de  fermi/iaison;— gunstump- 
sion,— yais,  dat  is  raight ! — gunstumpsion." 

^  Oh,  murdher  !"  said  Rory :  **if  we  had  him 
here,  we  would  cure  him  intirely/* 

^<  Comment  ?"  said  the  Frenchman. 

^^  Oh,  it 's  common  enough  in  this  counthry, 
indeed,"  said  Rory.  "The  finest  thing  in  the 
world  for  consumption  is  goat's  milk,  made 
into  whay." 

"Ah,  yais, — ghost's  milk  ver  goot." 

"  Goafs  milk,  I  say,"  says  Rory. 

"  Yais,  yais,  I  oonderstan',"  said  the  French- 
man with  great  complacency :  "  Ghost's  milk." 

"'Faith  it's  ghost's  milk  he'll  be  takin',  I'm 
afeard,  sure  enough,"  said  Pierre,  laughing  at 
De  Welskein's  mistake. 

**0h,  murdher !"  said  Rory,  "and  is  Gineral 
Hoche  goin'  to  die  ?  Oh,  thin  that  is  the  mur- 
dher !"  * 

So,  Rory,  in  the  idiom  of  his  language,  un- 

*  This  expression  means  "  that  is  the  pity.'' 
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intentioDaUy  expressed  what  was  in  fact  the 
fate  of  the  gallant  Hocbe. 

A  tap  at  the  door  of  the  cellar  announced  a 
fresh  arrrr al ;  and  after  some  signals  given,  the 
door  Was  opened  and  some  other  men  entered) 
and,  at  short  intervals  after,  a  few  girls.  Some 
of  the  latter  were  good-looking,  though  with  a 
certain  expression  of  boldness  and  recklessness 
that  Rory  did  not  admire.  Rory  had  enough 
of  imagination  and  sentiment  to  render  the 
society  of  the  softer  sex  always  matter  of  de- 
light to  him ;  but  there  was  something  in  the 
manner  of  these  girls  he  did  not  like. 

"  You  see,"  said  De  Welskein,  **  de  leddees 
mek  visite  to  me/' 

"Yis,  sir,"  said  Rory,  who  did  not  know 
how,  very  well,  to  answer  this  appeal. 

"  But  you  no  dreenk." 

** Thank  you,  sir,  I'm  doin'  very  welL" 

"  You  no  like  brandee  ?" 

** 'Faith,  it 's  iligant  stuflF  it  is !  But  you  know, 
Mr.  Sandpaper,  that  enough  is  as  good  as  a 
faist.** 
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"  If  you  no  like  brandee,  give  you  wine.'" 

Rory  refused  the  offer  ;  but  one  of  the  girls 
addressed  De  Welskein,  and  thanking  him  for 
his  offer,  said,  ^^if  he'd  make  a  big  jug  o'  the 
nice  thing  he  gave  them  the  other  night  ?'* 

Pierre  explained  to  him  that  some  of  the 
ladies  would  like  negus,  because  they  thought 
it  genteel. 

,  "Ah  !"  said  the  Frenchman,  "yais,  my  dear, 
certainementf  you  moste  have  your  leetle  nig- 
gers: vouds  you  like  to  have  some  nutmarks 
een  it  ?" 

*'  What  do  you  say,  Mr.  Whelpskin  ?^  said 
the  girl,  simpering. 

"  Vouds  you  like  nutmarks  ?^ 

Pierre  came  to  the  rescue.  "  He  says, 
would  you  like  to  have  your  jug  o^  negus  made 
with  nutmegs  ?  my  darling." 

"  Any  way  Mr.  Whelpskin  plazes." 

"  So  it  ■'s  not  too  ivake,''^  says  another. 

"  A  dash  o'  sper^ts  through  it  will  make  it 
livelier,  sir,"  said  the  most  audacious  of  the 
party.     And  accordingly  a  large  jug  of  nig- 
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gers,  with  nutmarks  and  the  dash  o*  sperHs, 
was  made.  A  fiddler,  in  some  time,  made  his 
appearance ;  and  after  the  Jirst  jug  of  niggers 
had  been  demolished,  a  dance  was  set  on  foot. 
One  of  the  ladies  asked  Rory  to  *^  stand  up  on 
the  flure,^  which,  of  course,  Rory  did,  and 
exerted  himself  to  the  utmost  to  do  credit  to 
his  dancing-master.  In  short,  Rory,  though 
he  did  not  like  the  party,  had  intuitively  too 
much  savoir  vivre  to  let  any  repugnance  he 
might  entertain  be  manifested.  He  drank,  to 
be  sure,  sparingly ;  and  after  the  niggers  was 
introduced,  he  took  no  more  brandy-and- water: 
he  smoked  an  occasional  pipe,  and  danced 
^*  like  anything,^  but  he  kept  himself  clear  of 
intoxication,  though  he  had  drunk  enough  to 
produce  exhilaration.  Dance  after  dance  suc- 
ceeded ;  and  Rory  displayed  so  much  elasticity 
of  limb,  that  it  excited  the  admiration  even 
of  De  Welskein.  One  of  Rory's  partners 
seemed  much  taken  with  him;  and  after  a 
certain  jig  they  had  executed,  much  to  their 
mutual  honour  and  the  admiration  of  the  be- 
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holders,  the  fair  danseuse  sat  beside  him  so 
dose,  as  not  to  admit  of  any  doubt  that  she 
rather  admired  him.  A  cessatioti  to  the  dan- 
cing now  took  place,  and  brandy-and- water  and 
niggers  ad  irifinitum  was  the  order  of  the  day 
— or  rather  the  night.  A  song  was  next  called 
for  from  the  girl  who  sat  beside  Rory;  and 
after  a  proper  quantity  of  hemming  and  haw- 
ing, and  protestations  that  she  was  very  hoarse, 
she  sang  with  a  good  voice,  whose  natural 
sweetness  seemed  to  have  been  rendered  coarse 
by  exposure  to  weather,  the  following  song : 

Oh !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  blackbirds  and  thrishes, 
Oh !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  blackbirds  and  thrishes, 
Oh  I  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  blackbirds  and  thrishes^ 
It's  then  the  young  men  would  be  batin'  the  bushes. 

Oh  !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  ducks  in  the  wather, 
Oh  I  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  ducks  in  the  wather, 
Oh !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  ducks  in  the  wather, 
It 's  then  the  young  men  would  jump  in  and  swim  afther. 

Oh  1  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  birds  on  a  mountain. 
Oh  !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  birds  on  a  mountain, 
Oh  !  if  all  the  young  maidens  was  birds  on  a  mountain. 
It 's  then  the  young  men  would  get  guns  and  go  grousiD\ 
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If  the  maidens  was  all  throut  and  salmon  so  lively. 
If  the  maidens  was  all  throat  and  salmon  so  lively, 
If  the  maidens  was  all  throut  and  salmon  so  lively, 
Oh  I  the  divil  a  one  would  ate  mate  on  a  Friday. 

Loud  applause  followed  this  charming  lyric, 
during  the  singing  of  which  the  damsel  cast 
sundry  sly  glances  at  Rory,  who  could  not  mis- 
take that  die  was  making  love  to  him.  Rory 
was  a  handsome  fellow,  and  was  as  conscious 
as  most  handsome  fellows  are,  that  there  is  a 
certain  readiness  on  the  part  of  the  softer  sex 
to  be  affected  by  good  looks  —  but  this  rather 
open  manifestation  of  it  embarrassed  him.  To 
repel  a  woman  was  what  his  nature  would  not 
permit  him  to  do ;  yet  to  yield  to  the  species 
of  temptation  that  was  offered  to  him  was  what 
his  heart  forbade. 

The  revel  had  proceeded  now  for  some 
hours,  and  great  licence  was  exhibited  on  the 
part  of  all.  Rory^s  partner  still  clung  to  him 
with  a  degree  of  seductiveness  that  might  have 
influenced  him  at  another  time ;  but  now  the 
unhcdy  spell  was  powerless.      He    had    that 
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morning  won  the  plighted  troth  of  his  Kathleen, 
and  the  bare  thought  of  being  faithless  to  her 
was  profanation.  He  thought  of  her  sweet  song, 
even  in  defiance  of  the  scraping  of  the  tipsy  fid- 
dler who  still  stimulated  the  drunken  party  to 
stagger  through  the  dance ;  and  above  the  reek- 
ing steams  of  punch  and  tobacco  rose  the  sweet 
odour  of  the  breath  of  the  cows  and  the  morn- 
ing flowers  to  his  memory :  jthe  recollection 
was  his  salvation. 

Oh,  what  of  earthly  influence  can  so  fortify 
the  heart  of  man  against  the  seductions  of  vice 
as  the  love  of  a  virtuous  woman  ! , 

Let  us  pursue  this  scene  no  further :  suffice 
it  to  say,  their  brutal  revelry  had  so  far  over- 
come the  party,  that  of  all  present,  Rory 
CMore  and  his  partner  only  were  thoroughly 
conscious  of  what  was  going  forward.  When 
Rory  saw  there  was  none  to  oppose  his  reti- 
ring, he  drew  the  bolt  of  the  door  to  depart : 
his  tempting  partner  made  a  last  appeal  to 
induce  him  to  stay,  and  even  threw  her  arms 
round  his  neck  and  kissed  him. 


RORY  o'more.  237 

Rory's  manhood  rebelled  for  a  moment ;  but 
the  thought  of  Kathleen  came  over  him,  and 
in  as  soothing  a  tone  as  he  could  command,  he 
said  —  **  Don't  blame  me  ;  I  Ve  a  sweetheart 
that  trusts  to  me,  and  I  mustn't  deceive  the 
innocent  girl !" 

The  words  "innocent  girl"  seemed  to  go 
through  the  heart  of  the  woman  like  a  pistol- 
shot.  She  withdrew  her  arms  from  Rory's 
neck,  and  hiding  her  flushed  face  in  her  hands, 
burst  into  tears,  and,  throwing  herself  on  a 
bench,  sobbed  as  though  her  heart  would 
break. 

Rory  looked  on  her  with  pity ;  but,  fearing 
to  trust  himself  to  so  softening  an  influence  as 
a  woman's  weeping,  he  rushed  up  the  broken 
steps  of  the  cellar,  and  ran  down  the  narrow 
alley  until  he  had  turned  its  corner.  He  then 
paused  a  moment,  to  endeavour  to  remember 

« 

the  way  he  had  come,  which  had  been  so  in- 
tricate, that  under  the  exciting  circumstances 
in  which  he  had  been  led  to  the  place  and 
was  leaving  it,  it  cannot  be  wondered  his  re- 
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collection  was  rather  misty ;  so,  taking  the 
turn  which  chance  suggested  when  he  ran  from 
the  alley,  he  threaded  some  lonely  lanes,  tread- 
ing as  stealthily  as  his  haste  would  permit ; 
— for  an  occasional  gleam  of  light  through 
a  cracked  shutter  or  the  chink  of  a  door  be- 
tokened that  some  of  the  inhabitants  of  this 
ill-conditioned  quarter  were  still  watchers ;  and 
from  the  specimen  he  had  seen  of  the  com- 
pany it  afforded,  he  had  no  wish  to  encounter 
any  more  of  its  inmates.  The  sensation  of  a 
freer  atmosphere  than  that  of  the  confined 
closes  he  had  been  traversing  now  came  upon 
him,  and  indicated  the  vicinity  of  a  more  open 
space;  and  facing  the  current  of  air  that 
streamed  up  the  lane,  he  soon  arrived  in  what 
appeared  to  him  to  be  the  high  street  of  the 
town.  Here  all  was  empty,  dark,  and  silent, 
except  for  the  splashing  of  the  rain  from 
the  spouts  of  the  houses,  and  Rory  was 
obliged  again  to  pause,  for  he  knew  not  which 
way  to    turn,  as  he  had  made  his  way  from 
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the  alley  by  a  route  different  from  that  by 
which  he  entered,  and  he  was  consequently 
in  a  street  he  had  never  seen  before,  in  a  town 
to  which  he  was  a  stranger. 

He  stood  fbr  some  minutes,  unmindful  of  the 
torrent  of  rain  that  was  Mling,  quite  absorbed 
in  the  consideration  of  what  he  should  do.  It 
was  late,  and  he  doubted  whether  at  such  an 
hour  he  would  be  likely  to  get  admittance  to  a 
place  of  abode  for  the  night:  besides,  he  did 
not  know  where  to  find  it ;  and  it  struck  him 
that  the  only  course  left  him  was  to  make  the 
best  of  his  way  out  of  the  town,  and  proceed 
homewards.  This,  to  be  sure,  was  a  heavy 
task  to  impose  on  himself,  for  he  had  not  taken 
any  rest  since  he  left  his  own  house ;  he  had 
traversed  a  considerable  tract  of  country,  and 
to  go  over  the  same  ground  again  without  the 
intervention  of  sleep  was  what  even  so  active  a 
feUow  as  Rory  O'More  did  not  relish  the  con-  • 
templation  of.  Therefore  f  the  decision  he  came 
to  at  last  was,  to  leave  the  matter  to  chance  ;  — 
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if  in  his  passage  through  the  town  he  saw  any 
place  that  promised  him  shelter,  to  ask  for  it ; 
and  if  not,  to  start  direct  for  home. 

His  resolve  being  taken,  he  wrapped  his 
frieze-coat  about  him — for  he  now  noticed  that 
it  did  rain  rather  heavily — and  walked  at  a 
smart  pace  up  the  length  of  street  that  lay 
before  him.  He  had  not  proceeded  far  when  the 
fall  of  many  footsteps  attracted  his  attention ; 
and  from  the  heavy  and  measured  tread,  it  was 
plain  that  a  party  of  soldiers  was  in  his  neigh- 
bourhood. He  stopped  and  held  his  breath: 
the  party  was  evidently  getting  nearer ;  he  had 
no  right  to  be  abroad  at  that  hour,  for  the 
curfew  law  had  been  revived  of  late.  He  thought 
of  the  letter  he  had  in  his  possession,  and  death 
to  himself,  and  discovery  of  the  plot  flashed 
upon  his  imagination.  To  tear  the  letter  sug- 
gested itself  to  him ;  but  then,  it  might  con- 
tain intelligence  of  importance:  to  preserve  it 
therefore  was  desirable ;  yet  to  have  it  found, 
destruction.    What  was  to  be  done  ?  i 

Listening  intensely  to  ascertain  the  quarter 
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whence  the  footsteps  approached,  he  was  soon 
sensible  that  the  party  advanced  from  the  point 
towards  which  he  was  moving:  therefore,  trust- 
ing to  the  darkness  of  the  night  and  the  light- 
ness of  his  heels,  Bory  turned  about,  and  with 
that  peculiar  agility  of  step  so  characteristic 
of  his  countrymen,  he  ran  lightly  down  the 
street.    As  he  advanced  towards  the  end  of  it, 
he  perceived  there  was  a  wider  space  beyond 
it;  and  knowing  the   shade  of  the  houses  fa* 
voured  his  escape,  and  still  hearing  the  foot- 
steps following  him,  he  dreaded  that  the  mo- 
ment he  should  emerge  from  the  street  into 
the  open  space,  he  should  be  seen.     While  this 
thought  occurred  to  him,  he  perceived,  a  few 
steps  in  advance  of  him,  a  large  old-fashioned 
projecting  porch,  whose  clumsy  columns  and 
deep  recess  suggested  at  once  the  idea  of  con- 
cealment :  so^  turning  sharply  up  two  or  three 
steps,  he  became  ensconced  in  the  door-way, 
drawing  himself  up  closely  behind  one  of  the 
columns. 

As  the  footsteps  advanced,  Rory  could  hear 

VOL.   I.  M 
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the  rattling  of  fire-arms  mingUng  with  the  heavy 
tramp  of  the  men.  His  anxiety  was  at  its  height 
when  he  saw  thq  party  just  before  the  door  : 
<'  Another  instant,"  thought  be,  ^^  and  the  dan- 
ger 's  past  V*  when,  to  his  consternation,  the  sud- 
den exclamation  of  5^  Halt  r  brought  the  file  of 
men  to  a  dead  standrstill  within  a  few  feet  of  his 
place  of  conoealmentr  He  now  thought  it  was 
all  over  with  bim  :  be  expected  to  be  dragged 
from  his  hiding  place  every  instant,  brought 
before  the  military  authorities^  and  the  letter  he 
bore  about  him  being  inevitably  found,  hanged 
at  the  drumJiead  for  a  rebel.  He  heard  some 
mysterious  muttmngs  of  the  corporal,  and  im- 
mediately after,  the  clattenng  of  a  couple  of 
bayonets, — he  fancied  them  already  in  his  body. 
But  still  he  remained  unmolested,  though  the 
file  of  men  yet  stood  before  him;— Rory  scarcely 
dared  to  respire. 

It  happened  that  this  house  within  whose 
porch  he  had  taken  refuge  was  inhabited  by  the 
colonel  of  the  regiment  then  quartered  in  the 
town.     It  stood  at  the  corner  of  an  open  and  ir- 
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regular  space,  called  ^^  the  Green»*^  where  some 
houses  were  scattered  round  a  piece  of  dirty 
grass,  and  geese  and  pigs  used  to  promenade 
during  the  day,  and  the  belles  of  the  town  in  the 
evening,  to  hear  the  band  play,  and  let  the  offi- 
cers stare  them  out  of  countenance.     The  bar- 
rack lay  at  the  upper  end  of  the  street ;  but  the 
quarters  were  so  indifferent,  that  the  colonel 
preferred  taking  up  his  residence  in  this  house, 
which  was  removed  from  the  barrack,  it  is  true ; 
but,  to  increase  his  security,  which  the  suspi- 
cious nature  of  the  times  rendered  it  necessary, 
in  his  opinion,  to  look  after,  he  had  two  sen- 
tinels  stationed  there^  conducing  not  only  to 
his  safety,  but  to  his  consequence,  of  which  the 
colonel  was  not  a  little  vain.     The  narrowness 
of  the  foot-way  before  the  house  would  have 
rendered  sentry-boxes  inconvenient  in  front, — 
therefore  they  were  placed  round  the  corner ; 
and  it  was  while  the  corporal  was  employed  in 
relieving  the  guard  at  the  flank  of  the  house,  * 
that  the   file  of  soldiers  remained  before  the 
porch. 

M  2 
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This  was  for  some  minutes  —  for  everybody 
knows  that  such  matters  must  be  conducted 
with  that  system  and  solemnity  so  necessary 
to  the  good  of  the  service. 

To  relieve  the  guard,  the  corporal  marches 
up  one  of  his  men  to  face  the  sentinel  on  duty. 
These  two  make  a  rattle  with  their  firelocks  and 
hold  them  in  a  transverse  position,  which  looks 
pretty ;  then  they  advance  to  each  other  with 
two  long  strides,  and  stick  their  faces  close  toge- 
ther,  to  the  manifest  danger  of  flattening  their 
noses,  the  corporal  standing  by  all  the  time,  as 
if  to  see  that  they  should  not  bite  each  other : 
another  slap  on  their  firelocks  to  rattle  them  ; 
then  the  new-comer  goes  over  to  the  sentry-box, 
and  the  other  takes  his  place :  then  the  corporal 
utters  some  mysterious  grumblings — such  as, 
^'Haw  r  "Who !"  the  men  throw  their  transverse 
muskets  upon  their  arms,  as  if  they  were  going 
to  nurse  them  :  another  grunt  from  the  corpo- 
ral —  the  relieved  sentinel  joins  the  main  body, 
the  corporal  puts  himself  at  their  head,  gives 
another  mysterious  growl,  and  tramp,  tramp, 
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thej:  go»  again  to  perform  the  same  ioteresting 
and  intellectual  ceremony  at  another  sentry- 
hoxy  until,  having  finished  his  rounds,  the  cbr- 
poral  marches  back  into  the  guard-house  twelve 
wet  men,  in  lieu  of  twelve  dry  ones  that  he 
took  out. 

While  all  this  ^^pomp  and  circumstance  of 
glorious  war"  was  going  forward,  Rory  was  in 
agony.  No  image  is  sufficient  to  express  the  state 
of  excitement  his  impatient  nature  underwent 
during  the  interval,  which  he  thought  an  age : 
a  bee  in  a  bottle,  a  schoolboy  in  his  master's 
apple-tree,  or  a  hen  on  a  hot  griddle,  are  but 
faint  figures  of  speech  for  the  purpose.  Well 
was  it  for  Rory  that  the  rain  continued  to  fall 
so  copiously ! — the  soldiers  buried  their  faces 
deeply  inside  the  collars  of  their  coats,  and  cast 
not  a  glance  towards  the  porch.  Thus,  the  very 
inclemency  of  the  night  was  propitious  to  the 
refugee^  who  was  startled  once  more,  however, 
for  a  moment,  by  the  return  of  the  corporal, 
which  caused  a  movement  amongst  the  men. 
**They  see  me  now,"  thought  Rory   to  him- 
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self)  and  his  heart  sunk  when  he  heard  the  words 
"Fall  in." 

"  Oh,  murdher  !"  thought  Rory :  **  if  they 
come  in,  I  'm  lost." 

They  did  not  *^come  in,"  however,  and  after 
another  growl  from  the  corporal,  which  was 
unintelligible,  the  blessed  sound  of  ^^  March  !" 
fell  on  Rory's  ear  with  something  of  the  same 
sensation  that  the  announcement  of  a  reprieve 
produces  on  a  prisoner  in  the  condemned  cell ; 
and  he  saw  the  file  execute  a  ^  right-about-face," 
and  go  the  way  whence  they  came.  Every  suc- 
cessive tramp  that  increased  the  distance  b^ 
tween  Rory  and  the  soldiers  took  a  ton  weight 
off  his  heart,  and  as  the  receding  footsteps 
of  the  men  faded  into  distance  he  breath^ 
freely  again. 

As  soon  as  the  silence  was  perfectly  restored, 
Rory  thought  of  emerging  from  his  place  of 
retreat.  Had  he  been  a  person  conversant  with 
the  relieving  of  guards,  he  would  have  guessed 
that  some  such  matter  must  have  been  the 
cause  of  the  scene  just  recorded ;  but  living  a 


RORY   O'MORE.  247 

rural  life,  as  he  did,  such  martial  mysteries 
were  unknown  to  him,  and  while  he  congratu- 
lated himself  on  being  free  from  danger  and 
contemplated  a  retreat,  he  little  dreamt  that  at 
the  flank  of  the  house  under  whose  porch  he 
stood,  a  pair  of  s^itinels  were  on  guard.  So, 
when  diere  was  no  sound  to  indicate  that 
any  one  save  himself  was  on  the  watch,  (for,  it 
bsBing  still  raining,  the  sentries  on  the  flank 
kept  most  religiously  bound  within  their  sentry- 
boxes — and  small  blame  to  them !)  Rory  thought 
he.  had  better  be  off,  and  ventured  to  withdraw 
his  body  from  the  small  space  between  the 
column  and  the  wall  into  which  he  had  mira- 
culously jammed  himself:  but  in  the  doing  of 
thlsy  he  was  obliged,  as  it  were,  to  jerk  himself 
out,  and  by  some  unlucky  chance,  either  in  get- 
tpig  himself  in  or  out,  the  cape  of  his  coat  caught 
in  ^  bell-pull,  and  in  the  effort  to  free  himself,  he 
felt;  thl^  he  was  Idid  hold  of  by  the  shoulder, 
and  heard  at  the  same  instant  of  time  the  sound 
of  a  beU.  Those  who  have  felt  what  it  is  to 
be  in  nervous  situations  will  not  wonder  that 
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Rory's  heart  jumped  as  he  felt  himself  caught, 
and  heard  at  the  same  moment  a  sound  whose 
very  purpose  is  to  awake  attention.  And  it  was 
such  a  bell ; — none  of  your  trifling  tinklers,  none 
of  your  little  whipper-snapper  sort  of  bells ;  not 
like  the  bark  of  a  Blenheim,  but  the  bay  of  a 
watch-dog ;  not  like  a  mufSn-merchant's,  but  a 
dustman's ;  not  merely  made  to  call  Molly  up 
stairs, — ^but  one  of  your  deep-mouthed  devils, 
doomed  to  destroy  the  repose  of  half  a  street ;— - 
in  short. 


"^dreadful  hell, 


To  fright  the  isle  from  its  propriety," 

Rory  stood  aghast !  Had  the  metal  that  com- 
posed this  ^^  infernal  machine*"  been  molten  and 
cast  down  his  throat,  it  could  not  have  asto» 
nished  him  more:  besides,  it  seemed  as  if  it 
would  never  have  done  ringing.  We  hear  great 
complaints  in  our  days  of  bell-hangers;  but 
those  of  old,  to  judge  from  the  case  in  question, 
roust  have  been  prime  hands, — ^for  on  it  went, 
ding,  ding,  ding,  as  if  it  really  had  a  pleasure 
in  ringing.   Whether  it  was  the  specific  gravity 
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of  the  moiister  that  produced  so  much  vivacity 
in  the  spring  on  which  it  was  suspended^  or  the 
supericnr  skill  of  former  beU-haugers,  may  re- 
main a  uiBtter  of  dispute  to  the  curious ;  but 
the  &ct  that  resulted  (and  facts  are  all  we 
have  to  do  with)  is,  that  ere  the  bell  had  ceased 
its^viUanous  vibrations,  Rory  heard  a  window 
raised  above  his  head,  and  the  demand  of 
"  Who  *s  there  ?"  in  no  very  gracious  voice. 

Rory  kept  profoundly  quiet. 

"Who's  there?"  was  again  snarled  out. 

Rory  looked  up  from  the  shelter  of  the  porch 
and  saw  a  head  and  a  nightcap  protruded  from 
the  window :  he  was  as  quiet  as  a  mouse. 

^  Sentry  r  was  the  next  word  Rory  heard, 
givoi  in  a  most  authoritative  tone. 

A  gust  of  wind  and  a  dash  of  rain  whirled 
round  the  comer,  which  must  have  convinced 
the  colonel  (for  it  was  he  who  was  calling 
from  the  window)  that  his  voice  could  not 
have  reached  the  sentinels  in  the  teeth  of  the 
Uast  which  blew  his  nightcap  off  his  head  and 
dashed  it  into  Rory^s  face. 

M  5 
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Rory  was  nearly  knocked  down,  —  for  the 
smallest  thing  upsets  us  when  we  are  alarmed. 

"  Sentry !"  was  shouted  louder  than  before. 

The  soldiers  answered  the  summons.  The 
colonel  asked  who  rang  the  bell : —  the  sentries 
did  not  know. 

**  You  have  been  asleep  !"  said  the  colonel. 

"  No,  your  honour,'^  said  the  sentry,  "  we 
couldn't  ;  the  guard  has  been  but  just  re- 
Heved  !'' 

**  Have  you  seen  no  one  passing  ?" 

"  No,  your  honour,  —  no  one  passed  at  this 
side;  and  we  marched  down  the  other  street 
not  five  minutes  ago,  and  not  a  living  soul  was 
in  it.'' 

"  Then  what  could  have  rung  the  bell  ?'^ 

"'Twas  only  a  mistake,  sir,"  said  Rory, 
whose  excitement  had  been  wound  to  such 
intensity,  that  his  eagerness  to  satisfy  the  ques- 
tion overlooked  the  consequence  to  his  p^- 
sonal  safety  in  the  sound  of  his  voice  being 
heard  ;  but  the  instant  he  had  spoken,  he  said 
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to  himself,    ^^  The  d — ^1  cut  the  tongue  out  of 
you,  Rory  1" 

Fortunately  the  gustfi  of  wind  and  splashing 
of  rain  rendered  all  sounda,  and  the  points 
whence  they  came,  uncertain.  Nevertheless,  the 
colonel  looked  towards  the  porch ;  but  seeing 
no  one,  he  said  to  the  sentry,  ^*  What 's  that 
you  say  about  a  mistake  P**^ 

"  No,  your  honour,  I  don't  mistake,""  said 
the  sentry,  who  was  equally  uncertain  with  the 
colonel  if  any  third  person  had  spoken,  and 
fancied  he  had  been  charged  with  making  a 
mistake. 

^  Didn't  you  say  something  of  a  mistake  ?'^ 
asked  the  colonel  in  one  of  the  pauses  of  the 
storm, 

"  No,  your  honour,"  said  the  sentry. 

Just  at  this  moment,  when  Rory  was  think- 
ing if  he  hadn^t  better  make  a  run  for  it  at 
once,  he  heard  the  bolt  of  the  door  behind  him 
gently  drawn,  and  the  instant  after,  a  pluck 
at  his  coat,  and  a  whispered  ^'  Come  in,""  made 
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him  turn  round.  He  saw  the  door  stand  ajar, 
and  a  hand  beckon  him  forward,  at  the  same 
moment  that  the  voice  of  the  colonel  from  the 
window  said,  "  See  if  there 's  any  one  hiding 
in  the  porch." 

Rory  slipped  inside  the  halMoor,  which  was 
softly  closed  as  the  sentry  walked  up  the  steps. 

"  There 's  no  one  here,  your  honour,^  said 
the  sentry.  * 

"  Push  the  door,"  said  the  colonel. 

The  sentry  did  so;  but  the  door  had  been 
fastened  on. the  inside* 


RORT  O'MORE.  253 


CHAPTER  XI. 

SHOWING  THAT  ONE  HALF  OF  THE  WORLD  DOES  NOT  KNOW 
HOW  THE  OTHER  HALF  LIVES;  AND  ALSO,  THAT  SOFT 
WORDS  CAN  BEND  HARD  IRON,  THOUGH  THEY  DO  NOT 
BUTTER   PARSNIPS. 

Vert  much  about  the  time  that  Rory 
O^More  rushed  from  the  cellar  and  endea- 
Youred  to  make  his  way  out  of  the  town,  there 
was  an  old  tinker,  driving  an  ass  before  him^ 
making  his  way  into  it.  From  the  rudely- 
constructed  straddle  of  the  sorry  animal,  three 
or  four  rusty  old  kettles,  and  a  budget  con- 
taining the  implements  of  the  tinker^s  trade, 
depended;  but  the  straddle  was  worth  more 
than  it  looked  good  for,  —  for  the  tinker  had 
80  contrived  the  pannels  of  the  lumbering 
affair,  that  a  convenient  space  was  left  withia 
for  stowing  away  tobacco,  which   he   bought 
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from  Monsieur  De  Welskein,  and  sold  at  a 
handsome  profit  to  the  peasantry  during  his 
wanderings  among  them  —  for  they  could  get 
none  so  good  or  so  cheap  through  the  legiti- 
mate channel:  besides,  they  were  glad  to  give 
a  helping  hand  to  the  old  tinker,  whose  poverty 
and  shrewdness  commanded  at  once  their  pity 
and  their  fear. 

It  may  seem  strange  to  class  these  two  feel- 
ings together — but  they  often  exist.  They  say 
"  Pity  is  akin  to  love  i"  —  but  it  is  equally 
true  that  "Love  is  related  to  fear:** — and 
thus,  perhaps,  a  sort  of  collateral  relationship 
may  be  established  between  them. 

I  should  not  have  made  any  observation  on 
this,  but  that  I  do  not  remember  seeing  it 
remarked  elsewhere;  and  when  one  advances 
anything  new,  it  is  common  even  to  oneself 
to  be  startled  at  it,  and  a  desire  is  at  once 
engendered  to  make  it  manifest  that  one  has 
not  committed  an  absurdity. 

Now,  I  remember  well,  when  a  child,  that 
I   was  often    horrified  by  the  presence   of  a 
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certain  old  and  disgusting  beggarman;  yet  I 
constantly  gave  him  alms.  There  was  some- 
thing in  that  old  man  I  dreaded;  and  yet 
I  iwiember,  even  to  this  day,  I  pitied  him. 
To  be  sure,  the  virtue  of  charity  had  been 
early  instiUed  into  my  mind  by  one  who  now, 
I  trust,  in  Heaven  enjoys  the  reward  of  her 
goodness;  and  so  gracious  and  winning  is 
the  habit  of  doing  charity^s  holy  offices,  that 
even  to  the  innocent  child,  on  whom  neither 
want  nor  reason  can  have  impressed  the  value 
of  the  virtue  he  is  taught,  there  is  something 
fdeasant  in  the  timorous  dropping  of  a  half- 
penny from  its  pure  and  dimpled  fingers  into 
the  soiled  and  withered  palm  of  age:  as  if 
Heaven  had  preordained  that  no  weakness  or 
antipathy  of  our  nature  should  interfere  with 
the  sacred  duty; — a  duty  so  sacred,  that  even 
our  Lord  himself  made  its  beauty  the  theme 
of  a  parable,  and  reproved  the  intolerant  Jew 
with  the  mild  precept  of  *'  Go  thou  and  do 
likejrise.'*' 
Solomon,  for  that  was  the  tinker's  name,  was 
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pitied  and  feared ;  for  he  seemed  to  be  poor,  aod 
Was  known  to  be  penetrating.  He  had  a  prying 
temper  and  a  tenacious  memory.  The  formett 
led  him  to  a  knowledge  of  the  circumstances  of 
most  of  the  people  of  all  classes  in  the  country 
where  he  made  his  rounds,  and  the:  latter  tcea-» 
sured  up  the  information.  Thu»  the  past  ancl 
present  were  alike  familiar  to  him;  and  fh>m 
these,  his  natural  acuteness  was  often  enaUed 
to  presage  the  future. 

Such  a  power,  in  the  uncalculating  commu- 
nity amongst  whom  he  moved,  gave  him  a 
reputation  little  short  of  witchcraft.  He  wa^ 
p(dled  ^^a  mighty  knowledgabl^  man,"~^w4 
^^ knowledge  is  power;"  and  where,  did  huniim 
power  ever  exist,  that  its  influence  has  not  b^^ 
dreaded  and  its  possession  abused?  This  wai^ 
fully  exemplified  in  the  case  of  the  old  tiukej) — !^ 
he  was  feared,  not  loved,  by  the  peasantry ;  w^i 
yet,  though  no  one  liked  him,  there  was,  fi:on|, 
4  dread  of  offending,  all  the  demonstrations  <3f 
civility  shown  him  that  love  would  have  .pro** 
cored.    The  tinker  was  quite  aware  of  the  posi^ 
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tkn  he  held,  and  of  its  cause ;  and  his  bitter* 
ness  (&r  be  was  bitter)  enjoyed  the  triumph  of 
fiarcing  these  pretended  testimonies  of  affection» 
and  lie  laughed  at  this  perjury  of  the  heart. 
**  Hypocrisy  is  tbe  homage  that  vice  pays  to 
YJxtae/^  How  often  is  a  smile  the  tribute  that 
fear  pays  to  power ! 

Nevertheless^  with  this  dread — it  may  almost 
be  said,  didike — that  he  inspired,  he  was  pitied, 
from  his  apparent  wretched  and  desolate  con- 
dition. Home  he  had  none,  nor  living  thing 
with  whom  he  held  continued  companionship, 
except  the  poor  ass  he  drove,  whose  food  was 
a  nibble  from  the  road-side,  unless  when  it  was 
bestowed  by  the  same  friendly  hand  that  gave 
food  to  his  master— -for  Solomon  never  paid  for 
anything  except  what  he  traded  on.  The  love 
of  nCKMiey  ruled  him  with  a  power  stronger  than 
that  by  which  he  ruled  his  fellow-men;  and 
though  he  possessed  the  superior  acuteness  that 
governed  intelligent  creatures,  he  was  himself 
the  senseless  slave  of  an  inanimate  metal.  He 
was  a  miser,-— a  miser  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the 
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word ;  not  loving  money  for  the  sake  of  what 
money  can  procure,  but  loving  it  for  its  own 
sake — worshipping  the  mere  thing:  to  him  a 
guinea  was  a  god.  To  such  a  wretch,  to  starve 
was  easier  than  to  pay;  therefore  he  never 
tasted  food  except  it  was  given  to  him:  and 
even  on  these  terms  he  seldom  wanted,  for  he 
laid  the  country  under  contribution  from  the 
kitchen  of  the  squire  to  the  peasant's  pot  of 
potatoes.  With  all  this,  he  was  stealthy  and 
roguish  as  a  fox,  tortuous  and  treacherous  as  a 
snake, — secret,  cold,  and  greedy  as  the  grave. 

Yet,  with  the  characteristic  touch  of  fun  that 
pervades  everything  Irish,  this  hateful  old 
miscreant  had  a  comical  name  bestowed  on 
him;— he  was  called  ^^Sawdhering  Solomon^*^ 
from  his  profession  of  tinker:  and  this  was  the 
name  he  commonly  went  by,  though  sometimes 
it  was  changed  for  ^^  Solomon  Sly.'^  Neither  of 
these  names  was  meant,  of  course,  to  reach  his 
ears ;  but  he  was  made  cognisant  of  them  by 
means  of  the  little  boys,  who  hated  him  openly, 
and  who  shouted  the  name  after  him  when  they 
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were  quite'  sure  of  being  out  of  the  reach  of  the 
old  tinker^s  crooked  stick :  and  sometimes  the 
urchins  ventured  so  far  even  as  to  throw  stones 
or  dods  at  him,  when  they  had  the  ambuscade 
of  a  hedge  and  the  intervention  of  a  ditch  to 
screen  and  protect  them.  On  these  occasions, 
Solomon  might  get  a  whack  on  the  back  from  a 
stone,  or  have  a  dry  clod  judiciously  lobbed 
under  his  ear,  powdering  his  wig  with  all  the 
breaking  particles  of  earth  that  did  not  run 
down  between  his  clothes  and  his  back.  Then 
would  he  turn  round  to  strike  with  his  stick ; 
but  the  retiring  laugh  and  footsteps  of  children 
at  the  other  side  of  the  hedge  were  all  that  were 
manifest  to  Solomon :  and  then  would  the  old 
vagabond  grin  and  shake  his  stick  with  the 
expression  of  a  fiend,  and  utter  horrible  curses 
on  the  thoughtless  urchins.  And  though  the 
provocation  was  unjustifiable,  it  is  true,  yet 
there  is  something  abhorrent  in  the  idea  of  age 
cursing  childhood,  particularly  as  the  vindictive 
old  tinker  used  to  curse. 
It  was  about  the  time  that  Rory  O'More  was 
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leaving  the  cellar,  that  Solomon,  I  say,  was 
making  his  way  into  the  town,  at  whose  out-* 
skirts  he  made  a  detour  from  the  high  road  and 
drove  his  ass  up  a  little  lane,  at  the  end  of 
which  there  was  a  small  haggart,*  whose  fence 
was  only  a  low  wall  of  loose  stones  and  some 
furze-bushes.  Solomon  very  coolly  abstracted 
some  stones,  pulled  away  some  of  the  furze,  and 
made  a  way  for  his  ass  to  enter  the  baggart, 
where,  placing  him  between  two  small  stacks  of 
hay,  he  procured  shelter  and  provender  for  the 
poor  brute.  He  then  lifted  the  straddle  and  his 
old  kettles  from  the  ass^s  back,  and  withdrew 
from  the  premises,  carrying  his  goods  to  some 
distance,  where,  under  a  hedge,  he  let  them  lie ; 
and  marking  the  spot  well,  he  proceeded  alone 
to  the  town,  and  made  for  the  cellar  of  the 
smuggler. 

It  was  only  in  his  capacity  of  smuggler  that 
De  Welskein  held  any  communication  with  the 
tinker.  Solomon,  though  he  guessed  that  an 
extensive  conspiracy  was  on  foot,  yet)  wise  as 

*  Hay-yard. 
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be  was,  he  did  not  know  any  individual  engaged 
in  it,  for  none  would  trust  him  to  belong  to  the 
Union,  and  those  engaged  in  it  kept  the  secret 
inviolate^  —  singularly  so  indeed,  for  in  all  the 
thousands  who  had  sworn,  there  was  but  one 
found  to  betray,  and  he  entered  the  confedera- 
tion for  the  very  purpose. 

When  the  unfortunate  girl  whom  Rory  had 
1^  sobbing  in  the  cellar  had  recovered  her  out- 
break of  grief,  she  arose  from  the  bench  on 
which  she  had  flung  herself  in  her  passion  of 
tears,  and  the  feeling  that  had  possessed  her  heart 
changed  from  lawless  love  to  bitter  hate  — for 

**  Hell  has  no  fury  like  a  woman  scorn 'd/' 
and  cursing  the  man  that  had  made  her  feel  such 
degradation,  she  quitted  the  den  of  riot  and 
iniquity,  leaving  the  beastly  revellers  sunk  in 
besotted  slumber.  When  Solomon,  therefore, 
reached  the  cellar  and  tapped  stealthily  at  the 
door,  he  received  no  answer.  On  knocking 
again  more  loudly,  the  door  yielded  to  his  touch, 
and  pushing  it  gently  open,  he  looked  cautious- 
ly into  the  cellar.    He  saw  a  dim  lamp,  over- 
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turned  drinking-vessels,  and  prostrate  figures, 
and  heard  the  heavy  snoring  of  drunken 
sleep.  He  advanced  noiselessly,  and  looked 
carefully  about ;  and  when  he  found  that  deep 
and  real  slumber  reigned  around  him,  he  cast 
about  his  searching  eyes,  and  his  heart  (if  he 
had  such  a  thing)  was  gladdened  at  the  thought 
of  being  a  gainer  by  the  universal  swinishness 
in  which  his  friends  were  buried.  He  stole 
softly  over  to  the  truckle-bed  under  which  the 
tobacco  was  hid,  and  going  on  all-fours,  he  look- 
ed to  see  if  there  was  a  roll  of  it  within  easy 
reach  — for  the  legs  of  one  of  the  sleepers  hung 
over  the  side  and  made  a  sort  of  barrier. 

He  crawled  nearer,  and,  with  the  aid  of  his 
crooked  stick,  abstracted  a  parcel  of  the  pre- 
cious weed  from  its  place  of  concealment ;  and 
then,  with  the  stealthiness  of  a  'cat,  he  stole 
back  to  the  door,  which  he  closed  gently  after 
him  and  retreated  with  his  booty. 

Now,  it  was  to  buy  tobacco  that  the  tinker 
had  made  his  visit  to  De  Welskein ;  and  he 
chuckled  at  the  thought  of  getting  the  merchan- 
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dise  without  the  transfer  of  coin,  and  hugged 
the  roll  of  tobacco  to  his  heart  with  the  passion 
of  a  lover.  To  re-cram  the  pannel  of  his  ass's 
straddle,  and  depart  after  his  exploit,  was  Solo- 
mon's first  intention  as  he  sneaked  back  to. 
wards  the  haggart  where  his  ass  was  committing 
robbery  also ;  but  another  idea  arose,  and  he 
slackened  his  pace  while  he  conned  it  over,  and 
on  second  thoughts  he  considered  it  more  advis* 
able  to  make  his  visit  to  Be  Welskein,  as  it  was 
about  the  period  that  worthy  knew  he  had  in- 
tended calling,  and  if  the  abstracted  tobacco 
should  be  missed,  his  unusual  absence  might 
direct  suspicion  against  him,  as  it  was  some  timfs 
dnce  Solomon  had  made  a  purchase,  and  De 
Welskein  knew  that  tobacco  was  what  Solomon 
could  not  do  without.  Therefore,  instead  of 
going  back  to  the  haggart,  he  went  to  a  neigh- 
bouring lane  where  he  knew  the  forge  of  a  black- 
smith stood,  and  poking  and  scraping  out  with 
his  stick  and  hands  a  hole  out  of  a  heap  of  cin- 
ders and  ashes  that  stood  near  the  door,  he  con- 
cealed the  treasure  beneath  it  and  returned  to 
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the  cellar,  .  He  knocked  again,  lest  any  of  its  in- 
mates might  have  awoke  in  the  interval ;  and 
finding  all  a$  silent  as  before,  he  entered,  and 
approaching  De  Welskein,  he  shook  him  by  the 
shoulder  till  he  jcoused  him,  and  said, 

^'  One  ud  think  you  had  nothing  to  be  afeard 
iv,  when  you  sleep  with  the  door  open.'' 

De  Welskein  rubbed,  his  eyes,  stared  up  at 
Solomon,  uttered  a  great  many  ^'  Sacres^  and 
^^Diables/*  and  proceeded  to  awake  the  rest  of  the 
party  and  demand  the  cause  of  the  door  beiqg 
open.  They  were  all  bewildered,  being  still 
half-drunk;  but  after  much  blustering  and 
swearing,  Rory  O^More  at  last  was  missed,  and 
also  the  girl  with  whom  he  had  been  dancipg* 
This  was  conclusive  evidence  of  how  the  cir- 
cumstance bad  occurred,  and  De  Welskein's 
rage  and  abuse  of  Rory  were  furious.  RegaD, 
too,  threw  in  his  word  of  censure ;  and,  amongst 
them  all,  poor  Rory  had  more  foul  words  ap^ 
plied  to  him  than  he  ever  had  before  in  the 
same  space  of  time. 
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"Who  is  that  you're  blessin',  all  o*  yizT 
said  Solomon 

'*  That  scattbered-brained  swaggerer  Rory 
O'More,*  said  Regan. 

**  Rory  (yMore  I**  said  Solomon,  who  knew 
Rory's  habits  were  not  likely  to  lead  him  into 
the  disorderly  set ;  —  '*  why,  what  brought 
Asm  here  ?*  and  he  looked  sharply  at  De  Wel- 
skein,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  There 's  a  mystery.^ 

"  Why,  sare?  if  you  go  fordatmoche,  what 
(or  you  come  here  ?  — ha  f* 

**  Oh,  you  know  yourself,  munseer,"  said 
Solomon,  "  what  brings  me  here  ;  but  ''— 

**  Well,  sare,"  said  De  Welskein  interrupting 
him,  *'  and  me  know  whas  bring  de  osser  gentle- 
mans  too :  das  nuff  for  me — nussing  to  you/' 

"  Oh,  don'^t  be  onaisy,"  said  Solomon  coolly 
— "  I  don't  want  to  smoke  your  saycrets.'* 

*  No,  O —  d  —  n  !  you  old  rog  !  you  not 
smok  me,  you  razzer  smok  my  tabac." 

Solomon  looked  towards  the  Frenchman,  to  see 
if  there  was  any  meaning  in  his  eye  when  he 
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spoke  of  his  tobacco ;    but  he  saw  his  secret 
was  safe.     The  Frenchman  proceeded— 

*'  Ddre  !  you  seet  down  you  —  old  rog  — 
vieux  chaudronnier  de  campagne  —  seet  down, 
smoke  your  tabac  and  dreenk,  aiid  never  mind 
nussing  else  t" 

Solomon  did  as  he  was  desired  ;  he  took  a  pipe 
and  mixed  a  stiff  glass  of  brandy-ltnd-watef, 
after  tossing  off  a  couple  of  glasses  pure,  to 
warm  his  heart,  as  he  said  himself,  ^^  afther  the 
cruel  wettin'  he  got.*' 

"  Warm  his  heart  indeed  !"  said  one  of  the 
men  aside :  '^  Yaith,  all  the  si3er^ts  in  Ireland, 
and  all  the  turf  in  the  Bog  of  Allen,  wouldn't 
warm  it." 

De  Welskein  took  Began  aside,  and  express- 
ed great  displeasure  against  Rbry  for  leaving 
him  without  saying  where  De  Lacy  was  to  be 
found  ;  but  Regan  set  him  at  rest  on  that  sub- 
ject by  telling  him  he  knew  Rcnry's  place  of 
abode,  and  would  conduct  him  to  it  if  he 
liked*  This  consoled  the  Frenchman,  and  he 
again  lay  down  to  sleep,  requesting  more  care 


BOEY   o'MO&B.  267 

might  be  taken  about  the  door.  Solomon  con- 
tinued'to  amoke  and  drink  until  the  approach 
of  dawi^  ivhen  the  man  called  Pierre  let  him  out 
of  tb^  cellar,  and  he  went  back  to  the  haggart, 
haying  made  the  best  bargain  he  could  for  some 
tobacco,  and  getting  his  pocket*pistol,  as  he 
called  a  tdeirably  capacious  tin  flask,  filled 
with  brandy  as  a  bonus  for  his  ^^  taking  sitch  a 
power  o"  tabakky  from  them"  as  he  said  him- 
self; and  the  equivoke  gave  poignancy  to  the 
pleasure  of  his  theft 

When  he  got. back  to  the  haggart,  he  abs- 
tracted his  ass  from  the  haystack,  which  the 
ass  seepied  loath  to  quit,  and  before  retiring, 
the  little  beast  made  a  last  desperate  plunge 
in)p  the  hay,  and  dragged  away  so  large  a 
mouthful,  that  it  trailed  after  him  all  the  way 
fropi  the  stack  to  the  gap  where  Sokxnon  now 
led. him  out,  and  the  poor  innocent  haystack 
looked  very  much  in  the  condition  of  a  hot  loaf 
out. of  which  Master  Tommy  has  had  his  wicked 
wiU. 

Solomon  replaced  the  stones  and  the  furze- 
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bush,  and  led  o£P  his  ass  to  the  hedge  where  the 
straddle  was  secreted ;  there  he  stuffed  it  with 
the  purchased  tobacco,  (the  stolen  roll  still  lay 
where  the  tinker  had  concealed  it,)  and  mount- 
ing his  wallet  and  his  kettles  on  the  back  of  the 
ass,  he  drove  him  away  from  the  field  as  soon 
as  sunrise  permitted  him  lawfully  to  appear  on 
the  road. 

What  did  he  do  then  ? 

He  had  the  impudence  to  march  up  the  lane 
that  led  to  the  haggart,  driving  his  ass  before 
him  and  crying  loudly,  ^'  Pots,  pans,  and  kittles 
to  mind."  The  ass  turned  a  longing  look  to- 
wards the  haggart,  and  a  whack  from  Solomon's 
stick  was  required  to  remind  him  that  tinkers' 
asses  must  not  eat  hay  by  daylight.  Solomon 
now  approached  the  dwelling  to  which  the  plun- 
dered haggart  was  attached,  and  found  the 
family  awake  and  doing :  the  man  went  out  to 
work,  and  the  woman,  in  answer  to  Solomon's 
request  to  know  ^^if  there  wa9  any  pots,  pans, 
and  kittles  to  mind,"  produced  a  certain  tin 
saucepan,  with  a  demand  to  know  ^^  what  would 
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he  tftke  to  repair  it?  not  that  it  wanted  it 
mucby''  she  said,  ^^  only,  divil  take  it !  it  put 
out  the  fire  always  when  it  was  put  on,  but 
didn't  lake  a  grate  dale  at  all." 

«  Why,  tare  an'  ouns,  woman,"  cried  Solo- 
mon, holding  up  the  vessel  between  him  and 
the  sky,  ^^  there's  a  hole  in  it  you  could  dhrive 
a  coach  thro'." 

"  Axrah,  be  aisy !"  says  the  woman. 

^  Look  at  it  yourself,"  says  Solomon,  letting 
the  saucqwn  down. 

:  A  little  child  now  popped  his  finger  through 
the  hole,  and  waggling  it  backwards  and  for- 
wards,  said,  '^  Look,  mammy  !''  and  grinned 
18  if  he  bad  done  a  very  clever  thing. 

The  mother  gave  him  a  box  on  the  ear,  call- 
ing him  ^^  a  divil ''  at  the  same  time,  and  sent 
him  yelping  awi^y. 

"  'Faith,  that 's  a  'cute  child  !"  said  Solomon, 
grinning  a  horrid  smile ;  ^^  he  'd  make  an  iligant 
tinker,  he  sees  a  hole  in  a  pot  so  well." 

"The  meddlin'  cur!"  said  the  mother.  "Well, 
what'U  you  put  a  bit  o'  sawdher  an  it  for?" 
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"  A  bit  o*  sawdher  indeed  !"  said  Solomon. 
*^  Ob,  Yaitb,  it 's  a  piece  o^  tin  I  must  insart 
into  it/' 

" Divil  an  insart,**  says  tbe  woman,  ** you'll 
insart  my  saucepan,  my  good  man !  Sawdber  is 
all  it  wants — jist  a  weesbee  taste  o*  sawdben" 

"Cock  you  up  witb  my  sawdber  indeed !** 
said  Solomon  :  '^  why,  'twould  take  more  tban 
all  tbe  sawdber  I  bave  to  stop  it.  Sure^  sawdber 
is  as  dear  as  tin ;  and  rawzin  's  riz.'* 

"  Arrah,  wby  would  rawzin  be  riz  ?" 

"  Tbere  was  sitcb  a  power  o'  fiddlers  to  be  at 
tbe  fair  next  week,  tbat  tbey  bougbt  all  tbe 
rawzin  up." 

"  Ab,  go  *long  wid  you  !" 
It 's  tbrutb  I  'm  tellin'  you."** 
Well,  wbat  will  you  take  for  tbe  saucepan?" 

"  1 11  mind  it  for  fourpince." 

"  Fourpince !  Ob,  wbere  do  you  expec'  to  go 
wben  you  die  ?  Fourpince  indeed !  1 11  give 
you  tupp'ns." 

*'  Couldn't,"  says  Solomon,  sbaking  his  bead 
and  going  to  drive  away  tbe  ass. 
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"Well,  what  will  you  say?''  said  the  wo» 
maiu 

"  Well,  see  now,"  said  Solomon,  "  I  'm  tired 
with  thraveUing  a'most  all  night,  and  I  'm 
wantia'  rest ;  and  indeed  I'd  be  glad  to  sit  down, 
if  it  was  Kxlj  to  rest,  let  alone  doin'  a  job  and 
aimin'  a  thrifle ;  and  indeed  I  want  it  bad,  for 
the  time^  is  hard ;  and,  so  God  bless  you,  if 
you  ^U  jist  throw  in  a  thrifle  o'  brequest  into 
the  bargain,  and  gi'  me  tupp'ns  ha'pny,  I  '11 
make  the  saucepan  as  good  as  new." 

**Well,  I  wouldn't  be  hard  wid  you,  my 
poor  man,  and  so  you  may  do  it." 

So  down  sat  the  tinker  and  opened  his  bud* 
get ;  and  his  iron  was  heated  and  his  '  sawdher ' 
produced,  not  forgetting  the  *rawzin'  that  was 
*riz;'  and  bits  of  old  tin  were  produced  from 
his  budget,  into  which  the  children  looked  with 
the  most  profound  curiosity,  endeavouring  to 
fathom  the  depth  of  its  mysterious  treasures. 
Other  bits  of  tin  dazzled  their  longing  eyes, 
and  a  great  shears  seemed  placed  there  to 
guard  the  invaluable  store  from  plunder.     So- 
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lomon  cut  and  rasped  and  hammered  away, 
and  rubbing  his  hot  soldering-iron  upon  his 
powdered  rosin  and  solder,  he  raised  so  great 
a  smoke  and  so  bad  a  smell,  that  the  children 
looked  on  him  as  some  wonderful  conjuror ;  and 
as  they  saw  the  bright  streaks  that  his  im- 
plement produced  wherever  it  was  rubbed, 
their  delight    was  profound. 

When  the  man  of  the  house  returned  to 
breakfast,  he  saw  Solomon  seated  at  the  door 
mending  the  leaky  vessel,  and  his  children 
standing  round  him  in  wonder,  and  as  soon  as 
the  job  was  don^e,  Solomon  was  called  in  to 
breakfast. 

'^  What  do  you  think  !"  said  the  husband  to 
the  wife. 

^  What  ?^'  said  she. 

**  That  blackguard  calf  got  over  the  wall  o* 
the  haggart  again  last  night  and  made  a  holy 
show  o'  the  hay-stack.'** 

"  Oh,  you  don't  tell  me  so  !"  said  the  wife, 

"  Luck  to  the  lie  in  it  !"  said  the  husband. 

Solomon  kept  eating  his  breakfast  with  the 
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most  profound  indifference  until  the  husband 
and  wife  had  exhausted  their  eloquence,  and 
then  he  said, 

**  Them  cawves  is  great  rogues." 

^  The  divil  run  a-huntin^  with  him  for  a  calf ! 
Oh,  wait  'till  the  next  time  I  ketch  him  !'" 

"  Poor  thing,  poor  thing  !'*  said  Solomon, 
tenderly.  **Sure,  it's  nathVal  they'd  ate!" 

"  'Faith,  he  may  be  contint  with  his  good 
grass,  I  think,"  said  the  man. 

"  Thrue  for  you  —  thrue  for  you,"  said  Solo- 
mon quietly  :  **  but  it 's  remarkable  how  bowld 
some  o'  them  cawves  is." 

Breakfast  was  finished  —  the  job  paid  for  — r- 
the  wallet  replaced  on  the  ass  amid  the  observa- 
tion and  regret  of  all  the  children,  who  watched 
the  old  tinker  and  saw  him  depart  with  sorrow 
as  he  drove  his  ass  down  the  lane,  after  getting 
a  job  and  begging  a  breakfast  from  the  marn 
he  had  robbed  over-night. 

Solomon  now  proceeded  to  the  town,  and 
went  to  the  forge  beside  which  he  had  deposited 
the  tobacco.  Here  he  had  a  plausible  pretext  to 
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go,  for  the  shoes  of  the  ass  wanted  to  be  looked 
to.  On  his  arrival  at  the  forge,  the  smith  was 
unoccupied,  so  there  was  more  time  to  spare 
for  Solomon  to  make  as  hard  a  bargain  as  he 
could  for  the  execution  of  the  job. 

^^  Maybe  you  could  let  me  make  an  exchange 
wid  you  ?  and  if  you  would  have  anything  in 
the  tinkerin^  line  to  do,  sure  I  ^d  do  it  for  nothin^ 
for  you,  if  you  M  do  the  ass  for  nothin\ 

^^  Not  a  pot,  nor  pan,  nor  kittle  have  I,^  said 
the  blacksmith ;  ^^  I  ''m  a  bachelor,  and  intind 
to  stay  so.*' 

In  the  mean  time  he  began  to  examine  the 
ass's  shoes ;  and  the  tobacco  with  which  the 
straddle^^ras  lined  being  so  near  his  nose,  the 
smith  began  to  snufP,  and  said  at  last,  "  Where 
the  dickins  is  the  tabakky  P^ 

Solomon,  who  caught  the  sound  of  the  first 
sni£P  the  smith  had  given,  saw  directly  how 
matters  stood,  and  hastened  to  the  rescue  : 
he  got  close  beside  the  ass,  and  to  the  smith's 
inquiry  he  said. 

It 's  here  in  my  pocket,  and  mighty  fine 
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tahakky  it  is  1-r-*  see.  I  got  a  bargain  o^  some 
feom  a  feiend  a  while  agon,  and  — >  but  don't 
mintion.  it  -?-<-  if  you  like  I  '11  share  the  bargain 
wid  you,  to  the  value  of  a  new  set  o^  shoes  for 
the  baste." 

^  fior  i  that  ud  be  a  power  o'  tabakky  !^  said 
the  smith. 

^'But  it  ^s  iligant  tabakky,""  said  Solomon. 
Pulling  from  his  pocket  several  yards  of  the 
material,  wound  into  a  close  ball,  and  popping  it 
under  the  smithes  nose,  he  said,  '^  What  do  you 
think  o"  that,  your  sowl !"" 

^  Faix,  that  is  tarein"  tabakky,  sure  enough  !" 
was  the  delighted  smith's  reply. 

*^  Well,  what  do  you  say  to  a  new  seto"  shoes 
fill*  the  baste  ?""  said  Solomon. 

^  I  dunna,"  was  the  undecided  answer. 

"  You  know  you  '11  have  the  owld  shoes  in." 

"  To  be  sure  I  will,"  said  the  smith,  "  sure 
that  ^8  only  nathVal  :  but  what  good  is  a  little 
ass's  shoes  ?"" 

^^Oh,  shoes  is  shoes,"  said  Solomon, 

**  Why,  tare  alive  !  they  are  wore  as  thin  as 
a  sixpence." 


27&  WO&Y   O'MQRE. 

'  >*  'Deedj  that  is  thrue,"  said  Scdomon,  <*far 
the  last  set  he  had  an  him  was  from  the  fii^st 
smith  in  Ireland  :   they  wore  powerful.** 

^^  Arrah,  who 's  that  ?^  said  the  workman, 
piqued  at  the  mention  of  the  finest  <smith  in 
Ireland,  he  himself  not  being  the  person  meant. 
"  Why,  who  would  it  be  but  Brian  Branagan  ?'' 
said  Solomon,  who  well  knew  that  Brian  Bra- 
nagan was  the  rival  of  the  man  who  stood  be* 
fore  him,  and  living  in  the  adjoining  lane,  but 
who  had  never  made  shoes  for  the  tinker'^s  ass 
in  his  life. 

This  was  a  master-touch  of  Solomo]:i, —  the 
smith  bristled,  directly  for  the  palm  of  supe-^ 
riority.  . 

^*  Why,  thin,  is  it  Branagmi  you  say  i&  the 
finest  smith  in  Ireland  ?" 

"  Yis,"  said  Solomon  very  quietly. 

'.*  Throth,  then,  it ''s  little  you  know  about  it. 
Branagan  indeed !  The  divil  a  bigger  botch 
ever  dhruv  a  nail  than  the  same  Brani^an  :  he 
a  smith  !  r 

*'  Oh  !    I  don't  purtend  to  know  indeed," 
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sflid  SokxiKm  /with.an  affected  air  of  not  wish- 
li^.  to;.  offend,  at  the  same  time  laying  hold  of 
the  halter  of  the  ass*  '^  But  he  ^s  good  enough 
&r  me,  anjhow:  good  momin'  kindly  to  you,^ 
laid  be,  going. 

This  was  too  much  for  the  smith. 

.^  Come  back  here,  I  tell  you  !  it 's  I  that  '11 
flbow  you  what  a  set  o^  shoes  is  :  Branagan 
indeed  T 

"  Well,  will  you  take  what  I  said  ?"  said 
Solomon,  affecting  not  to  care  much  whether 
the  smith  did  or  not. 

^^  Yis,  yis,  but  never  say  the  word  Brana- 
gan^  to  me  !^  Here  he  laid  hold  of  his  pincers, 
knife,  and  hammer,  and  began  to  knock  off  the 
points  of  the  nails  from  each  hoof,  and  pull  off 
the  ass's  shoes  —  every  drag  he  gave,  which 
was  with  .great  vigour,  accompanied  by  a 
^  hugh,"  and  the  exclamation  of  ^^  Branagan 
indeed  !r 

'^  Hadn't  I  better  take  off  the  sthraddle," 
.9aid  Solomon. 

"  Ay,  off  wid  it,""  said  the  smith. 
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•So,  SolomoQ  took  o£P  the  highly-perfumed 
straddle  that  was  so  near  betraying  him,  and 
then  filling  the  smithes  pipe,  and  his  own  too, 
with  some  of  the  tobacco  which  he  had  sold  to 
the  smith,  he  commenced  puffing  away  vigor- 
ously, that  the  smell  of  the  lighted  weed  might 
prevent  the  perfume  of  the  dry  being  noticed. 

While  the  smith  was  engaged  in  shoeingthe  ass 
inside  the  forge,  Solomon  had  time  to  disengage 
the  roll  of  stolen  tobacco  from  the  heap  of  cin- 
ders where  he  had  concealed  it,  and  hiding  it 
in  one  of  his  old  kettles,  he  was  quite  at  ease, 
and  blew  the  bellows  for  the  smith  while  he 
heated  the  iron,  or  looked  over  him  at  work 
with  an  air  of  delight,  saying,  as  the  smith 
rasped  up  and  finished  his  work.  "  Well,  but 
thim  is  the  rale  iligant  shoes !" 

"  You  '11  never  talk  o'  Branagan  agin,  will 
you,  afther  that  V  said  the  smith. 

"  Throth,  an'  I  won't,**'  said  Solomon ;  "  and 
sure  it 's  only  an  owld  fool  I  was,  up  to  this 
present  time,  in  thinkin'*  the  like  :  but  the 
owldher  we  grow,  the  more  we  lam.      Sure, 
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it^s  4  grate  loss  to  me  I  didn''t  know  you 
sooner  1" 

^  Well,  it 's  never  too  late  to  mind/'  said  the 
anith. 

^Thriie  £Dr  you,^'*  said  Solomon;  ^^nor  to 
makiy  aither.^  And  so  saying,  be  filled  his  pipe 
again  ihmi  the  smithes  tobacco,  and  wishing  him 
good-morning,  off  he  went,  having  secured  his 
plund^,  and  getting  a  new  set  of  shoes  on  bis 
ass;  so  that  he  was  now  ready  for  a  long  and 
prosperous  round,  through  his  usual  beat. 

The  smith  idled  the  rest  of  that  day,  smoking 
at  his  new  stock  of  "  'bakky,^  drinking  to 
quench  his  thirst,  and  filling  up  the  intervals 
by  snapping  his  fingers  and  crying,  ^^  That 
for  Branagan  !^ 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

**  tV  THE  DARK  ALL  CAt%  ARE  GREY.*' -*^  BORT  BBCOMBS 
POSSESSED  OF  AN  IMPORTANT  SECRET,  AND  DISCLOSES 
ONE    IN    EXCHANGE.  ,         ' 

When  Rory  O^More  was  admitted  to  ihf 
safe  side  of  the  door,  he  felt  the  pressure  of  a 
hand  upon  his  arm,  which  he  interpreted  into 
the  meaning  of  ^^  be  quiet  ;'^  and  as  it  was  Rory's 
own  opinion  that,  in  his  present  circumstaQoes, 
it  was  the  best  thing  he  could  do,  he  acquiesced* 
One  thing  however  he  was  sure  of —that  it  w^^ 
a  woman  who  admitted  him  to  the  house,  for 
he  felt  the  soft  breathing  of  one  of  the  gentle 
sex  upon  his  cheek  as  he  stood  motionless  by 
the  door  beside  his  benefactress,  while  they 
heard  a  few  words  passing  between  the  colonel 
and  the  sentinel,  until  the  latter  descended  the 
steps. 


Immediately  after,  Rory  heard  the  woman 
say  gently,  ^^Come  down,  darlin''  !^'  and  holding 
the  hand  that  was  laid  upon  his  arm,  he  fol- 
lowed his  conductress  as  softly  as  he  could. 
They  soon  began  to  descend  some  stairs,  and 
before  they  had  reached  the  bottom  of  the 
flight,  the  sound  c^  a  bolt  being  drawn  was 
heard  upstairs,  and  Rory^s  friend  said  in  a 
suppressed  voice  of  terror,  ^<  Oh,  murdher ! 
there's  the  cdionel  comin^  down  I  you  must 
hide  in  the  coal-hole.  Make  haste,  for  the  love  • 
&  God,  or  I  'm  a  ruined  woman ! — here,  here  l** 
and  she  dragged  Rory  along  while  she  spoke. 
^Qet  in  there,  as  far  as  ever  you  can,  and  hide 
yourself,  or  I  dunna  what  will  become  of  the 
pair  of  us  I" 

At  the  same  time,  she  opened  a  door  and 
pushed  Rory  inside  of  it.  He  heard  her  foot-* 
hteps  retreat  lightly  and  rapidly.  ^^  More  open* 
ings  of  doors!"  said  Rory  to  himself  as  he 
scrambled  over  some  coal  and  slack,  holding 
his  arms  extended  to  save  his  nose  from  fi-ac* 


282  RORT  o'morb. 

ture;  and  he  found  the  coal* vault  extensive, 
for  it  was  some  time  before  be  was  stopped  by 
a  wall.  As  soon  as  he  went  as  far  as  he  could 
go,  he  crouched  down,  keeping  his  face  however 
turned  towards  the  point  whence  he  entered^ 
and  he  soon  heard  the  descending  footsteps  of 
the  person  he  was  taught  to  believe  wns  the 
colonel.  The  footsteps  seemed  to  ramble  over  a 
great  space  of  flagged  apartments,  and  various 
doors  squeaked  on  their  hinges  as  they  were 
opened  and  shut  in  succession  by  the  invisible 
perambulant.  At  last  Rory  saw  the  glimmer 
of  alight,  which  grew  stronger  by  degrees,  until 
the  door  of  the  cellar  opened,  and  then  he  saw  a 
Don  Quixote  sort  of  a  man,  with  a  candle  in  one 
hand  and  a  drawn  sword  in  the  other,  poke  hi9 
head  in  at  the  door  of  the  cellar,  and  holding 
the  candle  a  yard  before  him,  say,  '^  Is  ther^ 
any  one  here  ?" 

Rory  knew  better  than  to  make  any  answer  tiu9 
time,  and  having  thrown  the  tail  of  his  coat  over 
his  head,  leaving  only  a  small  peep-hole  for  bis 
eyes,  he  remained  undistinguishable  amidst  the 
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6iineiui£Bg  f^oom ;  for  the  vault  was  so  deefs 
die  cuuUe  8o  dim,  the  colonel  so  sborUaighted, 
anl  llory  crouehed  so  low,  that  he  quite  defied 
ofaserratioik  Despite  bis  dangerous  situation, 
however,  it  was  as  much  as  Rory  could  do  not 
to  laoj^ ;  for  the  colonel,  with  his  long  face, 
long  cuidle^  long  body,  long  arms,  long  sword, 
long  legs,  and  short  shirt,  cut  so  ridiculous  a 
fignre,  that  a  num  of  more  solid  mood  thui 
Rory  might  have  been  provoked  to  mirth. 
However,  by  good  luck, .  Rory  did  not  laugh, 
though  the  colonel,  d  la  Don  Quixote,  continued 
to  open  his  goggle  eyes  on  the  gloom  before 
him ;  but  he  was  startled  from  his  fixed  obser* 
vation  by  hearing  a  slip  amongst  the  coal,  which 
drew  forth  a  still  fiercer  demand  of  '^  Who  ^s 
titore?*^— "Upon  this  summons,  Rory  perceived, 
between  him  and  the  light,  a  great  cat  cau- 
tiously crawl  to  the  summit  of  the  heap  of  coal, 
and, with  a  tail  bristling  to  the  size  of  a  sweeping 
bmsh,  make  a  desperate  rush  down  the  accli- 
vity and  dart  between  the  colonel's  legs.  The 
man  of  war  actually  jumped  with  alarm  at  the 
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rsuddenness  of  the  surprise,  and,  as  if  ashamed  of 
being  so  frightened  at  such  a  cause,  muttered 
spitefully,  "  D — n  the  cat !"  He  now  retired 
,from  the  cellar,  and  went  to  wake  (as  he 
thought)  the  woman-servant  who  let  Rory  in^ 
and  whose  sleeping  apartment  was  in  the  base- 
'.ment  story.  Rory  heard  him  cry,  "Betty  !"— 
no  answer.  "Betty  !"  again, — still  silence  pre- 
served. "  Betty  !^  still  louder  than  before  ;-+- 
Rory  heard  a  snort  and  a  growl  as  if  from  a 
suddenly-awakened  person. 

"  Who 's  that  ?^  said  a  female  voice.  , 

*^  Your  master :  have  you  heard  any  noise  in 
•the  house?" 

"  Noise,  sir?" 

"  Yes,  noise, — have  you  heard  any  ?" 
, :    ^^  No,   sir :   I   have  been   in   bed,  sir,  and 
asleep^   these   three    hours.      I   hope   there ''s 
.nothing   the  matther,   sir  ?"    said  Betty  with 
very  honest  seeming. 

"  I  have  been  disturbed,"  said  the  colonel; 
^^  and  .  I  thought  robbers  had  got  into  the 
house.     I  certainly  heard  a  noise." 
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"  Oh,  I  dar  gay,  sir,'*  said  Betty  ;  **  'twas 
nothiiig^  bat  the  cat :  he 's  mighty  throuble^ 
some  and  lively,  that  cat  is,  —  and  I  forget 
to  shut  him  up  sometimes  —  and  I  'm  afeard 
be  has  been  disturbing  you,  sir.  Oh  dear, 
but  1  'm  sorry  !** 

This  was  a  good  guess  of  Betty's ;  for  the 
oolond  having  seen  a  cat,  now  retired,  and 
Rory  was  once  more  left  in  darkness.  And  now 
that  the  immediate  chance  of  discovery  was 
removed,  he  began  to  conjecture  by  what  ex 
traordinary  means  he  was  let  into  a  house  to 
which  he  was  an  utter  stranger,  at  the  moment 
he  needed  it  most,  and  by  a  woman  of  whom 
he  knew  no  more  than  the  man  in  the  moon : 
her  name  was  Betty — that  was  all  the  know- 
ledge he  arrived  at,  — -  and  that  he  only  knew 
firom  hearing  the  colonel  address  her. 

After  the  lapse  of  half  an  hour,  Rory  heard 
the  name  of  '^  Darby"  whispered  at  the  door  of 
the  cellar. 

In  equally  gentle  tone,  he  barely  ventured 
to  say,  rather  huskily,  ^<  Iss." 
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"  Come  out,  darlin* ;  take  care  you  don't 
rowl  down  any  of  the  big  lumps  o^  coal.^ 

I^ry?  profiting  by  the  caution,  got  out  with 
as  little  noise  as  possible ;  and  coming  in  con- 
tact with  his  female  guide,  h€  was  led  into  an 
apartment,  the  door  of  which  was  very  cau« 
tiously  locked  by  the  woman. 

^^  Now  we  may  spake  more  at  pur-aise^"  said 
she.     **  How  are  you,  darlin**  ?^ 

^^  Indeed  I  'm  throubled  with  a  mighty  had 
cowld,"  said  Rory,  who  thought  this  the  best 
thing  he  could  say  whereby  to  account  for  the 
husky  tone  in  which  he  spoke,  that  his  natural 
voice  might  not  betray  the  mistake  whidi  had 
so  far  favoured  him. 

^^  Oh^  but  your  voice  is  gone  intirely, 
Darby  darlin' !"  says  the  woman  :  **  but  here  V 
somethin**  to  comfort  you,  agra ;  here**  —  and 
she  led  him  to  where  a  chair  and  taUe  stood—- 
*^  here,  sit  down  and  ate  your  supper :  there  'sd 
an  iligant  piece  o'  roast  beef,  and  a  jug 
beautiful  beer,  I  kept  sly  for  you.  If  you  1&< 
I  '11  light  a  candle  for  you.'' 
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^'^  Oh,  by  no  manes !"  said  Rory  ;  "  it 's  bet- 
ther  not ;  as  the  house  was  alarmed,  the  light 
might  be  bad.'' 

*^  No;,  —  it 's  not  that  so  much,  but  I  ^m 
afeard  o'  the  noise  o'  sthrikin'  the  flint." 

*^  Don't  think  of  it,  Betty  dear,"^  grumbled 
Rory. 

*^  Lord  i  how  your  voice  is  althered  1" 

"  Indeed  I  *m  chokin^  with  the  cowld  — 
hegh  f  he^  !     Oh,  murdher  f 

'^Ate  a  bit,  and  it  11  do  you  good.  I^m 
grieved  you  haven't  a  light,  darlin^;  H would  be 
flitch  a  comfort  to  you  r 

**  I  don't  miss  it  in  the  laste,  Betty :  I  can 
find  the  way  to  my  mouth  in  the  dark.'^ 

And  so  saying,  Rory  began  to  eat  his  sup- 
per, which  was  most  acceptable  to  him  for 
two  reasons :  —  first,  he  was  hungry ;  and  in 
the  next  place,  the  occupation  accounted  for 
faia  silence,  which  it  was  so  desirable  to  pre- 
serve. 

*^  But,  you  villian !  what  did  you  ring  that 
tbievitf  bell  for  ?^ 
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" 'Twas  a  mistake,  darlin^  —  hegh  !  faegh  ! 
hegh  !     Oh  !  this  cowld  is  chokin'  me  !'** 

"  Don't  disthress  yourself  talking  Darby 
dear ;  relieve  yourself  with  the  mate  and  the 
dhrink.'' 

Rory  obeyed. 

^^  I  run  up  the  minit  I  heard  the  bell ;  and, 
sure,  wasn't  it  the  hoighth  o'  good  luck  that  I 
got  you  in  before  the  colonel  kern  down  !  Oh  i 
he'd  murdher  me,  I'm  sure,  if  he  thought 
how  it  was!  But,  afther  all.  Darby  jewel, 
what  harm  is  there  in  an  honest  woman  havin^' 
her  husband  to  come  see  her?  —  sure  it's 
nathVal." 

"  To  be  sure,  Betty  jewel,''  said  Rory,  who 
now  perceived  that  he  was  mistaken  by  Betty 
for  her  husband ;  and  Rory's  inventive  ima. 
gination  set  to  work  in  fancying  what  a  dilem- 
ma he  should  be  in,  in  case  the  real  husband 
might  arrive.  In  the  mean  time,  however,  he 
fortified  his  patience  and  resolution  with  the 
beef  and  beer,  which  did  great  oredit  to  the 
colonel's  larder  and  cellar. 
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'  ^  But  you  ^re  not  otein',  Darby  dear,''  said 
Betty. 

**  No,  but  I  'm  dh.rinkin',''  said  Rory. 

'^  Much  good  do  your  Iieart,  jewel !  But, 
tell  me,  how  is  Johnny  ?'^ 

Now,  who  the  deuce  Johnny  was,  Rory 
could  not  tell ;  but  supposing,  from  the  dimi- 
nutive fbrm  of  the  name,  it  might  be  her  child, 
he  thought  it  best  to  please  her  with  a  favour- 
aUe  answer ;  so  he  said,  "  Johnny 's  very  well.** 

^  Thank  God  !''  said  Betty.  "  He 's  a  fine 
craythur :  how  well  he  got  over  it !" 

**  Iligent  !*•  said  Rory,  who  wondered  what 
it  was  Johnny  got  over. 

**  And- how  is  the  hives  ?""  said  Betty. 

**  They're  all  where  they  wor,"  said  Rory, 
who  did  tiot  dream  of  any  other  hives  than  bee- 
hives ;  while  Betty  meant  the  cutaneous  erup- 
ticm  that  ^*  Johnny''  was  suffering  under. 

^  And  has  none  o'  thim  disappeared  ?"  said 
BcMy* 

^*Oh  I  no,"  said  Rory;  "  we  take  great  care 
o'  thim.*' 

VOL.    I.  O 
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"  Do,  darling  do ;  — keep  'em  from  cowld." 

"  Oh  yis ;  we  put  sthraw  over  them,'*  said 
Rory. 

"  Sthraw  !"  said  Betty  ;  "  why,  thin,  is  it 
takin'  lave  o'  your  sinses  you  are,  Darby  ?  Is 
it  sthraw  on  the  hives  ?" 

Sartinly ;  sure  the  bees  likes  it.*** 

Bees  I*'  said  Betty  ;  "  arrab,  what  bees  ?" 

Why,  the  bees  in  the  hives,*'  said  Rory. 

"  Arrah,  man,  don't  be  goin'  on  with  your 
humbuggin' !  you  know  I  'm  axin\  about  the 
child  very  well,  and  you  must  go  on  with 
your  thricks  about  bee-hives.  I  hate  hum- 
buggin', so  I  do.  Darby,  —  and  you  know 
I  do ;  and  you  will  be  goin'  on,  all  I  can  say.*' 

Rory  saw  there  was  some  mistake;  and  to 
stop  Betty,  he  said,  "  Whisht,  whisht  !** 

"  What  is  it  ?"  said  Betty. 

^^  Don't  talk  so  much,  or  maybe  they  '11  hear 


uz." 


Betty  was  silent  for  some  time ;  but  as  per- 
fect stillness  seemed  to  reign  in  the  house,  she 
returned  to  the  charge  on  the  hives. 


RORY  o'more.  29t 

**  But,  tdl  me,  is  the  hives  all  out  ?'' 

"  Av  coorse^"  said  Rory. 

"  And  do  they  look  well  ?" 

"  Mighty  purty  indeed,"  said  Rory ;  "  and 
there'll  be  a  power  o'  honey  in  them,  I'm  sure/^ 

Betty  now  gave  him  a  box  on  the  ear,  saying, 
"  Devil  sweep  you  !  you  will  be  humbuggin'  so 
you  will.  You  cruel  brute  !  can't  you  make 
fun  of  anything  but  the  poor  child  that  is  lyin** 
undher  the  hives  ?" 

*^  Sure,  I  tell  you  the  child  is  well  and 
hearty ;   and  isa't  that  enough  ?'^   said  Rory. 

"  And  it's  only  jokin'  you  wor  ?"  said  Betty. 

"To  be  sure,"  said  Rory;  "  you  ought  to 
know  my  ways  by  this  time.  —  This  is  mighty 
fine  beef!" 

"  But,  'deed  an'  'deed,  is  Johnny  — ^" 

*^  Bad  luck  to  the  word  more  I  'II  say  !"  said 
Rory,  affecting  an  angry  silence. 

Betty  now  changed  her  ground,  and  thought  a 
bit  of  scandal  confided  to  Darby,  would  amuse 
him  ;  so  she  began  to  tell  him  that,  suppose  the 
colonel  should  find  out  she  brought  her  hus- 
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baod  into  the  bouse,  he  had  bo  right  to  com- 
plain, for  at  all  events  it  was  her  own  husband, 
and  nobody  else. 

Rory  chuckled  at  her  confidence. 

<'  Not  all  as  one,'*  said  Betty,  "  as  him — with 
another  man's  wife  !     Purty  goin's  on.'* 

"  Do  you  tell  me  so  ?''  said  Rory. 

"  I  found  it  all  out,  so  he  'd  betther  say  no- 
thin'  to  me,  or  I  could  desthroy  him.  Not  that 
she 's  a  bit  worse  than  ever  she  was  ;  but  if  the 
coUecthor  knew  it — " 

Rory  cocked  his  ears.  '^  Is  it  Scrubbs  you 
mane  ?" 

«  Who  else^''  said  Betty. 

"  And  his  wife  ?"  said  Rory. 

"  —  Is  come  over  on  a  visit,  by  the  way  — 
but  I  know  what  I  know." 

"  How  long  ago  ?"  said  Rory. 

*'  Since  you  were  here  last,"  said  Betty. 

"  That 's  a  long  time,"  thought  Rory  to  him- 
self. 

"  Scrubbs  went  to  town  last  week,  and  over 
comes  madam — on  a  visit.    Av  coorse  she'll  go 
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back  when  she  expects  her  nate  man  home.  But  it 
sarves  him  right ! — what  could  he  expec^  when 
he  tuk  up  with  the  likes  of  her,  the  dirty  cur  !'' 
Betty  went  on  for  some  time  in  this  strain, 
venting  the  vials  of  her  wrath  on  the  colonel 
and  Mrs.  Scrubbs ;  and  Rory  did  not  interrupt 
her,  for  he  was  glad  the  more  she  talked,  as  it 
relieved  him  from  the  difficulty  of  remaining 
concealed  under  her  questions.  After  exhaust- 
ing her  news  and  her  abuse,  she  began  to  ask 
Rory  more  questions,  to  all  of  which  he  re- 
plied by  the  exclamation  of  "  Whisht,"  pro- 
testing at  the  same  time  he  was  afraid  to  speak 
for  fear  of  discovery  by  the  colonel.  At  last, 
when  Betty  found  he  had  cleared  the  dish  and 
emptied  the  jug,  she  said, 

"  You  had  betther  come  to  bed  now,  darlin'." 
This  was  a  poser,  and  Rory  said  "  Whishf* 
again. 

"  Come  to  bed,  jewel  —  you  11  be  more  com- 
fortabler  there  than  sittin'  here  in  the  cowld,  and 
we  can  talk  without  any  fear  o*  bein'  heerd, 
with  our  heads  undher  the  blankets.**' 

o3 
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<^  I  canH  bear  my  head  undher  the  blankets^" 
said  Rory. 

"  That 's  newly  come  to  you,  thin,*'  said  Betty. 

"  That  is  since  this  cowld/'  said  Rory,  reco- 
vering himself :  "  it  chokes  me,  this  cowld  does." 

"  There's  not  a  finer  thing  in  the  world  for  a 
cowld  than  to  go  to  bed,''  said  Betty. 

^^  But  the  cowld  rises  in  my  throat  to  that 
degree  when  I  lie  down,**'  said  Rory,  **  that  it 
smothers  me.^ 

"  May  be 'twould  be  betther  to*night,  darlin'." 
said  Betty. 

"  I  'd  rather  sit  up,"  said  Rory. 

"  You  '11  be  lost  with  the  cowld,''  said  Betty, 
"  and  no  fire  in  the  grate." 

Rory  found  Betty  was  determined  to  have 
matters  her  own  way,  and  began  to  get  puzzled 
how  he  should  avoid  this  difficulty,  and  the 
only  chance  of  escape  he  saw  open  to  him, 
was  to  request  the  tender  and  confiding  Betty 
to  prepare  herself  for  a  "  grate  saycret"  he  had 
to  tell  her,  and  that  she  would  promise  when  be. 
informed  her  of  it,  not  to  be  too  much  surprised. 


RORT  o'morb,  295 

Betty  protested  to  preserve  the  most  phUo- 
sqphic  composure. 

"  You  won't  screech?**  said  Rory. 

**  What  would  I  screech  for  ?"  said  Betty. 

"  It 's  mighty  surprisin','*  said  Rory. 

"  Arrah,  don't  keep  me  waitin',  but  let  me 
have  it  at  wanst,"  said  Betty  eagerly. 

**  Now,  darlin"*  take  it  aisy,"  said  Rory,  "  for 
you  must  know "^ 

"  What  r  said  Betty. 

**  I  'm  not  Darby,''  said  Rory. 

Betty  scarcely  suppressed  a  scream. 

"  You  villian  !"  said  she. 

"  I  'm  not  a  villian,  aither,"  said  Rory. 

"  What  brought  you  here  at  all  ?" 

"  Yourself,"  said  Rory :  "  sure,  wasn't  it  your- 
self pulled  me  inside  the  hall-door  ?" 

"But,  sure,  I  thought  it  was  Darby  was 
in  it." 

"  Well,  and  havn't  I  been  honest  enough  to 
tell  you  I  'm  not  Darby,  at  last,  when  it  might 
have  been  throublesome  to  your  conscience, 
Betty .?" 


296  RORY  o'more. 


a 


Ay,*'  said  the  woman» "  there 's  more  o'  your 
roguery  !  Betty  too  !  —  how  did  you  make  out 
my  name,  you  divil's  limb?" 

"  A  way  o'  my  own,  Betty.'' 

"Oh,  a  purty  rogue  you  are,  I  go  bail  — 
throth  it 's  not  the  first  house  you  got  into,  I 
dare  say,  nor  the  first  poor  woman  you  en- 
thrapped,  you  midnight  desaiver  —  and  takin' 
up  my  name  too." 

"  Well,  I  haven't  taken  away  your  name 
anyhow  ;   so  don't  be  so  fractious." 

"  Arrah,  but  how  do  I  know  but  you  will." 

"  Well,  it 's  time  enough  to  cry  when  you  're 
hurt,  Betty,  —  keep  yourself  cool  now — there  *s 
no  harm  done." 

"  No  harm  indeed !  Curse  your  impidince  !  — 
No  harm  !  Why,  how  do  I  know  but  it's  a  robber 
you  are  maybe  ?  Faith,  I  Vlieve  I  'd  best  rise 
the  house  and  own  this  thing  to  the  colonel." 

"  Betty  dear,"  said  Rory  very  quietly,  "  have 
a  little  wit  in  your  anger,  agra  !  think  o'  your 
chardcthery  Betty." 

*'•  Oh  my  charicther,   my  characther,   sure 
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enough  it  *s  ruined  for  ever !  Oh^  what  'U  I 
do  V*  And  she  was  going  to  cry  and  make  a 
fool  of  herself  when  Rory  reminded  her  that 
crying  would  do  no  good. 

**  The  curse  o'  Crumll  an  you !  what  brought 
you  nigh  the  place  at  all  ?  and  who  are  you  ?^ 

"  No  matther  who  I  am,  but  I  tell  you  what 
is  the  best  thing  you  can  do  :  jist  let  me 
stay  quietly  in  the  house  until  the  dawn,  and 
thin  let  me  out  onknownst.^ 

''  Oh,  I  darn't,  I  dam't,"  said  Betty.  "  Sure 
if  you  wor  seen  quittin^  the  place,  ^t  would  be 
the  ruin  o'  me  !" 

*^  By  dad !  I  must  quit  it  some  time  or  other,^ 
said  Rory  :  ^^  and  sure  if  you  let  me  out  now 
itself,  maybe  the  colonel  will  hear  the  door 
opening ;  or  even  if  he  doesn't,  sure  the  sojers  is 
now  on  the  watch,  and  would  catch  me.^' 

"  Oh,  you  mustnH  go  out  by  the  front,'*'  said 
Betty :  "  I  'U  let  you  out  into  the  garden  at  the 
back,  and  you  must  get  over  the  wall,  for  here 
you  mustn't  stay — that 's  tee-totally  out  o'  the 
question.** 
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"  Well,  anything  for  a  quiet  life,'*'  said  Rory ; 
^^  do  what  you  plaze  with  me :  but  I  think,  as 
I  am  here,  you  might  as  well  let  me  sit  up  here 
till  towards  mornin\'' 

"  No,  no,  no  [^  said  Betty  in  great  tribula- 
tion. "  Who  knows  but  Darby  might  come  ! 
and  then  what  in  the  wide  world  would  I  do  !'' 

"  You  should  keep  him  out,''  said  Rory. 

"Out,  indeed  !"  said  Betty, — "  keep  Darby 
out !  Sure,  he'd  suspec'  somethin'  wasn't  right, 
for  he's  as  jealous  as  a  turkey-cock,  and  he'd 
murdher  me  if  he  thought  how  it  was.  Oh, 
what  brought  you  here  at  all  \**  < 

At  this  moment,  some  pebbles  were  thrown 
against  the  area  window. 

"  Oh,  by  this  and  that,"  said  Betty,  "  there 
he  is. — Oh,  what '11  become  o'  me!" 

"  Tut !  woman  alive,"  said  Rory,  who  endea- 
voured to  make  her  attend,  for  she  became 
almost  confounded  by  the  difficulty  of  her  situ- 
ation, and  was  clapping  her  hands  and  uttering 
a  volley  of  Oh's, — "  Tut  !  woman,  don't  be 
clappin'  your  hands  like  a  washwoman   and 


RORY  o'more.  299 

makin^  an  uproar,  but  jist  let  me  out  smart 
into  the  garden,  and  I  ^11  get  over  the  wall,  as 
youtowld  me.'' 

Betty  seemed  aroused  to  action  by  Rory's 
suggestion,  and  now  led  him  to  a  back  window, 
which  she  opened  carefully;  and  telling  Rory  to 
get  out  softly,  she  handed  him  a  chair,  and  then 
followed  herself.   She  conducted  him  then  to  the 
end  of  the  garden,  and  placing  the  chair  close  to 
the  wall,  she  held  it  firmly,  while  Rory  got 
upon  the  back  rail,  which  enabled  him  to  lay  his 
hands  on  the  top  of  the  brickwork,  and  he  soon 
scrambled  up  and  dropped  himself  on  the  out- 
side.     On  his  landing,   he   ran  as   fast  and 
lightly  as  he  could  from  the  quarter  where  the 
sentinels  were  placed,  and  so  far  escaped  un- 
observed,  and  continued  in  a  straight  line  up 
a  narrow  street  that  opened  from  one  of  the 
comers  of  the  green.      Here  he  paused  a  while 
before  deciding  which  way  he  should  proceed ; 
for,  in  the  hurry  of  leaving  the  house,  he  never 
thought  of  asking  Betty  which  was  the  way  to 
go.    Rory  took  the  first  turn  out  of  this  street 
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that  chance  suggested,  and  was  getting  on 
famously,  as  he  thought ;  but  while  in  the  very 
act  of  congratulating  himself  on  his  wonderful 
deliverance  from  the  soldiers,  he  turned  another 
corner,  and  was  scarcely  round  it,  when  a  star- 
tling "  Who's  there?"  was  uttered  a  few  paces 
ahead  of  him,  and  the  rattling  of  a  firelock  ac- 
companied the  challenge. 

Rory  saw  the  game  was  up,  and  that  after 
all  his  former  luck»  it  was  his  fate  to  become  a 
prisoner;  so  he  approached  the  point  whence 
he  was  challenged,  and  said,  "  A  friend.'^ 

"Advance  and  give  the  countersign,^  said 

the  sentinel,  emerging  from  a  sentry-box. 

"  I  haven't  sitch  a  thing  about  me,  sir,''  said 
Rory. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

IN   WHICH   RORY   REMEMBERS   THE   OLD  SAYING   OF  *'  PUT 
THAT   IN    YOUR    PIPE   AND   SMOKE    IT." 

When  Bory  could  not  give  the  countersign 
nor  produce  a  pass,  the  sentinel  told  him  he  was 
bis  prisoner,  and  must  remain  in  his  custody 
until  the  guard  should  be  relieved ;  to  which 
Rory  made  not  the  least  objection. 

To  all  the  soldier^s  questions  as  to  where  he 
had  been  and  what  brought  him  out  at  that 
hour  of  the  night,  Rory  gave  ready  but  eva- 
sive answers,  until,  the  first  moment  of  surprise 
being  past,  he  had  time  to  invent  such  replies 
as  would  least  embarrass  him   in  any  subse- 
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quent  examination  he  might  undergo ;  and  was 
so  far  successful,  that  the  soldier  believed  him 
to  be  a  peasant  who  was  abroad  at  that  hour 
through  his  own  ignorance. 

Rory  now  thought  of  General  Hoche^s  let- 
ter, and  began  to  feel  uneasy  at  the  posses- 
sion of  such  a  document.  Under  the  surveiU 
lance  of  the  sentinel  he  could  not  well  manage 
to  tear  it ;  and  even  if  he  had,  it  being  found 
near  the  spot,  would  prove  a  suspicious  cir- 
cumstance against  him.  In  this  dilemma,  an 
ingenious  thought  occurred  to  him.  Stoop- 
ing, as  it  were  to  rub  his  leg,  he  soiled 
his  fingers  with  the  mud  upon  his  shoes,  and 
then  introducing  his  hand  into  the  pocket 
which  held  the  letter,  he  dabbled  it  with  the 
dirt  to  take  off  its  look  of  freshness,  and  dou- 
bled it  together  in  narrow  folds,  so  as  to  re- 
semble those  billets  of  paper  which  the  Irish 
peasantry  so  commonly  stick  in  their  hats  for 
the  purpose  of  lighting  their  pipes.  This, 
the  thin  texture  of  the  foreign  paper  enabled 
him  the  better  to  do ;  and  Rory  then  stuck  the 
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dangerous  document  into  his  hatband,  where 
he  trusted  to  its  remaining  without  exciting 
sQSpicioD. 

In  about  half  an  hour  the  guard  was  reliev- 
ed, and  Rorj  was  handed  over  to  the  patrole, 
who  marched  him  into  the  guard-house  of  the 
barrack,  up  to  whose  very  walls  it  was  his 
ill  luck  to  have  directed  his  steps  on  leaving 
the  colonel's  house.  Rory  entered  the  place 
of  durance  with  the  greatest  composure,  and 
began  talking  to  the  soldiers  with  the  most  ad- 
mirable nonchalance. 

"  Faix,  I  'm  glad  I  had  the  luck  to  fall  in 
with  you  !*  said  he,  "  for  I  didnH  know  where 
in  the  world  to  go ;  and  here  I  am  undher  a 
good  roof,  with  a  fine  fire  in  the  place.^ 

The  soldiers  did  not  attend  to  him  much, 
but  crowded  round  the  fire,  while  the  seijeant 
went  to  make  his  report  to  the  officer  of  the 
guard  that  a  prisoner  had  been  brought  in. 

This  officer  happened  to  be  a  very  raw  en- 
sign, who  having  lately  joined,  and  being  more- 
over by  nature  a  consequential  coxcomb,  was 
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fond  of  giving  himself  all  the  airs  in  which  a 
position  of  authority  could  permit  him  to  in- 
dulge, much  to  his  own  personal  delight  and 
the  good  of  his  majesty^s  service. 

When  the  serjeant  had  announced  his  own 
presence  before  his  superior  officer  by  the  re- 
spectful enunciation  of  "  Plase  your  honour,'' 
he  stood  as  upright  as  his  own  halberd — and 
he  had  just  about  as  much  brains, — with  his 
arms  and  hands  stuck  straight  and  close  to 
his  side,  until  the  ensign  thought  fit  to  lift 
his  gooseberry  eyes  from  the  novel  he  was 
reading.  When  he  vouchsafed  to  look  .at  the 
Serjeant,  he  said,  '*  What 's  your  business  ?'^ 

"  The  pattherowl,  your  honour,  has  tuk 
a  presner." 

Where  did  they  make  the  arrest  ?** 
The  rest,  your  honour  ?  there 's  no  more  o' 
them,  your  honour." 

"  I  say,  where  did  they  capture  him  ?'^ 

*^  Oh  I  they  did  nothing  to  him,  your  ho- 
nour, until  they  have  your  honour's  ordbers.'' 

*^  Confound  you  !  I  say,  where  did  they  take 
him?" 
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**  They  have  tuk  him  into  the  guard-house, 
your  honour.*** 

*^  You  horrid  individual !  I  mean,  where  was 
he  found  ?" 

"  In  the  sthreet,  your  honour.'' 

«  You  beast !     What  street  P'' 

'^  Butthermilk-sthreet,  your  honour/' 

"  Near  the  barrack  ?*^ 

"  Yis,  your  honour." 

"  Has  he  any  accomplices  ?'' 

"We  have  not  sarched  him  yet,  your  ho- 


nour." 


"  Confound  you ! — I  mean,  was  he  in  com- 
pany ?" 

.  "  Yis,  your  honour ;  he  says  he  was  in  com- 
pany,  but  they  turned  him  out,  your  honour." 

"Then  he  was  alone  i^' 

"  Yis,  your  honour.'^ 

"  Have  you  searched  him  ?'' 

"  No,  your  honour.'' 

'^ Demneetion,  sir!  You  should  always 
search  a  prisoner  the  first  thing — ^you  don't 
know  but  a  prisoner  m^y  have  concealed  arms 
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or  treasonable  papers  on  his  person.  Search 
him  directly.'' 

"  Yis,  your  honour,''  said  the  seijeant,  rais- 
ing his  arm  like  the  handle  of  a  pump,  and 
when  he  had  it  at  full  length,  doubling  it  up 
from  his  elbow  till  his  hand,  as  flat  as  a  fish- 
knife,  touched  his  head:  then  deliberately  re- 
versing all  these  motions  until  his  arm  was 
back  again  at  his  side,  he  turned  on  his  heel, 
and  was  leaving  the  room,  when  the  ensign, 
calling  him  back  again,  said,  with  an  air  of 
great  authority, 

"I  expect  never  to  hear  of  such  a  gross 
breach  of  discipline  and  neglect  of  duty  again  : 
never  report  a  prisoner  in  my  presence  without 
being  able  to  answer  all  such  important  ques- 
tions as  I  have  been  asking  you ;  and  for  this 
purpose  let  your  first  duty  be  always  to  search 
him  directly.  Go,  now,  and  report  to  me  again 
when  the  person  of  this  prisoner  has  undergone 
rigid  inspection.     Retire !" 

"  Yis,  your  honour,"  said  the  seijeant,  re- 
peating his   salute  with  his  usual  solemnity. 
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and  stdking  from  the  room  into  the  guard- 
house. 

Now,  the  room  where  the  officer  sat  was  a 
small  apartment  partitioned  off  the  guard- 
house ;  and  Rory,  whose  ears  were  open,  heard 
every  word  of  the  officer^s  magniloquence  and 
the  seijeant^s  stupidity ;  and  so  soon  as  he 
heard  the  order  about  searching,  and  the 
words  ^^treasonable  papers/'  he  thought  that 
to  let  the  letter  remain  in  existence  would  be 
only  running  an  unnecessary  risk ;  so  he  very 
deliberately  approached  the  fire,  and  having 
taken  Hoche's  letter  from  his  hatband,  he 
spoke  to  some  soldiers  who  were  sitting  round 
the  hearth  all  unmindful  of  what  was  going 
forward  between  the  ofiicer  and  the  serjeant, 
and,  h^uiding  them  the  letter  twisted  up  in  the 
form  of  a  match  for  lighting  a  pipe,  he  said, 

**  I  beg  your  pardon  for  being  so  throuble- 
dome,  gintlemen,  but  would  you  oblige  me  to 
light  this  taste  of  paper  for  me  to  kindle  my 
pipe  ?  for  indeed  it 's  mighty  cowld,  and  I  ^m 
lost  with  the  wet.^ 
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One  of  the  soldiers  did  as  he  required ;  for 
the  request  was  so  natural,  and  Rory's  manner 
so  cool,  that  no  suspicion  was  awakened  of  the 
importance  of  the  document  on  whose  destruc- 
tion Rory'*s  life  or  death  depended,  and  the 
lighted  paper  was  handed  to  him  over  the 
shoulders  of  the  party  that  enclosed  the  fire, 
and  Rory  lighted  his  pipe  with  a  self-possession 
that  would  have  done  honour  to  an  American 
Indian.  From  the  wetting  the  letter  had  sus- 
tained while  exposed  in  Rory's  hat,  it  burned 
slowly  ;  so,  when  he  heard  the  serjeant  coming 
from  the  officer^s  room,  and  his  feigned  match 
not  yet  consumed,  he  leaned  over  the  back  of 
the  soldier  who  had  obliged  him,  and  saying, 
"  Thank  you  kindly,  sir,***  he  threw  the  re- 
mainder of  the  paper  into  the  fire,  just  as 
the  Serjeant  returned  to  execute  the  ensign''s 
order. 

The  search  instituted  upon  Rory^s  person 
produced  no  evidence  against  him.  When  it 
was  over,  he  sat  down  and  smoked  his  pipe 
very  contentedly.     In  a  few  minutes  another 
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prisoner  made  his  appearance,  when  a  second 
party,  who  had  been  relieving  guard,  came  in. 
This  man  was  making  loud  protestations  that 
he  was  not  the  person  the  soldiers  took  him 
for ;  but  his  declarations  to  this  effect  seemed 
to  produce  no  belief  on  the  part  of  the  guard. 

**  I  wonder  you  were  not  afraid  to  come  to 
the  place  again,  after  having  escaped  once  be- 
fore,'^ said  one  of  the  sentinels  who  brought 
him  in. 

"  I  tell  you  again,  I  never  was  there  before,^ 
said  the  man. 

" Bother r  said  the  sentinel;  "you  won't 
do  an  old  soldier  that  way." 

^^  By  this  and  that,^'  said  the  prisoner. 

"  Whish,  whish !''  said  the  soldier ;  "  sure 
we  were  looking  for  you  before :  however,  you 
contrived  to  give  us  the  slip.'** 

"  I  gave  you  no  slip,^  said  the  prisoner : 
^^  I  tell  you  again,  'twas  the  first  time  I  was 
there."' 

"  Fudge  V*  said  the  soldier :  "  how  did  the 
bell  ring  ?'' 
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"  Divil  a  bell  I  rung,"  said  the  man. 

Rory  understood  in  an  instant  how  this  mys- 
tification took  place  :  he  suspected  at  once  this 
must  be  Darby,  who  had  thrown  the  pebbles 
that  startled  Betty  so  much ;  and,  while  he 
laughed  in  his  sleeve  at  the  poor  husband 
being  mistaken  for  the  person  who  had  dis- 
turbed the  colonel's  house,  he  continued  to 
smoke  his  pipe  with  apparent  indifierence  to 
all  that  was  going  forward,  and  did  not  as 
much  as  look  up  at  the  prisoner.  It  was  ab- 
surd and  whimsical  enough,  certainly,  that 
Betty  should  first  have  mistaken  him  for 
Darby,  and  then  that  Darby  should  be  mis- 
taken by  the  soldiers  for  him.  Darby  still  con- 
tinued to  protest  his  innocence  of  any  previous 
approach  to  the  bouse;  but  the  soldiers  could 
not  be  persuaded  out  of  their  senses,  as  they 
themselves  said  ;  and  so  the  afiair  concluded 
by  Darby  being  desired  to  sit  down  beside  his 
fellow-prisoner. 

Bory  now  looked  at  him,  to  see  what  sort  of 
a  bargain  Betty  had  made  in  a  hudband,  and, 
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to  his  surprise,  he  beheld  one  of  the  men  he 
had  seen  in  the  cellar.  A  momentary  look  of 
recognition  passed  between  them,  and  then 
they  withdrew  their  eyes,  lest  the  bystanders 
should  notice  their  intelligence. 

"  Where  will  the  adventures  of  this  night 
end  !**  thought  Rory  to  himself. 

But  all  adventures  must  have  an  end  at 
last,  and  this  chapter  of  Rory's  accidents 
came  to  a  close  next  morning ;  in  the  mean 
time,  however,  Rory  stretched  himself  on  the 
guard-bed  when  he  had  finished  his  pipe,  and 
slept  soundly.  It  may  be  wondered  at  that  he 
could  sleep  under  such  exciting  circumstances, 
and  still  in  a  perilous  situation  :  but  when  we 
remember  all  the  fatigues  he  had  gone  through 
the  preceding  day,  it  does  not  seem  extraordi- 
nary that  sleep  should  have  favoured  one  like 
Rory,  who  was  always  full  of  hope,  and  did 
not  know  what  fear  meant. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


IN  WHICH    IT   APPEARS   THAT   ONE   MAN*S    SIN    MAY    PROVE 
ANOTHER   man's   SALVATION. 


In  the  morning  he  was  awoke  by  a  prodi- 
gious drumming;  and  various  other  drum- 
mings,  and  fifings,  and  trumpetings,  &c.  went 
forward,  with  paradings  and  such  military 
formula :  these  being  finished,  Bory  and  Dar- 
by  were  conducted  from  the  guard-house,  and 
led  into  the  presence  of  the  colonel,  whom  Rory 
recognised  for  his  coal-hole  acquaintance  of  the 
preceding  night. 

Rory,  on  being  questioned  as  to  what  brought 
him  into  the  streets  at  such  an  hour,  said  that 
he  was  a  stranger  in  the  town ;  that  it  being 
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market-day,  he  went  with  some  ^*  boys^  to  have 
some  drink,  and  that  he  became  drowsy  and 
fell  asleep  in  a  public-house ;  that  subsequently 
he  was  awoke,  and  that  he  then  saw  other 
people  in  the  room  ;  that  a  quarrel  arose ;  that 
they  did  not  seem  to  like  his  company,  and 
"  at  last,^  said  Rory,  "  they  gave  me  a  hint 
to  go.'' 

"What  hint  did  they  give  you?''  said  the 
cobneL 

"  They  kicked  me  down  stairs,  your  honour," 
said  Hory. 

A  laugh  followed  Rorjr's  exposition  of  what  a 
hint  was,  and  he  thought  it  in  his  favour ;  for 
when  serious  charges  and  inquiries  are  going 
forward,  Momus  is  the  best  counsel  a  prisoner 
can  retain. 

"  That 's  rather  a  strong  hint,"  said  the  co- 
lonel. 

"  I  thought  so  myself,  your  honour,"  said 
Rory  ;  ^'  and  so  when  they  kicked  me  down 
stairs,  I  suspected  it  was  time  to  go." 

"  But,  my  good  fellow,"  said  the  colonel. 
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noticing  Rory's  fine  proportions  and  bold  eye, 
though  Rory  endeavoured  to  look  as  innocent 
as  he  could,  *^  I  don^t  think  you  seem  like  a 
fellow  that  would  take  such  a  hint  quietly.^ 

**  Why,  your  honour,  I  ^m  behowlden  to  you 
for  your  good  opinion,  and  indeed  it  ^s  thrue, 
I  'm  proud  to  say ;  but  what  could  I  do  agin  a 
dozen.  I  ofiered  to  bate  them  all  round  singly ; 
but  they  would  not  listen  to  ray  son,  and  so 
they  shoved  me  outside  the  door ;  and  there  I 
was  in  the  sthreet,  knowin^  no  more  than  the 
child  unborn  where  to  turn,  or  where  to  go 
look  for  a  bed."' 

^^  I  ^U  have  the  keeper  of  that  public-house 
punished  for  having  it  open  at  such  an  hour. — 
Where  is  it  ?" 

•*  Indeed  and  I  don't  know,"'  said  Rory. 

The  colonel  looked  incredulous.  He  ques- 
tioned Rory  more  closely,  who  fenced  very  in- 
geniously ;  but  still  the  suspicions  of  the  co- 
lonel were  excited,  and  he  said  at  last, 

**  Your  account  of  yourself,  my  good  fellow, 
is  rather  confused.^^ 
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**  No  wondher,  your  honour,  when  I  was 
dhnmk  all  the  time.^' 

"  That  won't  do,"  said  the  colonel,  who  con- 
tinued in  a  scTerer  tone, — "  I  suspect  you  're  a 
deep  fellow,  sir,  and  know  more  than  you  choose 
to  tdl,  and  therefore  I  Ul  hand  you  over  to  the 
Serjeant. — Here,  serjeant.''  That  functionary 
advanced.  ^^  Serjeant,"  said  the  colonel,  *^  take 
this  fdlow  to  the  halberds,— let  the  drummers 
give  him  a  dozen,  and  see  if  that  will  refresh 
his  memory." 

Rory's  heart  almost  burst  with  indignation 
at  the  thought  of  the  degradation,  and  he  be- 
came first  as  red  as  crimson  and  then  as  pale  as 
death  with  rage. 

*^Ha!'^  said  the  colonel,  seeming  to  enjoy 
the  pallor  his  threat  had  produced,  and  which 
he  mistook  for  fear, — "  we  'U  see,  my  fine  fel- 
low, what  you  think  of  the  hints  the  drummers 
will  give  you  I" 

In  an  instant  Rory's  invention  came  to  his 
aid;  and  though,  could  he  have  indulged  his 
desire,  he  would  have  had  the  colonel  placed 
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before  him  on  equal  terms,  and  could  have 
plucked  out  his  tyrannous  heart  for  the  degra- 
dation he  would  inflict  on  him,  still  he  kept 
down  his  rising  wrath,  and  let  finesse  accom- 
plish what  he  knew  force  could  never  achieve ; 
so,  with  as  much  calmness  as  he  could  muster, 
he  said, 

"  I  'd  be  sorry,  sir,  to  put  the  sarjeant  to  so 
much  throuble ;  and,  if  you  ''U  be  good  enough 
to  clear  the  room,  I H  tell  you  something  you  ^d 
like  to  know,  sir.*" 

"  You  may  tell  it  out  before  all,^  said  the 
colonel. 

"  Plaze  your  honour,**  said  Rory,  who  now 
had  recovered  his  self-command,  and  enjoyed 
the  thought  of  foiling  cruelty  by  craft, — "  your 
honour,  it 's  something  you  wouldn't  be  plazed 
every  one  should  hear." 

**  How  shouldn'^t  I  be  pleased  ?  There  ""s 
nothing  you  can  tell,  fellow,  that  I  should  care 
if  the  whole  world  knew.*" 

"  Av  coorse  not,  your  honour,"  said  Rory 
with  aficcted  reverence  ;  *^  but  at  the  same  time. 


BORY   O'MORE.  17 

if  you  blieve  me,  sir,  it  will  be  betther  for  no 
one  but  yourself  to  know  of  it."' 

*^  Clear  the  room,  then,'^  said  he  to  the  Ser- 
jeant. "  You  may  remain,  Mr.  Daw.'*'  This 
was  said  to  the  ensign  who  was  officer  of  the 
guard. 

"  No  one  but  yourself,  if  you  plaze,  your 
honour,^  said  Rory. 

The  colonel  at  first  imagined  that  this  was 
some  desperate  fellow  who  had  concealed  arms 
about  him,  and  meant  to  take  his  life ;  but  re- 
membering he  had  been  searched  in  the  guard- 
house, his  personal  security  no  longer  was 
matter  of  question,  and  there  was  a  certain 
meaning  that  Rory  threw  into  his  manner  which 
influenced  him  to  grant  the  prisoner's  request 
to  be  alone  with  him. 

"  Well,  what 's  this  wonderful  secret  you  've 
to  tell?"  said  the  colonel  when  they  were 
alone. 

"  Why,  sir,''  said  Rory,  affecting  great  em- 
barrassment, and  rubbing  his  hand  up  and 
down  the  table  before  which  he  stood,  as  if  he 
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were  ashamed  of  what  he  had  to  communicate, 
^^  I  ^m  loath  to  tell  you  almost,  sir,  begging 
your  honour's  pardon ;  but ^" 

"  Quick,  sir,  quick  !''  said  the  colonel  impa- 
tiently. 

"  It 's  all  thrue  what  I  towld  you,  sir,  about 
bein^  a  sthranger  in  the  town,  and  comin^  over 
jist  to '' 

"  The  fact,  sirrah  !"  said  the  colonel, — "  the 
fact — ^tell  me  what 's  this  secret  of  yours.*** 

**  Yis,  your  honour,  that 's  what  I  want  to 
insense  your  honour  about." 

"  You  'd  incense  any  one  with  your  delay, 
fellow.  Come  to  the  fact,  I  tell  you — ^What  's 
this  secret  ?'' 

Rory  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  colonel  while  he 
proceeded, 

"  You  see,  sir — I  beg  your  honour^s  pardon, 
and  hope  you  won't  be  offinded  with  m&-^but 

in  the  regard  of  Misther *"  and  he  lowered 

his  voice  to  a  mysterious  pitch.  . 

"  Who  ?'*  said  the  colonel,  on  whom  Rory 
had  his  eye  fixed  like  a  hawk. 
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^^  Misther  Scrubbs^  sir,"  said  Rory. 
The  colonel  winced :  Rory  saw  he  had 


.»> 


"  Tented  him  to  the  quick  ; 

and  now  he  felt  the  game  was  in  his  hands. 

*^  What  of  him  ?^  said  the  colonel,  recovering 
himself,  but  yet  with  a  very  altered  tone  of 
voice  to  that  in  which  he  had  hitherto  pursued 
his  interrogatories. 

"Why,  sir,  your  honour  —  you'll  excuse 
me,  I  hope, — ^and  wouldn't  offind  your  honour 
for  the  world, — ^but  I  thought  it  best  not  to 
mention  anything  about  it  while  the  people 
was  here,  becaze  people  is  curious  sometimes 
and  might  be  makin'  their  remarks;  and  I 
thought  I  could  betther  give  your  honour  a 
hint  when  nobody  would  be  the  wiser  of  it.'' 

"  I  'm  not  any  wiser  myself  of  it  yet,"  said 
the  colonel. 

*^  No,  of  coorse,  your  honour,  seein'  I  was 
loath  to  mention  the  thing  a'most,  for  fear  of 
your  honour  thinkin'  I  was  takin'  a  liberty ; 
but  the  misthiss — Missis  Scrubbs  I  mane,  your 
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honour — "  and  Rory  here  stuck  his  eyes  into 
the  colonel  again. 

"  Well  ?^'  said  the  colonel. 

"  I  knew  she  was  over  here  with  a  frind^ 
your  honour,  and  I  knew  that  she  did  not 
expec'  the  masther  down — the  colleethor,  I 
mane." 

"  Well,"  said  the  colonel, 

**  And  I  thought  it  best  to  tell  her  that  I 
heerd  the  masther  is  comin'  down  to-morrow, 
and  av  coorse  your  honour  knows  he  would  not 
be  plazed  if  the  misthiss  wasnH  in  the  place, 
and  might  suspect^  or  the  like.  I  hope  your 
honour  is  not  offinded  ?'' 

The  emphasis  on  ^^  your  honour  knows^  and 
^^  suspecf^  was  accompanied  by  sly  smiles  and 
winks,  and  significant  nods ;  and  the  colonel  saw 
clearly  that  Rory  was  possessed  of  the  know- 
ledge of  his  intrigue  with  Mrs.  Scrubbs,  and 
that  the  best  thing  he  could  do  was  to  make 
him  his  friend  ;  so  he  said  very  gently, 

^'  Offended  I  my  good  fellow,  not  at  all. 
And  so  you  came  over  to  tell  your  mistress  ?^' 
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^^  I  thought  it  best,  sir ;  for  indeed  she  is  a 
pleasant  lady,  and  I  wouldn'^t  for  the  world 
that  she  ^d  get  into  throuble,  nor  your  honour 
aither." 

"  Well,  here 's  something  to  drink  my 
health."" 

"  Oh,  your  honour,  sure  I  wouldn't." 

'^  I  insist  upon  it,""  said  the  colonel,  forcing 
five  guineas  into  Rory"s  hand,  who  did  all  in 
his  power  not  to  take  them ;  for,  though  he 
hesitated  not  to  execute  this  manoeuvre  to  save 
his  life,  he  did  not  like  receiving  money  on  a 
false  pretence. 

"  Indeed,  thin,  I  never  intended  to  take 
money,  nor  to  tell  your  honour  of  it  at  all — 
only  the  misthiss,  but  for  the  quare  accident 
that  brought  me  before  your  honour."" 

*^  I  'm  glad  I  "ve  seen  you,"  said  the  colonel, 
^'  to  reward  your  fidelity  to  your  mistress :  she 
shall  be  home  before  to-morrow.'" 

"  Throth,  then,  I  pity  her  to  be  obleeged  to 
lave  so  iligant  a  gintleman." 
^'  Hush !"  said  the  colonel. 
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**Muni  !"said  Rory,  winking  and  laying  his 
finger  on  his  nose :  "  but  sure  you  Ve  the 
divil  among  the  women,  colonel  V 

The  colonel  was  pleased  at  the  compliment 
paid  to  his  gallantry ;  and  merely  saying  to 
Rory,  "  Be  discreet/'  he  called  in  the  persons 
who  were  waiting  in  wonder  outside  to  know 
what  important  communication  had  been  going 
forward. 

"This  man  is  free/'  said  the  colonel ;  *'  I  'm 
quite  satisfied  with  his  explanations.  And, 
Serjeant,  take  him  with  you  to  the  adjutant^s 
ofiice,  and  let  him  have  a  pass.**^ 

This  was  a  bit  of  finesse  on  the  coloneFs 
part,  to  make  it  appear  that  it  was  on  public, 
not  private  grounds,  he  gave  Rory  his  free- 
dom ;  for  at  this  period  a  pass  from  a  com-' 
manding  officer  empowered  the  bearer  to  go 
unmolested  at  all  hours^  and  was  entrusted 
only  to  emissaries  or  known  friends  of  govern- 
ment. 

The  colonel  was  so  thrown  off  his  guard  by 
Rory's  ruse  de  guerre,  that  he  never  asked  his 
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name ;  so  Bory  obtained  bis  pass  witbout  being 
known,  and  tben  turned  bis  face  bomeward.  As 
he  rattled  along  tbe  road,  bigh  in  spirits,  as 
men  always  are  wben  tbey  bave  conquered  diffi- 
culties, bis  bead  was  in  a  wbirl  at  the  retro- 
spect of  tbe  various  adventures  which  had  be- 
fallen bim  within  four-and-twenty  hours. 

^^  First,  I  meet  French  missionaries'^  (he 
meant  emissaries,  but  no  matter), — *^  thin  I  get 
all  tbe  news  o^  what  ^s  goin'  on  that  will  asto- 
nisb  tbe  world, — thin  I  get  a  rale  letther  from 
Gineral  Hocbe — ^Ab  !  there 's  the  murdher  I — 
the  letter  ^s  gone.  Bad  cess  to  it !  why  couldn^t 
leontbrive  to  keep  it'?  But  no  matther — afther 
all,  it  might  be  worse,  sure ;  if  "twas  found  I^  d 
be  banged. — Not  that  I''d  care  so  much  for 
that,  as  tbe  thing  being  blown. — Indeed,  I 
might  ba'  been  banged  maybe,  afther  all ;  only 
I  knew  about  tbe  colonel's  purty  doings. — 
Well,  well, — to  think  that  the  sins  of  one  wo- 
man sbould  save  the  life  of  another  man ! 
But'  that  ^s  the  will  o'  God  and  the  blessed 
Vargin. — And  to  think  I  should  not  only  get 
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home  safe,  but  have  five  goolden  guineas  in 
my  pocket  into  the  bargain  ! — Throth,  Rory, 
luck 's  on  your  side,  my  boy  !^ 

Now,  it  was  not  merely  luck  was  on  Rory's 
side,  for  he  turned  all  the  accidents  to  good 
account  which  would  have  been  thrown  away 
on  a  fool ;  and  this,  after  all,  is  what  makes 
the  difference,  in  ninety-nine  cases  out  of  every 
hundred,  between  a  lucky  and  an  unlucky  man. 
The  unlucky  man  often  plays  life's  game 
with  good  cards,  and  loses ;  while  the  lucky 
man  plays  the  same  game  with  bad  ones,  and 
wins.  Circumstances  are  the  rulers  of  the 
weak ;— they  are  but  the  instruments  of  the 
wise. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

BEING   A   MIXTURE  OF   ROMANCE  AND   REALITY. 

The  interest  which  De  Lacy  felt  on  Rory's 
return,  in  listening  to  the  important  intelligence 
he  brought,  was  mingled  with  amusement  at 
the  adventurous  way  in  which  he  had  con- 
ducted the  enterprise.  The  loss  of  the  letter 
he  did  not  much  regard,  as  the  most  valuable 
information  it  could  have  conveyed  was  in  his 
possession,  namely,  the  preparation  of  the  ex- 
tensive armament  for  the  invasion  of  the  island; 
and,  under  the  circumstances,  he  not  only  did 
not  blame  Rory  for  the  mishap,  but  gave  him 
great  credit  for  his  courage  and  intelligence ; 
for  Rory  had  communicated  to  him  every  par- 

VOL.  II.  c 


26  RORY   O'MORB. 

ticular  of  his  adventures.  De  Lacy  blamed  De 
Welskein  for  holding  the  unlicensed  commu- 
nion Rory  described  in  his  cellar,  and  assured 
O^More  he  was  not  aware  that  such  was  the 
smuggler's  practice  when  he  sent  him  on  his 
mission. 

**You  don'^t  imagine,  Rory,  that  I  would 
countenance  nor  be  the  companion  of  such 
ruffians  ?" 

"  To  be  sure  you  wouldn't,  sir,''  said  Rory ; 
'^  and  I  hope  you  don't  think  I  'd  suppose  such 
a  thing." 

"  No ;  but  as  you  were  sent  there  by  me,  I 
wish  you  to  understand ^" 

**  Oh^  sir,  I  don't  mind  such  a  thrifle,"  said 
Rory. 

"  I  don't  think  it  a  trifle,'*  said  De  Lacy. 

^'  But  sure,  if  it  was  you  was  there,  of  coorse 
he  wouldn't  have  done  the  like  by  you,  sir." 

^^  He  dare  not,  the  rascal!  but  that's  not 
^[lough;  he  shouldn't  have  treated  my  agent 
so :  but,  to  be  sure,  in  these  afiairs  one  must 
not  be  too  particular.  They  say  poverty  makes 
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men  'acquainted  with  strange  bedfellows ;  and 
rerdltftioiis  must  do  the  same  thing.^ 

Y«ty  much  a$  De  Lacy  strove  to  reconcile  the 
thing  to  his  feelings,  his  delicacy  revolted  at 
the  scene  of  brutal  debauch  that  Rory,  a  pure- 
hearted  peasant,  was  made  the  witness  and 
partly  the  partaker  of.  De  Lacy  was  in  every 
way  an  enthusiast:  he  believed  in  that  high 
standard  of  human  virtue  which  could  sacrifice 
all  for  virtue's  sake ;  his  love  of  liberty  was 
pure, — unstained  by  one  unholy  motive,  and 
however  much  he  might  be  blamed  by  those 
who  thought  the  cause  in  which  he  was  engaged 
unjustifiable,  or  even  flagitious,  his  motives  at 
least  were  high  and  noble :  they  might  be  called 
mistaken,  but  not  unworthy. 

And  of  all  worldly  things  did  De  Lacy  think 
with  as  high  a  tone  of  feeling,  and  as  deep  a 
confidence  in  humanity.  His  profession  as  a 
soldier,  his  present  exploit  as  a  patriot,  and  his 
love  as  a  man,  were  all  undertaken  and  pursued 
with  a  feeling  belonging  rather  to  the  age  of 
ehivalry  than  the  tioa^  in  which  he  lived.    Or 

c2 


28  RORY   O'MORE. 

it  might  be  perhaps  more  truly  said^  bel<Hi^ng 
to  his  own  particular  period  of  existence^ — :tha| 
glorious  spring-time  when  every  leaf  of  life  is 
green,  and  the  autumn  of  experience  has  not 
laid  the  withering  tint  of  distrust  upon  one. 
The  age  of  chivalry,  did  I  say  ?  Oh !  every 
young  and  noble  heart  has  its  own  age  of 
chivalry ! 

De  Lacy^s  love  has  been  once  mentioned  be* 
fore — at  least  glanced  at ;  and  it  may  be  as  well 
to  give  some  slight  notion  of  that  event,  so  in- 
teresting in  most  people's  lives.  Not  that  De 
Lacy's  love  has  much  to  do  with  the  events 
about  to  be  recorded ;  but  as  it  will  be  neces* 
sary  to  touch  upon  it  perhaps  elsewhere,  the 
reader  may  just  be  given  a  peep  into  the  aiFair : 
besides,  it  will  help  to  exhibit  the  refined  na- 
ture of  De  Lacy's  mind. 

He  had  left  behind  him  in  Paris  a  girl  to 
whom  he  was  deeply  attached,  and  by  whom 
he  believed  himself  to  be  ardently  beloved. 
But  Adele  Verbigny  was  unworthy  of  such;  a 
love  as  De  Lacy's,  inasmuch  as  she  could  not  un- 
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dertfand  it.  Love  was  with  her  a  necessity :  she 
thought  it  quite  indispensable  that  every  young 
lady  should  have  a  lover ;  and  if  that  lover  was 
a  hero^  so  much  the  better.  Now,  De  Lacy 
happened  to  be  a  handsome  fellow  and  a  sol- 
dier; and  when  he  volunteered  to  undertake 
the  dangerous  mission  to  Ireland,  she  was 
charmed,  because  that  her  Horace  should  be 
the  '*  saviour  of  a  nation,*^  &c.  &c.  she  consi- 
dered a  triumph  to  herself.  So,  babbling  in 
the  exaggerated  jargon  of  the  feverish  time  in 
which  she  spoke,  she  said  she  offered  up  the 
hopes  of  her  heart,  &c.  upon  the  altar  of  Free- 
dom, &c.  and  desired  him  go  and  disenthral 
his  native  land  from  the  yoke  of  tyranny,  &c. 
and  return  crowned  with  laurels  to  enjoy  her 
love,  &c. 

De  Lacy  believed  the  little  Parisian  felt 
all  she  said,  and  loved  her  better  than  ever. 
VRiile  he  was  yet  uncertain  of  the  moment  of 
his  departure,  he  received  a  peremptory  sum- 
mons from  the  Directory  to  start  immediately 
with  a  government  courier  to  the  coast.     He 
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hastened  to  the  house  of  his  Ad^le  to  take  a 
tender  farewell.  Her  mother  met  him  as  he 
entered  the  apartment. 

«  Hush  !"  said  she ;  "  Ad^le  deeps.'' 

^^  I  have  not  a  moment  to  wait,^  said  De 
Lacy;  "I'm  summoned  on  the  instant  to  de- 
part.'' 

"  You  see  she  sleeps,"  said  the  mother : 
"  she  cried  so  much  last  night  at  the  separation 
of  the  lovers  in  the  play,  that  she  was  quite 
overcome.  Her  nerves  have  been  shattered  all 
day,  and  she  went  asleep  just  now  on  the  sofa 
to  restore  herself." 

"  Sweet  soul  !*'  said  De  Lacy — "  poor  AdMe ! 
if  she  wept  at  a  fictitious  separation,  what 
would  she  suffer  at  a  real  one !  I  willnot  wiake 
her— no— mine  be  the  pain  of  parting.  Tell 
her,"  said  he  tenderly,  and  he  looked  at  the 
sleeping  girl  while  he  spoke  to  her  mother, — 
*.*  tell  her  I  go  to  fulfil  my  duty  to  my  country. 
I  will  return  with  its  blessings  and  the  laurels 
of  victory  to  lay  at  her  feet,  and  then  I  shall 
be  worthy  of  her."     He  knelt  to  kiss  her,  but 
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paujsed.  ^^  No,^  he  said,  ^^  I  might  awake  her: 
this  is  all  I  shall  take,^  and  he  gently  drew  a 
flower  from  the  folds  of  her  dress, — ^^  ^tis  a  type 
of  her  beauty,  her  sweetness,  and  her  inno- 
cence V  He  then  rose  and  hurried  to  depart. 
"  Farewell,  mother,'*  said  he, — "  permit  me  to 
call  you  so, — and  tell  Ad^le  why  I  would  not 
wake  her ;  and  will  she  not  love  me  the  better 
when  she  knows  how  much  I  renounced  in  re- 
Unquishing  the  parting  charm  of  a  kiss  and  a 
blessing  from  her  own  bright  lips  r  He  could 
trust  himself  to  say  no  more,  and  he  rushed 
from  the  house. 

Adze's  mother  was  rather  astonished,  for  the 
refinement  of  feeling  that  had  prompted  De 
Lacy  was  quite  unintelUgible  to  her ;  and,  as 
she  snuffed  the  candles  when  he  left  the  room, 
she  said,  ^^  Mafoij  que  cet  homme^H  est  drdle !" 

The  rayings  of  De  Lacy  during  his  danger- 
ous  illness  had  been  divided  between  the  recol- 
lection of  Ad^le  and  anticipation  of  the  in- 
tended revolutionary  struggle.  On  his  reco- 
very, howevei^  his  mind  reverted  more  plea- 
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surably  to  the  former  subject  than  the  latter ; 
for,  to  his  enfeebled  nerves,  love  was  a  theme 
more  congenial  than  war. 

In  such  a  frame  of  mind  it  was  that  De  Lacy 
sat  in  his  bed-room,  a  few  days  after  his  reco- 
very, with  some  papers  lying  before  him,  and 
his  eyes  resting  on  the  flower  he  had  taken 
from  the  bosom  of  Ad^le  the  night  he  bad  part- 
ed from  her.  He  thought  of  the  circumstances 
of  that  parting ;  and  as  the  sleeping  girl  was 
recalled  to  his  fancy,  his  heart  went  through  all 
the  emotions  of  that  parting  again,  through  the 
influence  of  an  imagination  always  vivid,  but 
now  rendered  more  delicately  sensitive  through 
the  agency  of  that  susceptibility  of  nerve  v^hich 
the  languor  succeeding  a  severe  illness  pro- 
duces, and  the  fulness  of  his  heart  and  the 
excitement  of  his  fancy  found  vent  in  recording 
his  farewell  and  the  emotions  of  that  moment  in 
verse ;  and,  dedicating  to  his  AdMe  the  inspira- 
tion of  his  muse,  he  wrote  the  following 
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SONG. 

Sleep,  my  love — sleep^  my  lore. 

Wake  not  to  weep^  my  love^ 
Thoagh  tfay  sweet  eyes  are  all  hidden  from  me  : 

Why  ^oiildst  thou  waken  to  sorrows  like  mine,  love, 
•   While  thou  may^st,  in  dreaming,  taste  pleasure  divine, 
loye? 

For  blest  are  the  visions  of  slumbers  like  thine,  love — 
So tieep  thee, nor  know  who  says  " Farewell  to  thee !' 

II. 

Sleep,  my  love*— sleep,  my  love, 

Wake  not  to  weep,  my  love, 
Thou^  thy  sweet  eyes  are  all  hidden  from  me : 

Hard  *tis  to  part  without  one  look  of  kindness. 

Yet  sleep  more  resembles  fond  love  in  its  blindness, 
.  And  thy  look  would  enchain  me  again ;  I  find  less 
Of  pain  to  say,  *'  Farewell,  sweet  slumb'rer,  to  thee  !'' 

ThiiB,  in  writing  and  reading, — for  De  Lacy 
had  a  few  choice  books  with  him, — some  days 
were  passed  ;  but  his  strength  began  to  return, 
and  be  was  soon  able  to  walk  abroad.  In  his 
ramble,  a  book  was  mostly  his  companion; 
and  it  was  the  frequency  of  his  being  ob- 
served by  the  country  people  in  the  act  of 
reading  that  he  obtained   the  name   of  ^'  the 

c5 
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Scholar,^^  for  so  he  became  universally  called  by 
the  peasants,  who  liked  him  for  his  courteous 
manner,  and  the  freedom  with  which  he  con- 
versed with  them.  Who  and  what  he  was,  they 
did  not  care :  but  not  so  little  Sweeny  and 
Scrubbs,  who  used  to  exchange  mutual  *^  won- 
ders'^  with  each  other  as  to  "  What  the  deuce 
he  could  be? — What  brought  him  there? — 
What  he  was  about  ?'^  &c.  &c.  and  the  conclu- 
sion they  always  arrived  at  was,  both  shaking 
their  heads  very  significantly,  and  saying,  **Very 
odd !"  De  Lacy  avoided  the  village  in  his 
walks.  In  the  first  place,  the  retirement  of 
the  quiet  banks  of  the  river,  or  the  wildness 
of  the  hills  above  it,  wefe  more  congenial  to 
his  temper;  and  secondly,  he  wished  to  keep 
himself  beyond  the  range  of  observation  as 
much  as  possible.  With  reading  and  sketch- 
ing, and  making  short  excursions  into  the  ad- 
jacent country,  his  days  passed  pleasantly 
enough,  while  all  the  time  he  was  taking  note 
of  what  he  saw  and  heard ;  for  though  the 
expected  assistance  from  the  Texel,  of  which 
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lie  WBB  ip  daily  hopes  of  receiving  intelli- 
genees  rendered  it  unnecessary  to  write  to  Ge- 
neral. Clarke  on  the  subject,  as  the  blow  he 
expected  would  be  strudc  without  any  urgency 
on  hi«  part,  yet  his  own  anxiety  to  acquire  a 
knowledge  of  the  internal  state  of  the  country 
stimulated  his  inquiries.  Old '  Phelim,  the 
schoolmaster,  was  often  questioned  on  such 
matters ;  and  his  oddity  amused,  while  his  in- 
ibrmation  satisfied^  De  Lacy. 
~  It  might  be  supposed  by  the  general  reader 
that,  engaged  in  such  a  cause  as  De  Lacy  then 
was,  an  introduction  to  the  parish  priest  would 
have  been  held  desirable ;  but  it  was  not  so— far 
from  it.  De  Lacy,  in  common  with  all  the  leaders 
of  the  political  movement  then  going  forward  in 
Ireland,  desired  to  shun  by  every  possible  means 
any  contact  with  the  priesthood.  The  results 
of  the  French  Revolution  had  given  the  alarm 
to  the  clergy  of  all  denominations ;  and  the 
Irish  Roman  Catholic  priests,  so  far  from  coun- 
tenancing the  introduction  of  revolutionary 
principles  into  Ireland,  bad  refused  absolution 
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to  ^^  The  Defenders,''  a  political  union  formed 
amongst  the  lower  orders  of  the  Catholic  Irish, 
to  protect  themselves  from  the  aggressions  of 
the  "  Peep-o'-day  Boys/' who  were  Prxftesianta 
and  Presbyterians.  The  dominant  party  in  Ire- 
land have  endeavoured  to  propagate  the  belief 
that  the  rebellion  of  1798  was  of  religious 
origin,  and  put  in  practice  for  the  murder  df 
all  the  Protestants  in  Ireland;  but  what  is 
the  fact  ?  The  society  of  United  Irishmen  was 
first  established  in  the  North  of  Ireland,  where 
the  majority  of  the  population  was  Protestant 
and  Presbyterian.  It  was  by  Protestants  and 
Presbyterians  the  society  was  founded,  and  Pro- 
testants and  Presbyterians  were  its  principal 
leaders.  So,  to  credit  the  Orange  account  of 
the  affair,  we  must  believe  that  the  Protestants 
originated  the  ingenious  device  of  organising  a 
revolution  to  murder  themselves ! 

The  truth  is,  the  revolution  then  contem- 
plated was  purely  politicaL  When  the  re- 
peated calls  for  reform  in  the  Irish  parliament 
and  a  repeal  of  the  penal  laws  against   Ca- 
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tboiiea  were  refused  till  disappointmeut  grew 
intp  deqpfdr»  then,  and  not  till  then,  did  the 
people  coalesce  to  take  by  force  what  they  had 
vainly  sought  by  petition.  The  Catholics,  from 
the  very  nature  of  their  religion,  its  feudal  ch»* 
racter,  and  its  habits  of  slavish  subjection, 
would  never  have  dared  to  rebel.  It  was  the 
stem  Presbyterians,  reformers  by  descent,  that 
(urganised  the  movement  to  relieve  Ireland  from 
the  political  degradation  in  which  she  then  was 
prostrated,  and  long  oppression  at  last  roused 
the  Roman  Catholics  to  make  common  cause 
with  them. 

These  facts  I  mention,  lest  it  might  be  «»* 
sidered  inconsistent  that  De  Lacy  should  not 
have  been  in  league  with  Father  Kinshela,  who, 
80  far  from  countenancing  the  influence  of 
Frenchmen  in  Ireland,  considered  the  Gallic 
revolution  and  all  its  emissaries  to  be  quite  as 
pestilential  as  they  were  deemed  to  be  by  the 
stanchest  Protestant  in  the  land. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

AS  "IRISH"  FAIR  WITH  ONLY  ^  ON* '*  FIGHT  IK  IT.— 
DE  WELSKEIN's  METAMORPHOSES. —  LEARNED  PIGS. — 
ROASTED   DUCKS. — LOVE    AND   MURDER^  &C.  &C. 

De  Lacy  had  been  for  some  days  in  ex- 
pectation of  going  to  a  neighbouring  fair, 
which  has  the  reputation  of  being  a  scene  of 
great  merriment  in  Irdand,  and  a  very  cha- 
racteristic thing;  and  as  he  had  never  wit- 
nessed such  a  meeting,  his  curiosity  was  not 
a  little  excited.  It  was  agreed  that  he  and 
Rory,  as  well  as  his  sister,  with  her  suitor 
ConoUy, — who,  by  the  way,  was  not  a  favoured, 
though  a  devoted  lover, — should  form  a  party, 
to  which  Phelim  O^Flanagan  begged  to  be  add- 
ed, and  the  request  was  granted. 

"  You  must  not  expect,  though,"  said  Rory, 
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addressiDg  De  Lucy*  ^^  that  we  '11  have  as  much 
fun  as  usual;  for,  you  see,  the  people  beiog 
more  united^  they  won't  fight  as  much  as  they 
do  in  common,  and  the  factions  is  laid  down  by 
common  consint  until  matthers  get  smooth 
again ; — ^and  ^hen  we  have  justice  and  happi- 
ness among  us  once  more,  why  thin  we  can 
enjoy  our  private  battles  according  to  the  good 
owld  fashion." 

*^  That  V  the  thing  that  surprises  me,'^  said 
De  Lacy,—"  why  you  are  so  fond  of  factions. 
You  are  good-humoured  and  pleasant  fellows 
enough  individually ;  but  when  a  set  of  you 
get  together,  you  scarcely  ever  part  without 
fighting." 

;  "  Why,  you  see,  sir,^  said  Phelim,  "  it  is  the 
nature  of  man  to  be  disputaarious  in  thdr  var- 
riou9  degrees, — kings  for  kingdoms — scholars 
for  argument — and  so  an ;  and  the  disputaa- 
tiousness  of  human  nathur  is  as  like  to  brake 
out  about  which  barony  is  the  best  ball-players 
or  hurlers,  as  if  Roosia  vindicated  Proosia,  or 
Proosia  vindicated  Roosia :  for  you  know,  sir. 
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being  a  scholar,  that  the  vindicativeness  of 
oations  to  aitch  other  is  no  more  than  the  vin'*^ 
dicativeness  of  the  human  heart,  which  is  as 
demonstherated  in  a  pariah,  or  a  barony,  or  a 
townland,  or  the  like,  as  in  the  more  circum-* 
scribed  circle  of  an  impire  or  a  prindpaUtine^ 
all  as  one  as  a  circle  is  a  circle,  whaterer  the^ 
size  of  it  may  be,  from  a  platther  up  to  a  cart- 
wheel, Q.  E.  D.  What  was  to  be  demon-^ 
stherated  r  and  Phelim  took  snuff,  as  usuaL 

*'  Admirably  demonstrated  indeed  l^  said  D^ 
Lacy,  maintaining  his  gravity ;  <'  but,  if  the 
matter  in  dispute  be  ball-playing  or  wrestlings 
would  not  the  surest  method  of  settling  the 
business  be,  to  play  an  equal  match  of  either 
of  the  given  games,  instead  of  beating  each' 
other  ?'** 

"  Arrah,  what  else  do  we  do  ?^  said  Rory. 

*^  You  always  fight,  instead." 

^^  But  how  can  we  help  that  ?  Sure,  we  at* 
ways  do  challenge  each  other  to  {^y  a  match 
of  ball  or  hurling,  and  thin,  in  the  coorse  of 
play,  one  man   gives  a  false  baU,  or  another 
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Guts.it^  abd  diin  there  ^s  a  dispute  about  it; 
o^jsu  hiirl]ii%  the  nme  way,  in  the  hate  of  the 
gamfb  maybe  the  fellow  before  you  is  jist  goin* 
to  have  the  ball  all  to  himself,  and  you  afther 
him,  hot  foot,  what  can  you  do  but  give  him 
a  thrip?  and  away  he  goes  head  over  heels,  and 
if  he  ^«  not  disabled,  there^s  a  chance  he  loses  his 
timper,  and  comes  to  thrip  you, — when,  maybe 
he  is  not  so  neoessiated  to  thrip  you  as  you  wor 
to  thrip  Aim,  and  that  doesn^t  stand  to  rayson 
in  your  opinion,  and  maybe  you  caxCt  help 
givin'  him  a  clip  o^  the  hurl,  and  down  he  goes ; 
and  thin,  maybe,  one  o'  his  barony  sees  that, 
and  doesn't  think  it  raysonable,  and  slaps  at 
yoUf — and  so  on  it  goes  like  fire  among  flax, 
and  the  play  tiu:ns  into  a  fight  in  no  time ;  and, 
indeed,  in  the  long-run*  we  find  His  the  best 
way  of  arguin^  the  point, — for  there  might  be 
some  fractious  sperits  would  dispute  about  the 
fairness  o^  this  play,  or  the  fairness  o^  that 
play,  and  that  it  was  an  accident  settled  the 
game ;  but  when  it  comes  to  rale  fighting  there 
can  be  no  words  about  it, — for,  you  see,  when 
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you  dhrive  every  mother's  son  o**  them  before 
you,  and  fairly  leather  them  out  o^  the  fields 
there  can  be  no  mistake  about  iL" 

^^But  does  not  that  produce  bad  Uood 
amongst  you  f'  said  De  Lacy. 

'*  By  no  manes,^^  said  Rory ;  "  why  should 
it?  Sure,  haven't  they  the  chance  of  wol* 
lopin^  us  the  next  time  ?" 

^^  And  that  perpetuates  the  dispute/^  said 
De  Lacy. 

"  To  be  sure,'^  said  Rory  ;  "  that  "^s  the  fun 
of  it.  Oh,  it  would  only  be  a  cowardly  thing 
to  be  always  fightin*  a  party  you  were  sure  to 
bate !  —  there  would  be  an  end  of  the  glory 
intirely.'* 

"  All  party,"  thought  De  Lacy,  "  is  like 
Rory's  game  of  hurling;  those  who  are  out 
endeavour  to  trip  up  those  who  are  tn, — 
and,  in  conclusion,  the  only  game  left  is  to 
leather  them  out  of  the  field:  when  there  can 
be  no  mistake  about  it." 

It  was  the  next  day  following  Rory^s  and 
Phelim's  eloquent,  lucid,  and  reasonable  expo- 
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sitioQ  of  the  necesaity  and  propriety  of  party 
fights,  that>the  fair  was  holden,  and  the  party, 
as  ahready  named,  started  for  the  scene  of 
amusement;  —  GonoUy  having  the  honor  of 
bebg  gentleman  in  waiting  on  Mary  O'More, 
handing  her  over  stiles,  &c. ;  Phelim  and  Rory 
bearing  De  Lacy  company. 

On  arriving  at  the  scene  of  action,  they  found 
the  fair  tolerably  *'  throng,^  as  the  phrase  is 
in  Ireland;  and  th6  moment  they  were  well 
on  the  ground,  ConoUy  commenced  the  se- 
ries of  gallantries  which  every  aspirant  to  a 
pretty  girPs  favour  goes  through  on  a  fair-day, 
by  buying  a  large  stock  of  gingerbread  cakes, 
which  appeared  to  have  been  made  of  brown 
paper  and  treacle,  and  apples  to  match,  and 
isquesting  the  whole  party,  including  De  Lacy, 
who  was  most  politely  solicited,  to  partake  of 
the  feast  Now,  when  people  are  at  fairs,  it  is 
a  point  of  honour  to  eat  and  drink,  and  see  all 
that  you  can, — in  short,  till  you  can  eat,  and 
drink,  and  see  no  more;  and  all  the  party 
present,  except  De  Lacy,  seemed  determined 
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their  honour  should  not  be  called  in  question. 
The  cake  and  apple  stands  were  generally  form- 
ed by  the  common  car  of  the  country  being 
backed  into  whatever  position  it  could  take  up 
on  the  fair-ground ;  and  the  horse  being  un- 
yoked, a  forked  pole  of  sufficient  strength  was 
stuck  in  the  ground,  and  the  backhand  of  the 
car  being  deposited  between  the  prongs,  it  at 
once  obtained  support ;  after  which  some  wat^ 
ties  (long  supple  boughs)  being  bent  over  the 
vehicle,  a  quilt  was  thrown  across  these  rustic 
rafters,  to  form  an  awning,  and  the  cakes  and 
apples  were  spread  on  some  sacks,  perhaps,  or 
something  equally  coarse, — anything,  in  short, 
to  cover  the  bare  boards  of  the  car,  that  pro- 
bably carried  a  load  of  sand  or  earth,  or  some- 
thing not  so  agreeable,  the  day  before,  and  was 
now  at  once  converted  into  a  cake-shop.  In  one 
comer  of  the  concern,  a  glass  and  a  black  bot- 
tle, with  something  in  tV,  were  to  be  seen  ;  and 
under  the  car,  from  the  middle  of  a  bundle 
of  straw,  you  might  perceive  the  muzzle  of 
a  large  jar  protruding,  whence  the  black  bottle 
could  be  replenished  as  occasion  required. 
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Booths  were  er^ted  for  the  accommodation 
of  thpse  who.  chose  to  dance,  and  diink  to  re- 
fre^  themselves ;  and  both  these  amusements, 
— that  is  to  say,  dancing  and  drinking, — seemed 
to  be  the  staple  commodities  of  the  fair,  even 
at  an  early  hour ;  but  the  dancing-tents  were 
not  in  their  full  glory  till  much  later  in  the 
day. 

There  was  throwing  for  gingerbread,  and 
other  amusements  incidental  to  such  scenes; 
hut  nothing  very  stirring  in  this  line  seemed  as 
yet  to  have  set  in.  So  the  party  strolled  on 
through  the  crowd;  Rory  remarking  to  De 
Lacy  as  they  went,  that  he  told  him  there 
would  be  little  or  no  fun — "  And  you  see  how 
quiet  they  are,"  said  Rory. 
.  *'  God  save  you,  Phelim,''  said  a  well-dressed 
peasant. 

*^  God  save  you  kindly ,^^  answered  Phelim. 

^^  How  does  the  gossoons  do  without  you, 
Pheliip,  agra  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  gev  the  craythurs  a  holiday,"  said 
Phelim.     *^  I   don^t  like   to  be  too  hard  on 


46  RORY   O'MO&E. 

them.  Exercise  is  good  for  the  gossoons  when 
they  are  at  college,  for  larnin'  lies  heavy  on  the 
stomach.'' 

"Thrue  for  you,  Phelim.  Not  that  I 
know  much  about  lamin^;  but  I  know  you 
mustn^t  brake  the  heart  of  a  young  cowlt.*" 

And  so  saying,  off  Phelim's  friend  went. 

They  now  approached  a  portion  of  the  fair 
where  sales  of  cattle  were  going  forward. 

"How  is  the  bastes  goin'?"  said  Rory  to 
a  farmer. 

"  Indeed,  it 's  back  they  '11  be  goin',''  said 
the  farmer :  **  there 's  no  prices  at  all  here — 
that  is,  for  bastes ;  but  I  hear  pigs  is  lively.*' 

"  What 's  thim  I  see  up  on  the  hill  ?'^  said 
Rory.     "  Is  it  sogers  ?" 

"  No  less,""  said  the  farmer ;  "  though,  in- 
deed, they  might  save  themselves  the  throuble, 
— they  kem  here  to  watch  us ;  but  there  won't 
be  a  blow  sthruck  to-day." 

*'  Thrue  for  you,"  said  Rory ;  and  so  they 
parted. 

They  next  approached  a  show-box,  where  an 
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exhtfaitioa  of  Ptmch  and  Judy  seemed  to  give 
great  amusnnent.  That  interesting  domestic 
history  was  about  half-way  through  when  our 
hero  and  his  party  arrived ;  and  Rory  had  been 
telling  .  in  a  hasty  manner  to  Mary  the  na- 
ture of  Punch's  adventures,  as  they  approached. 
"  Make  haste,  now,"  said  Rory,  *'  for  it 's  bet- 
ther  nor  a  play.  I  seen  a  play  when  I  was 
in  Dublin ;  but  Punch  and  Judy  is  worth  two 
of  it.  Bun !  run !  there  he  is  goin^  to  kill 
his  wife  and  child,  the  comical  owld  black* 
guard  r 

They  arrived  in  time  to  witness  the  death 
of  Mrs.  Punch  and  the  child,  and  then  the 
doctor  was  sent  for.  The  doctor  made  his 
appearance;  and  Punch,  after  his  legitimate 
squeak,  began, 

"  Docta-w-r !" 

"  Bare  ?**  said  the  doctor. 

"  Can  you  cure  my  wife  ?" 

"Yes,  sare." 

"  What  will  you  give  her  ?" 

"  Some  ghost*8  milk.'' 
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Rory  started*  *^  By  aU  that  ^s  good^  that 's 
himself  T  said  he. 

^*  Why,  is  it  a  rale  doctfac»:  P"  said  Mary. 

"  No,  no,"  said  Rory.     "  I  was  only ^ 

be  paused,  and  withdrawing  from  Mary,  he 
beckoned  De  Lacy  from  the  group,  and  said, 
"That'^s  Mr.  Devilskin  that^s  there,*"  pointing 
to  the  show*box. 

"  Where  ?"  said  De  Lacy. 

"There,''  said  Rory,  pointing  again;  "in- 
side the  show-box.  I  ''d  take  my  oath  it  's 
him.  I  thought  I  knew  his  voice  at  first ;  but 
I  'd  sware  to- the  ghosfs  tnilk^ 

And  so  it  was  De  Welskein.  It  has  been 
said  he  was  fond  of  intrigue  and  adventure, 
and  he  was  quite  in  his  element  in  thus  mas- 
querading it  through  the  country ;  and  while 
he  was  sowing  rebellion  from  his  love  of  re- 
volution, and  reaping  profit  from  his  tobacco, 
it  was  pride  and  glory  to  him  to  be  plajdng  the 
bufibon  at  the  same  time,  which  was  at  once  a 
source  of  pleasure  and  security ;  for  the  smug- 
gler was  never  long  in  one  spot,  but  changing 
to  different  places  in  different  characters. 
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^  I  waat  to  ate  him,^  said  De  Lacy,  ^<  and 
am  glad  of  this  chance-meeting.  We  must 
watch  an  opportanity  to  speak  to  him  when 
the  flbow  ia  over.^ 

While  they  m&te  waiting  for  this,  a  group 
of  horsemen  approached  the  show,  and  Rory 
amongst  them  saw  Squire  Ransford,  the  par- 
son. Sweeny,  and  Scrubbs ;  the  latter  engaged 
in  conversation  with  "the  colonel," — he  who 
had  given  Rory  his  freedom  and  his  pass.  Rory 
saw  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  retreat,  as, 
if  he  were  seen,  his  whole  finesse  about  Mrs. 
Scrubbs  would  be  blown,  he  would  get  into 
trouble,  and  his  name  be  in  the  cotonePs  pos- 
session, who,  it  will  be  remembered,  had  never, 
in  his  hurry  to  dismiss  our  hero,  asked  who  he 
was.  Therefore,  screening  himself  behind  De 
Lacy,  he  told  him  how  matters  stood,  and 
taking  Mary  and  ConoUy  with  him,  he  left  De 
Lacy  with  Fhelim  for  a  guide. — "  If  we  don't 
meet  again  in  the  fair,"  said  Rory,  we  must 
only  wait  till  we  go  home;'^  and  he  retired 
rapidly  from  the  spot  unobserved  by  the  horse- 
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men  who  had  caused  his  sudden  retreat.  Ap- 
pointing then  a  place  of  rendezvous  with  Mary 
and  Conolly,  Rory  left  them,  and  they  returned 
to  witness  the  finale  of  Punch  and  Judy. 

Rory  pushed  his  way  through  the  principal 
row  of  booths,  where  the  dancing  and  drinking 
wer^  going  on  prosperously,  and  entering  that 
under  whose  sign  his  appointed  meeting  with 
his  sister  and  her  cavalier  was  to  take  place,  he 
sat  down,  and  calling  for  a  small  portion  of 
drink,  he  refreshed  himself,  intending  when 
that  was  over  to  rest  himself  with  dancing. 
While  he  sat,  he  perceived  Regan  and  Kath- 
leen enter  at  the  farther  end  of  the  booth,  and 
his  heart  bounded  at  the  sight  of  the  girl  he 
loved  ;  but  his  joy  was  damped  at  the  thought 
that  in  her  brother^s  presence  he  had  better  not 
approach  her.  To  his  unspeakable  joy,  how- 
ever, he  saw  Regan  depart,  leaving  Kathleen, 
after  speiaking  a  few  words  to  her ;  and  when 
he  was  some  seconds  gone,  Rory  moved  towards 
the  girlof  his  heart  gaily,  and,  as  her  head  was 
turned  away,  he  proposed  surprising  her  by  his 
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presence ;  ao  approaching  unobserved,  he  tap- 
ped her  smartly  on  the  shoulder,  and  had  his 
most  winning  smile  ready  to  meet  her  when  she 
should  .turn.  When  she  did  turn,  instead  of 
the  flush  of  joy  which  Rory  anticipated,  a 
den^y  paleness  and  a  look  of  reserve  were  on 
the  countenance  of  Kathleen,  and  Rory^s  blood 
ran  cold  to  his  heart. 

<<  What  -s  the  matther,  Kathleen  dear  ?''  said 
Rory. 

Kathleen  could  not  answer. 

"  What  is  the  matther ! — for  God's  sake, 
tell  me  !^  said  Rory  impressively,  for  he  saW 
by  the  girPs  manner  that  an  unfavourable 
iilipression  had  been  made  upon  her  as  re- 
garded him. 

"  Rory,^  said  Kathleen  with  that  reproachful 
tone  which  an  offended  woman  only  can  assume, 
— "  Rory,'*  said  she,  "  need  you  ask  me  ?" 

^  What  have  I  done,  Kathleen  jewel  ?" 

"  Oh,  Rory !  so  soon  to  desaive  and  think 
light  o'  me !" 

"  Me,  Kathleen !— by  all  that 's  good " 
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''  Whisht,  Rory— whisht !— 8 waring  won't 
make  it  betther.*" 

"  But  what  is  it,  Kathleen  ^ 
**  Oh,  Rory  !   don't   be  so  desaitful.     You 
know  you  've  wronged  me !'' 

^'  By  this  blessed  light !  I  never  wronged 
you,  Kathleen !'' 

There  was  something  bearing  such  inherent 
evidence  of  sincerity  in  Rory's  manner,  that 
Kathleen  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  looked 
inquiringly  into  his  face;  but  suddenly  with- 
drawing her  eyes  and  dropping  her  voice,  she 
said,  "  I  'd  willingly  b'lieve  you,  Rory,  — 
but '' 

"  But  what  ?''  said  Rory. 

"  I  don't  Uke  to  accuse  you,  but  you 
know — '^  again  she  paused. 

"  What  ?''  said  Rory  impatiently. 

«  The  cellar,''  said  Kathleen. 

The  word  was  enough.  With  all  that  magic 
rapidity  of  thought  which  instantaneously  links 
a  chain  of  circumstances  together,  Rory  saw 
that  his  conduct  in  De  Welskein'^s  cellar  had 
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been  misrepresented ;  and  when  he  remembered 
how  the  girl  he  had  danced  with  had  fastened 
herself  upon  him,  he  could  not  but  see  that 
circumstances  might  be  made  to  bear  hard 
against  him  in  the  opinion  of  the  woman  he 
was  courting^— he  was  silenced  by  Kathleen^s 
one  word — and  she  mistaking  his  silence  for 
guilt,  was  rising  to  leave  the  booth,  when 
Rory,  taking  her  hand  and  pressing  it  closely, 
said, 

**  Kathleen,  you  wrong  me ;  I  know  what 
you  mane,  but-" 

**  Let  go  my  hand,"  said  Kathleen.  "  You 
had  betther  look  for  the  hand  of  the  lady  you 
like  so  much ;  I  brieve  you  can  find  her  in 
the  fair ;"  and  she  again  made  an  effort  to  go, 
but  Rory  still  detained  her. 

**  Kathleen,'**  said  he,  "  it  is  only  Shan 
Dhu  could  tell  you  this,  and  I  did  not  think 
he  had  so  black  a  heart ;  for,  by  this  light '^ 

" Whisht P  said  Kathleen  in  terror,  "lave 
me,  lave  me ;  Shan  is  coming  back  —  I  see 
him." 
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Well,  promise  to  meet  me  till  I  clear  my- 
self to  you." 

**  Bory,  donH  be  sthriving  to  desaire  a  poor 
girl — go,  I  tell  you.'' 

I  won't  go,  unless  you  promise." 
If  you  've  any  pity   for  me,   go ;    Shan 
is  close  by." 

*'  Promise !"  said  Rory  impressively. 

"  I  will,  then,"  said  Kathleen  faintly. 

"  Meet  me  by  the  rath,  near  the  bridge,'' 
said  Rory,  "  to-morrow  evening.  God  bless 
you,  Kathleen,  and  never  b'lieve  I  have  the 
heart  base  enough  to  wrong  you  !" 

So  saying,  he  kissed  her  hand  passionately 
before  she  could  withdraw  it,  and  slipping  out 
through  an  opening  in  the  side  of  the  booth, 
he  left  it  without  being  perceived  by  Regan. 
Poor  Rory  was  heart-sick  at  the  thought  of 
Kathleen's  coldness,  and  he  looked  forward 
with  the  impatience  and  longing  of  a  child  for 
■the  morrow's  evening,  which  he  hoped  would 
serve  to  chase  every  doubt  from  her  mind. 
While  he   was  moving    through    the  crowd, 
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his .  attentibii  was  attracted  by  a  party  of 
mummers,  who  were  parading  up  and  down 
oflk  ^.platforiHy  in  dirty  rags  sprinkled  with 
rusty  spangles,  and  amongst  them  he  re- 
cognised the  girl  that  had  been  so  sweet  on 
him  in  the  cellar;  he  then  remembered  Kath- 
Ieen*s  saying,  "  I  believe  you  can  find  her 
in  the  fair,^  and  the  thought  struck  him 
that  Regan  might  have  even  pointed  out  the 
flourishing  damsel  before  him  as  his  para- 
mour, and  Rory''s  shame  was  increased,  for, 
with  her  ruddled  cheeks,  short  petticoats,  and 
shabby  finery,  she  was  a  most  disgusting  ob- 
ject»  though  rather  a  fine  girl.  While  Rory 
looked  at  her,  he  fisincied  he  caught  her  eye; 
abd  its  brazen  glare  was  for  a  moment  darken- 
ed by  a  demoniac  expression,  and  instantly 
withdrawn.  He  wished  more  and  more  for 
the  evening  of  the  morrow.  On  he  went 
through  the  main  chain  of  tents,  but  seeing 
the  squire  and  colonel  approaching  again,  he 
took  a  short  turn  round  one  of  the  booths 
aad  avoided  them ;  and  making  a  detour,  be 
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returned  to  the  place  where  he  had  appointed 
Mary  and  Conolly  to  meet   him,  and   there 
he    found    them   waiting.     Joining    company, 
they  commenced  another  ramble  through  the 
fair,  and  at  length  reached  a  booth  whence  there 
proceeded   much   laughter,    and   at  the   door 
of  which,  a  bespangled  buffoon. was  inviting 
the  people  to  enter    and    see   the   wonderful 
conjuror  who  could  tell  fortunes  on  cards  and 
cure  all  sorts  of  diseases.     This  promised  much 
diversion,  and  the  laughter  continuing  to  ap- 
peal to  the  curiosity  of  those  outside,  a  fresh 
party,  including  our  hero,  his  sister  and  her 
admirer,  entered.     Here  they  saw  a  man   in 
a  bag-wig    and   cocked-hat,   laced    coat    and 
rufl9es,  performing  various  sleight-of-hand  tricks 
with  cards,   and  other  feats  of  legerdemain; 
and  after  making  his  beholders^  eyes  the  size 
of  saucers  with  wonder,  and  their  mouths  of 
equal  capacity,  he  proceeded  to  offer  for  sale 
various   nostrums  for   the  cure  of  diseases^; 
amongst  others,    he  produced  one   which  he 
protested  most  solemnly  was  superior  to  ghotfs 
milk. 
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'  "  Ifevilskin  again!*'  said  Rory  to  himself; 
••'devHskin,  sure  enough !— more  than  the  skin, 
hj  my  sowl,  for  I  think  he 's  the  d — 1  him- 
sdfr 

•  Here  was  another  metamorphose  of  the 
Frenchman.  He  was  in  his  glory:  he  had 
a  stall  in  the  fair,  in  good  hands,  for  the  sale 
of  tobacco,  and  he  was  masquerading  it  and 
making  money  in  another  quarter;  a  French 
agent  in  the  middle  of  the  fair,  where  the 
army  were  lookers-on  to  see  that  no  mischief 
was  going  forward; — this  was  his  glory,  the 
intrigue  and  romance  delighted  him. 

Rory  left  the  booth — he  did  not  wish  to 
meet  De  Welskein's  eye:  not  that  he  feared 
him— he  could  not  tell  very  well  himself  the 
precise  cause  of  his  dislike  to  be  recognised 
•by  the  smuggler ;  but  there  was  an  undefined 
feeling  about  Rory,  that  rather  shrunk  from 
hiftving  anything  to  do  with  one  who  seemed 
invests  with  mysterious  power. 

He  awaited   outside   the  booth   the  egress 
of  his  sister  and  ConoUy,  who  suggested  that 
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it  was  time  to  get  something  for  dinner.  To 
this  Rory  assented ;  fot^  notwithstanding  that 
his  meeting  with  Kathleen  had  damped  his  en- 
joyment, his  appetite  was  of  too  keen  and 
hale  a  nature  to  be  influenced  by  a  frown 
from  his  mistress,  as  those  6(  more  refined 
lovers  are  said  to  be. 

"  Not  that  I  'm  very  hungry,^  said  Rory. 

"  Taith,  then  I  am,''  said  ConoUy ;  "  for 
exceptin'  five  or  six  dozen  o'  gingerbread  and  a 
score  of  apples  or  so,  between  us,  Mary  and 
I  have  not  tasted  anything  to  signify." 

*'  You  were  drinking  my  health  very  often, 
too,''  said  Mary. 

"  Phoo, — what  signifies  three  or  four  quarts 
o*  porther !" 

While  we  leave  this  hungry  party  looking 
for  their  dinner,  let  us  return  to  De  hacj  and 
Phelim,  whom  we  left  opposite  De  Welskein's 
show-box. 

De  Lacy  took  his  opportunity  of  speaking  to 
the  smuggler,  whom  he  followed  by  signal  to  a 
booth ;  and  leaving  Phelim   standing  outside 
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by  De  Wd^keillV  desire,  he  entered  the  booth, 
and  a  rude  eUrtdin  was  drawn  across  the  orifice 
bjF  which  tbey  came  in.    De  Lacy  now  found 
himself  in  a  stliall  canvass  apartment,  from 
which,  through  the  division  in  another  curtain, 
he  saw  into  a  large  space  beyond  the  sentry- 
box  sort  of  place  in  which  he  stood. 
*'  Dis  my  teatre,"  said  De  Welskein. 
♦*  What  do  you  want  a  theatre  for  ?" 
"  To  ^muse  mysef — blind  de  vulgare — mak 
romaunce — J'^aime  les  aventures,  vous  savez^ 


monsieur.'" 


"  I  thought,  smuggling — ^' 

"  Sare  r  said  De  Welskein  with  dignity. 

"  I  mean,  your  mercantile  pursuits  would 
have  given  you  enough  of  employment.'' 

•*  Bah  !  —  bagatelle !  —  everbodd^e  can  be 
marchand ; — bote  for  les  intrigues " 

"  That  requires  a  man  of  genius,''  said  De 
Lacy. 

"Ah! — ^b'leeve  so,  indeet,"  said  De  Wel- 
skein with  great  self-complacency. 

*^  But  then  your  political  mission,  is  not  that 
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enough  to  fill  up  any  spare  time  you  can  with«- 
bold  from  your  mercantile  pursuits  ?" 

"  Yais  —  c^est  vrai  —  ordinairement  —  for 
most  peepel ;  —  but  me  —  love  intrigue  —  ro- 
maunce — ha !  ha ! — besise — more  bard  for  dis- 
cover to  certen  persun.  Dis  day,  marchand — 
to-mawrow,  Ponsbe  an^  Joodee — now  me  shange 
agen." 

Here  he  threw  ofi*  his  coat,  and  proceeded  to 
take  out  of  a  canvass  bag  that  lay  under  some 
Btraw  in  a  corner,  the  laced  coat  and  cocked- 
hat,  wig,  &c.  in  which  Rory  subsequently  saw 
hini  attired. 

"  Now,  me  go  play  Doctair  Duck.'** 
What  character  is  that  ?^^  said  De  Lacy. 
Quaak,  quaak,  quaak,'^  said  De  Welskein, 
with  a  spirit  and  vivacious  expression  worthy 
of  the  comedy  for   which   his  country  is  so 
famous. 

De  Lacy  laughed.  —  "  And  do  you  get 
fees  ?'' 

"  Certanlee : — no  fee,  no  docteur ;  sell  leetle 
peels — cure  everyting — better  dan  ghosts  milk. 
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Beflfie/^  said  he,  pulling  cards  from  his  pocket, 
"  here  more  ting— -hocus-pocus — ^poots  card  in 
fooFs  pauket — ha  !  ha  ! — mak  dem  stare— tink 
me  de  divil." 

**  They  Ve  not  far  out/'  thought  De  Lacy. 

De  Welskein  having  completed  his  attire, 
painted  his  face,  rubbed  burnt  cork  on  his  eye- 
brows, and  shaken  flour  into  his  wig,  held  some 
short  conversation  on  the  state  of  afiairs  over 
the  water ;  and  De  Lacy,  thinking  it  better  not 
to  remain  too  long  in  such  company,  brought 
his  conference  to  a  close  as  soon  as  possible ; 
and  after  telling  De  Welskein  where  he  could 
find  him,  he  drew  the  ragged  curtain,  and 
emerged  'from  the  tiring-room  of  the  adven- 
turer. Having  rejoined  Phelim,  he  asked  him 
what  was  to  be  done  next,  for  he  determined 
to  let  Phelim  do  the  honours  of  the  fair. 

"  I  hear  there  is  a  pig  in  the  fair,  sir,^'  said 
the  cicerone. 

^^  I  \e  seen  some  hundreds  already,'*'  said  De 
Lacy. 

Oh,  you  'te  very  smart  on  me  now,"  said 
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Pb^lim,  *^  and  take  me  up  short ;  but  the  pig  I 
mane  is  a  lamed  pig.^ 

'*  Indeed  !  where  is  he  to  be  seen  P^^ 

"  Somewhere  up  here,  I  hear.  Now  I  M 
like  to  see  that  above  all  things ;  for  though 
I  know  to  my  cost  that  some  childhre  is  no 
betther  than  pigs,  either  in  manners  nor  intellex, 
I  have  yet  to  be  insensed  how  a  pig  can  be 
equal  to  a  Chrishthan.'" 

They  soon  came  within  hearing  of  a  fellow 
who  was  roaring  at  the  top  of  his  voice, — 

^^  Walk  in  !  walk  in !  walk  in,  ladies  and 
gintlemin;  here  is  the  wondherfiil  lamed  pig 
that  knows  the  five  quarthers  o'  the  world, 
and  more; — together  with  his  A.  B.  C.  and 
apperceeand — and  goes  through  his  alphibbit 
backwars ; — together  with  addishin,  substhrac- 
shin,  multiplicashin,  and  divishin  ; — knows 
numerashin,  minshurashin,  navigashin,  and 
botherashin "" 

Here  the  crowd  always  laughed. 

—  *'  Together    with    varrious    accomplish- 
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iiiii|t«  too  Bttmerous  to  be  miniihiiid, — smdces 
tabakky  and  tells  cunnundherums.^ 

'<  Ob  1  do  you  hear  the  lies  he  '•  tellin' !"" 
said  Pheliin  ;  ^^  sure  no  pig  could  d«  the  like, 
barring  one  pig  that  is  minshind  in  anshint 
hkthery." 

^^  I  don't  remember  that  pig,  Phdim,^^  said 
De  Lacy. 

"  Pig — maylius  !''  said  Phelim,  bursting  in 
triumph  at  having  caught  De  Lacy  in  one  of 
his  old  and  favourite  jokes. 

De  Lacy  could  not  help  laughing  at  the  poor 
(Ad  man^s  whimsical  conceit ;  and  compliment- 
ing him  on  his  wit,  he  proposed  to  Phelim  that 
they  shouIH  see  if  what  was  promised  of  the 
pig  were  true. 

**  Impossible!"  said  Phelim;  "it  's  only 
throwing  away  money .^ 

"  We  '11  see,  at  all  events,''  said  De  Lacy, 
who  paying  sixpence,  which  was  twopeiice  more 
4;han  was  required  for  two  admissions,  he  and 
the  schoolmaster  walked  up  a  low  step-ladder. 
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which  led  to  the  place  of  exhibitidti,  deafened, 
as  they  passed  the  crier,  by  his  yodferating, 
**  Step  up,  ladies  ! — jist  goin*  to  begin.  Step 
up,  step  up — all  for  tuppinoe— only  tuppince; 
the  lamed  pig,  only  tuppince  for  minsurashin, 
rniditashin,  contimplashin,  navigashin,  atid 
6at£^-therashin  V^ 

When  the  company  had  been  collected  in 
sufficient  quantity,  a  shrewd-looking  fellow, 
fantastically  dressed,  led  in  a  pig  by  a  string 
which  was  fastened  to  a  ring  in  the  ahimars 
nose. 

The  pig  ascended  a  circular  platform,  in  the 
middle  of  which  a  pole  was  placed,  and  round 
the  circle  were  several  holes  cut. 

"  Now,  ladies  and  gintlemin,''  6aid  the  show- 
man, *^  this  is  the  larned  pig,  that  is  perfbet 
masther  of  varrious  branches  of  idicashin^  and 
first  and  foremost,  he  will  show  you  his  know- 
ledge  of  the  five  quarthers  o'  the  world,  aiqual 
to  Captain  Cook  that  purformed  the  circum- 
locution of  the  globe.  Excuse  me,  ladies,  till 
I  give  him  his  insthrucshins.^ 
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-  H^re  he  pot  his  mouth  to  the  pig'^s  ear,  and 
thejNg  grunted. 

.^-  He  Bays  he  is  happy  to  have  the  honour  of 
your  company,  ladies.'^ 

.  Here  the  showman  was  encouraged  by  a 
laqgh  from  the  spectators,  who,  all  being  will- 
ing to  be  pleased,  laughed  at  a  trifle. 

"  What  did  he  say  to  him,  do  you  think  ?^' 
said  Phelim  to  De  Lacy  confidentially. 

"  I  suppose  he  gave  him  a  pig's  whisper,'^ 
said  De  Lacy. 

"  Good,  sir,  good,"  said  Phelim ;  "  by  dad  ! 
you're  always  ready — a  pig's  whisper! — well, 
I  '11  never  forget  that !" 

The  showman  now  laid  four  pieces  of  card, 
with  the  names  of  the  four  quarters  of  the 
world  written  upon  them,  over  four  holes  on 
the  opposite  parts  of  the  circle,  and  said, 

*^  Now,  ladies,  which  o'  the  five  quarthers 
o**  the  world  shall  this  wondherful  scholar 
show  you  ? — £ur6pe,  Asia,  Afrikay,  or  Ame^ 
rikay  ?" 

*•  Amerikay ;  if  you  plaze,  sir,''  said  a  woman. 
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who  blushed  excessively  at  hearing  the  sound 
of  her  own  voice  in  public. 

^^  Sartinly,  ma'am.  Show  th^  lady  Ameri- 
kay,  sir.'*' 

The  animal  now  got  a  pull  of  the  string, 
and  he  began  poking  his  nose  round  the  circle, 
and  at  last  stopped  at  the  quarter  named,  and 
shoved  the  card  from  over  the  hole. 

Great  applause  followed,  and  the  showman 
rewarded  the  pig  by  giving  him  an  acorn.  De 
Lacy  saw  at  once  how  the  trick  was  done ;  but 
to  Phelim's  question  of  "  Arrah,  how  did  he 
do  that  ?"  he  made  no  reply  for  the  present. 

The  showman  was  about  to  remove  the  cards, 
when  Phelim  interrupted  him  : 

"  You  said,  sir,  you  'd  show  the  five  quar^ 
tfaers  o^  the  world  by  manes  o^  your  pig ;  and 
indeed  if  he  knows  five  quarthers,  it  ^s  more  than 
I  know.'' 

^^  To  be  sure  he  knows  more  than  you 
know,"  said  the  showman. 

A  burst  of  merriment  followed  this  hit ;  for 
many  of  the  spectators  knew  Phelim,  and  that 
a  pig  should  be  said  to  know  more  than  he  did. 
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ddjgbted  them.  When  the  laugh  subsided 
PheliEn  continued : 

^^  M^ybe  you  don'^t.know,  my  good  fellow, 
that  you  are  addhressing  a  philomath  ?^ 

"A  what?'' 

^*  A  philomath,  sir.'' 

The  showman  now  turned  to  the  pig,  and 
putting  his  mouth  to  his  ear,  as  before,  said, 

**  Can  you  tell  me  what  is  a  filly-mat  ?" 

The  pig  grunted  again. 

**  He  says,  a  filly-mat  is  a  grumblin'  owld 
feUow." 

Another  laugh  against  Phdim  succeeded  the 
showman's  buffoonery,  whose  practised  effron- 
tery was  too  much  for  Phelim.  Phelim,  how*- 
ever,  was  too  used  to  triumph  to  give  in  so 
easily,  particularly  in  the  presence  of  so  many 
who  knew  him ;  and  rallying  once  more,  he 
said, 

"  WeU,  if  there  is  a  fifth  quarther  o' the 
world,  will  you  be  so  good  to  tell  the  other 
brute  there  to  show  it." 

Phdim  had  the  laugh  on  his  side  now.  A 
laugh  is  a  main  point  of  argument  with  Paddy; 
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and  whoever  has  the  last  laugh,  has  the  best  of 
the  battle  in  Ireland. 

The  showman  waited  till  the  laugh  was 
lulled,  and  then  addressing  the  pig,  he  said, 

"  Will  you  tell  that  ignorant  owld  fill-pot 
what  the  fifth  quarther  of  the  world  is  ?'' 

The  pig  commenced  rubbing  himself  against 
the  upright  stick  that  stood  in  the  middle  of 
the  circle,  much  to  the  merriment  of  the  crowd. 

"  There !"  said  the  showman  triumphantly. 

^^  Is  that  what  you  call  answerin^  the  problem 
I  have  propounded  ?'^  said  Phelim,  who  thought 
he  had  vanquished  his  man,  and  got  magnilo- 
quent in  consequence.  ^^  I  propound  to  yiz 
aU ^ 

"  If  you  were  poundin'  from  this  till  to- 
morrow, you^re  nothing  hut  sl  host hoon,''\  said 
the  showman. 

Phelim  absolutely  staggered  at  the  degrad- 
ing epithet  of  bosihoon  being  applied  to  a 
philomath.    The  showman  continued : 

"  Sure,  if  you  worn't  an  owld  bogie,  you'd 
see  that  the  pig  was  pointin'  out  to  you  the 
fifth  quarther  o'  the  world ;  but  the  fact  is,  you 
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don't  know  that  tliare  is  sitch  a  thing  as  the 
fifth  quarther;  but/'  said  he,  making  a  flou- 
rishing appeal  to  his  audience,  ^^  ladies  and 
gintlemin,  you  see  the  baste  has  pointed  out  to 
your.oomprehinshin  the  fifth  quarther  of  the 
terrestorial  globe,  which  is  the  North  Pole  !^^ 

Pbelim  uttered  an  indignant  ^^  Oh  !^^  but  his 
exclamation  was  drowned  in  the  vociferous 
plaudits  of  the  multitude; 

"  Lave  the  place !  lave  the  place !"  said 
Phelim  to  De  Lacy,  bursting  with  rage: 
but  De  Lacy  did  not  like  to  lose  the  fun,  and 
thought  Phelim  more  diverting  than  the  pig. 

**  Stay,**  said  De  Lacy ;  "  you  ''ll  expose  his 
ignorance  yet.** 

Thus  tempted,  Phelim  remained,  main- 
taining a  sulky  silence,  and  watching  for  an 
opportunity  of  annihilating  the  pig  and  the 
showman. 

The  fellow  put  his  pig  through  some  alpha- 
betical manoeuvres  upon  the  same  principle 
that  the  quarters  of  the  globe  had  been  pointed 
out,  though  the  trick  was  unperceived  by  the 
spectators,  who  still  continued  to  be  delighted. 
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*^  Now,  ladies  and  gintlemin,^^  said  the  pro- 
prietor of  the  pig,  "  thia  divartin'  baste  will  go 
through  his  alphabit  backwars." 

**  Maybe  he  could  say  the  Lord^s  prayer 
backwards  ?^^  said  Phelim,  wishing  to  be  severe. 

*'  That  would  rise  the  d — 1,  as  every  fool 
knows,"  said  the  showman,  *^  and  that  would 
not  be  agreeable  to  the  company  ;  otherwise  he 
could  do  it  aisy.'^ 

"  Hurrup,  Solomon  !*"  continued  he,  address- 
ing the  pig ; — "  (He  is  called  Solomon,  ladies  ; 
he  is  so  wise ;)  go  through  your  alphibit  back- 
wars." 

Upon  this  the  pig  made  a  retrograde  move- 
ment round  the  circle,  the  showman  exclaiming 
when  he  had  finished,  "  That 's  doin'  it  back- 
wars,  I  think  P' 

The  people  were  tickled  with  the  quibble; 
but  Phelim  said, 

^*  That 's  only  a  thrick^ 

**  Well,  it  ''s  my  thrick,  anyhow,*'  said  the 
showman  with  readiness.  *^  You  haven't  won 
a  thrick  yet."*' 
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Fhelim  was  floored  again. 

By  a  similar  quibble,  the  animal  went 
through  his  m ultiplication  tabic  A  board,  with 
a  multiplication  table  upon  it,  had  a  swinging 
doqi  hiing  in  the  middle ;  and  this  being  placed 
b^ore  jthe  pig,  he  walked  through  it. 

Some  of  the  spectators  asked  to  see  the  pig 
^^  smoke  tobakky^^  as  one  of  the  things  promised* 

^^  He  would  with  pleasure,  ladies,  but  he 
bruk  his  pipe  in  the  last  exhibishin,  and 
there  is  not  one  convaynient,^^  was  the  answer ; 
^*  but,  what  is  much  more  curious,  he  will 
answer  cunnundherums.  Tell  me,  sir,^^  said 
he,  addressing  the  pig,  ^^  what  does  the  ladies 
aay  when  they  are  angry  with  their  husbands  ?^' 

The  pig  grunted  furiously. 

This  was  the  triumph  of  the  day :  the  men 
laughed  outrageously,  and  even  the  women 
could  not  help  joining;  and  a  jolly-looking 
fellow  in  front  cried  out, 

"  By  the  powers,  Molly,  that^s  as  like  you 
as  two  pays  !^' 

Another  shout  followed  this  sally. 
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^^  Now,  sir,"^  said  the  showmaD,  ^^  what  does 
the  girls  say  when  the  boys  is  coaxin'  them  ?^ 

The  pig  gave  a  prolonged  squeel. 

It  was  now  the  young  men's  turn  to  laugh, 
and  many  a  pinched  elbow  of  a  pretty  girl, 
at  the  moment,  caused  a  chorus  to  the  pig's 
squeel.  This  was  the  finale;  the  pig  retired 
amidst  the  plaudits  of  ^^  an  admiring  audience,*" 
who  made  their  exit  down  the  step-ladder,  to 
give  place  to  others  who  were  waiting  to 
go  up. 

Phelim  was  silent  for  some  time  after  he 
left  the  booth,  but  at  last  broke  out  with, 
"  That  fellow's  a  humbugger!" 

"  That 's  his  business,''  said  De  Lacy,  **  and 
therefore  you  can't  give  him  higher  praise 
than  to  say  he  is  a  humbugger." 

^^  And  is  that  what  you  call  praise  P''  said 
Phelim  in  offended  wonder,  for  he  thought 
De  Lacy  would  have  sided  with  his  wounded 
dignity. 

"  Certainly,"  said  De  Lacy.  "  Every  man 
to  his  calling." 
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^  Bat  is  it  respectable  to  be  humbuggin' 
people?* 

'^  Ob,  thst^s  quite  another  question,  Phelim ; 
I^  say  nothing  for  the  respectability;  but 
didn^t  you  perceive  the  trick  by  which  he 
mikes  the  pig  point  out  any  letter  or  part  of 
the  world  he  *s  desired  ?"' 

«  Not  I— how  could  I  ?'' 

**  Well,  I  Tl  tell  you.  You  perceived  there 
were  holes  cut  round  the  circular  platform, 
and  that  a  card  was  always  laid  over  a  hole  ?'^ 

«  Yis,  I  did,^  said  Phelim. 

**  Well,  you  perceived  also,  that  whenever 
the  pig  did  a  trick  eflPectively,  his  master  gave 
him  an  acorn  ?^ 

^  He  gave  him  something,  but  I  didn^t 
know  it  was  an  acom.^ 

**  You  know^this  is  the  time  of  their  falling, 
and  there  is  nothing  of  which  pigs  are  so 
fond.'' 

"  And  do  you  mane  to  say,  sir,  that  if  you 
feed  a  pig  on  acorns,  you  '11  tache  him  to  spell, 
and  lam  him  jography  ?'' 

VOL.  II.  E 
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"  No,^  said  De  Lacy,  smiling :  "  but  I 
mean,  that  an  acorn  was  the  pig^s  reward  ;  but 
he  would  not  have  got  the  reward  if  he  had 
not  found  out  the  acorns.  Do  you  see  the  trick 
now  ?'' 

"  Why,  thin,  indeed,  to  say  the  tbruth,  I 
only  persaive  it  afther  a  manner  like — that  is, 
not  complate.^' 

"  Well,  I  ''U  show  it  to  you  complate,  then,'' 
said  De  Lacy,  who  enjoyed  the  hesitation 
that  Phelim  evinced  to  acknowledge  that  the 
showman's  trick  was  beyond  him. 

"  You  saw  every  card  was  placed  over  a 
hole  ?'' 

«  Yis.'' 

^^  And  that  when  the  pig  came  to  the 
right  card,  he  began  to  poke  it  with  his 
snout?'' 

«  Vis.'* 

"  And  can't  you  guess  why  ?"  - 

«  No.'' 

'^  It  was,  because  his  master  had  a  plate 
of  acorns  attached  to  a  stick,  which  he  always 
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placed  under  the  bole  the  card  was  over ;  and 
flo  the  pig  went  smelling  round  the  circle  till 
he  came  to  the  acorns.'^ 

^Tare  aa^  ouns !  what  a  chate !"  said  Phe- 
lim. 

'^.If  the  pig  made  a  mistake,  he  got  no 
acorn;  when  he  found  out  the  right  hole,  he 
was  rewarded.*" 

^^  Oh)  the  vagabone !  to  make  the  people 
think  that  a  pig  could  be  taught  to  know  his 
letthers,  and  jography,  and,  afther  all,  it^s 
only  the  nathur  of  the  brute  baste  is  in  it  !^' 

**  And  did  you  expect  any  more  ?'' 

"  To  be  sure  I  did,'^  said  the  poor  simple 
Phelim ;  "  and,  what 's  worse,  the  people  will 
blieve  it,  and  they  Ul  say  I  canH  do  as  much 
with  a  Chrishthan  child  as  that  vagabone  can 
with  a  pig.  Why,  it 's  enough  to  ruin  all  the 
schoolmasthers  in  Ireland  f  1 11  go  back  and 
expose  the  villian.^ 

"  No,  no,  Phelim,  you  wouldn^  do  that  !'* 
**  Why  wouldnH  I  ?  isnH  it  a  common  forgery 
on  people^s  undherstan'in^s  ?^    And  De  Lacy 

£2 
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was  obliged  to  lay  his  hand  on  the  indignant 
philomath^s  arm  to  restrain  him. 

"  Phelim,''  said  De  Lacy,  '*  you  don't  know 
but. that  poor  fellow  has  a  wife  and  children 
to  support ;  and  if  his  humbugging,  as  you 
call  it,  is  turned  into  bread  and  milk  for  his 
little  ones,  you  wouldn^t  be  the  cause  of  making 
them  feel  hunger  ?"" 

"  God  forbid,  sir  r  said  Phelim  feelingly, 
his  pride  giving  place  to  his  humanity.  "  Bread 
and  milk,  indeed  !  Oh,  thin,  if  it  ^s  but  pota- 
toes  and  salt  he  can  aim  in  such  a  good  cause, 
may  the  Lord  prosper  him  !'*' 


It  is  time  to  return  to  Rory  and  his  party, 
whom  we  left  looking  for  their  dinner.  But 
to  obtain  this,  they  found  no  such  easy  mat- 
ter. They  inquired  at  various  booths  with- 
out success,  for  the  day  was  further  spent  than 
they  imagined,  and  the  viands  consumed. 

Rory  had  been  so  absorbed  between  anxiety 
on  account  of  Kathleen,  and  wonder  at  De 
Welskeins'  Protean  powers,  that  the  day  had 
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passed  oyer  without  his  being  conscious  of  it ; 
and  the  various  shows  kept  the  attention  of 
Conolly  aind  Mary  so  much  on  the  stretch,  that 
they  were  equally  unmindful  of  the  flight  of 
time,  and,  as  Mary  herself  said,  ^*  Taith,  the 
day  went  over  like  ah  hour,  almost." 

They  sought  the  long  entrenchment  of  sunken 
jSres  over  which  pots  full  of  beef  and  cabbage 
had  been  "  busy  bilih'  "  when  last  they  passed 
that  way.  The  fires  were  there,  'tis  true,  and 
so  were  the  pots,  but  no  beef  and  cabbage : 
the  solids  had  been  demolished,  and  the  huge 
iron  pots  had  given  place  to  kettles,  where 
water  was  "kept  continually  bilin"^  for  the 
manufacture  of  punch.  What  was  to  be  done  ? 
At  this  hour  dinner  was  manifestly  a  scarce 
thing,  and  this  fact  increased  their  appetites ; 
and  even  Rory  himself,  in  spite  of  love  and 
Kathleen,  began  to  feel  the  inward  man  making 
appeals  to  his  common  sense.  While  things 
were  in  this  state,  Rory  saw  a  brace  of  ducks 
dangling  from  a  string,  roasting  before  a  fire 
at  the  end  of  one  of  the  booths,  and  a  girl  very 
busy  in  attending  the  culinary  process.    Rory'^s 
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invention  was  immediately  at  work;  and  his 
love  of  fun,  joined  to  his  desire  for  dinner,  at 
once  suggested  the  notion  of  his  making  him- 
self master  of  the  ducks. 

So,  desiring  ConoUy  and  his  sister  to  secure 
a  seat  as  near  as  they  could  to  where  the  birds 
were  in  preparation,  he  spoke  to  the  landlady 
of  the  booth,  and  asked  could  they  have  dinner. 
She  said  they  had  nothing  but  a  little  cold 
beef. 

"  Well,  that  same,''  said  Rory. 

So  plates  were  laid,  and  knives  and  forks 
provided,  and  the  half-warm  and  ragged  re- 
mains of  some  very  bad  beef  Was  placed  before 
Rory  and  his  party. 

"  That  Tl  do,"  said  Rory,  who,  having  thus 
contrived  to  get  the  plates,  &c.  set  about  ^ 
curing  the  dncks.  So,  feigning  an  excuse,  he 
said  to  his  party,  **  Don't  b^n  till  Jack  comes 
to  us;  he'll  be  here  by-an'-by:*"  and  thtti 
turning  to  the  girl  who  was  cooking  the  ducks, 
he  kept  up  a  conversation  with  her,  and  made 
her  laugh  so  often,  that  he  got  into  her  good 
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graces,  and  she  fancied  him  the  pleasantest 
fellow  in  the  world.  At  last,  Bory,  when  he 
thought  the  birds  were  nearly  done,  said  to  her, 
seeing  that  her  face  was  very  dewy  from  her 
occupation, 

^^  I  believe  it 's  roasting  thim  ducks  you 
are  ?'' 

^*  ^Fidth,  it  *8  thim  that 's  roastin'  me,  you 
mane,^  said  the  girl. 

"  It 's  .  dhry  work,  I  'in  thinking''  said 
Rory. 

*'  Thrue  for  youj^  said  the  girl,  "  and  no  one 
to  offer  me  a  dhrink.*^ 

^*  Suppose  I*d  give  you  a  dhrink  ?"  said  Rory. 

^*  Long  life  to  you  !^  said  the  girl,  looking  up 
at  hini,  and  wiping  down  her  face  with  a  back 
stroke  of  her  red  hand. 

"  Well,  you  must  do  j^mething  for  me,''  said 
Rory,  "  and  I  '11  give  you  a  pot  o'  porther.'' 

'^  God  bless  you !'"  said  the  girl. 

'^Jist  run  down,  thin,  to  Tim  Donoghue's 
stan'in',— it 's  at  the  far  end  o'  the  sthreet, — 
and  get  me  a  ha'p'orth  o'  snuff,  for  I  'm  lost 
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with  a  cowld  in  my  bead  that  I  got  through  a 
hole  in  my  hat." 

**  Go  long  wid  you !"'  said  the  girl,  giving 
the  ducks  a  twirl. 

"  It 's  thruth  I  'm  tellin'  you,"  said  Rory. 

**  Oh  !  I  dam'*t  lave  the  ducks,"  said  die. 

"  Oh !"'  said  Rory  in  an  insinuating  tone, 
"  jist  slip  out  here  through  the  slit  in  the  tint, 
and  I'll  take  charge  o"*  them  till  you  come 
back.  Here 's  a  hog  for  you, — and  you  may 
keep  the  change  for  yourself." 

The  "  hog"  was  too  much  for  the  girl's  pru- 
dence:  off  she  started  to  Tim  Donougbue's; 
and  she  wasn^t  ten  steps  from  the  place,  when 
Rory  had  the  pair  of  ducks  on  the  dish  before 
his  party,  and,  as  Rory  himself  said  in  telling 
the  story  after,  "  the  sorrow  long  they  wor  in 
making  jommethry  of  the  same  ducks." 

When  the  girl  came  back  and  saw  the  ske^ 
letons  of  the  birds  she  had  left  in  tempting 
plumpness  before  the  fire,  she,  in  the  language 
of  ConoUy,  "  screeched  a  thousand  murdhers, 
and  riz  the  tint." 
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Oh !  the  dacks,  the  ducks  T  cried  the  girl: 
Oh !  you  baggage,  are  they  spylte  ?^  said 
Mrs.  Molk^,  thejandlady,  rushing  to  the  spot 
on  hearing  the  uproar. 

**^No,  indeed,  ma''am,^^  said  Rory  very 
quietly,  picking  the  bones  of  one  of  them  at 
the  same  time;  '^  they  are  not  spylte,  for  they 
wor  as  fine  ducks  as  ever  I  put  a  tooth  in.'^ 

^*  Ohj  God  be  good  to  me  !^  said  the  woman, 
with  a  look  of  despair ;  ^^  is  it  ating  Mr.  Re- 
gan'^s  wild  ducks  you  are  ?" 

Now  this  "  took  Rory  aback,**  as  sailors  say. 
He  would  rallier  that  he  had  not  hit  upon  Re- 
gan's ducks  for  his  frolic  :  but,  as  chance  had 
so  ruled  it,  he  determined  to  follow  up  his 
joke ;  so  he  answered, 

**  In  throth,  ma^am,   I  didnH  know  whose 
ducks  they  wor;  and  as  for  their  being  wild,  1 
never  found  it  out ;  and,  'pon  my  conscience,  L. 
think  they  are  a'most  as  good  as  if  they  wor 
tame." 

"  But  they  wor  Mr.  Regan^s  ducks  !"' 

^^  I  didnH  know  that,  ma^am :  I  supposed  they 
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wor  yours ;  and  when  I  kem  to  your  tint  for 
enthertainment,  I  thought  I  had  a  right  to 
whatever  ateables  was  in  it,  as  well  as  an- 
other." 

*'  Oh  !  what  '11  Mr.  Regan  say  ?'" 
"  He  '11  say  what  he  has  to  say  for  himself/' 
stdd  Regan,  who,  on  hearing  that  his  ducks  had 
been  taken  by  Rory  O'More,  became  exceed- 
ingly wroth,  and  swaggered  up  to  the  scene  of 
action.  On  his  arrival  Mere,  he  saw  ConoUy 
sitting  beside  Mary  O'More,  and  this,  as 
Rory  said  when  speaking  of  the  afiair  after, 
^^  roused  the  divil  in  him  ;*' so,  changing  his 
attack,  which  was  intended  for  Rory,  upon 
Conolly,  he  said,  addressing  the  latt^"  in  a 
menacing  tone, 

"  How  dar  you  take  my  ducks  ?" 
Conolly  was  in  the  act  of  rising,  when  Rory 
laid    his  hand    on    his   shoulder,    and    said, 
**  Sit  down — this  is  no  affair  of  yours.'* 

In  doing  this,  Rory  was  actuated  by  a 
double  motive.  In  the  first  place,  had  the 
quarrel  been  established  between  Conolly  and 
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Regan^  be  knew  that  his  sister's  name  would  be 
mixed  up  witb  it,  and  bis  intuitive  sense  of 
delicacy  recoiled  at  the  tbougbt  of  Mary's 
name  being  connected  witb  a  brawl  at  a  fair ; 
secondly,  in  point  of  fact  he  was  the  person 
wbo  bad  committed  the  act  complained  of — and 
Rory  was  not  the  man  to  let  another  fight  his 
battle.     So,  turning  to  Regan,  he  said, 

^^  It  was  I  tuk  the  ducks,  Shan — Conolly 
bad  nothing  to  do  with  it ;  and  if  I  have  dis- 
appointed you  of  your  dinner,  I  'm  sorry  for  it, 
— ^and  I  hope  that^s  satisfaction  enough.  And 
for  you,  Mrs.  Molloy,  I  beg  your  pardon  if  I 
tuk  what  I  had  no  right  to,  and  all  I  can  do 
is  to  pay  you  for  the  ducks/'  And  be  of- 
fered her  his  hand  full  of  silver  to  take  the 
price  from. 

"Take  your  money  out  oVtbat!"  said  Re- 
gan fiercely,  accompanying  the  words  witb  a 
shove  that  scattered  Rory^s  shillings  over  the 
table  and  the  ground.  "  The  ducks  were  not 
Mrs.  Molloy*s  ducks,  but  mine,  and  I  don't 
want  to  be  paid  for  what  I  didn^t  intend  to 
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8^V$— and  all  I  ?ve  to  say  is,  that  I  recommend 
you  not  to  make  away  with  anything  belonging 
to  me  for  the  future."  . 

'  There  was  an  emphasis  on  ^^  belonging  to 
me**  that  Rory  felt  was  meant  to  allude  to 
Kathleen  ;  but  that  was  not  so  offensive  as  the 
phrase  "  make  away,^ — which  being  a  common 
form  of  parlance  in  Ireland  for  anything  that 
is  illegally  taken,  roused  Rory's  indignation/' 

"  Regan,"  said  he,  *'  what  I  did,  I  did  in  a 
joke;  and  I  have  said  in  good  temper,  and 
with  a  hope  of  making  friends,  all  that  ought 
to  satisfy  a  man  that  wished  to  be  a  friend ; 
and  if  afther  that  you  wish  to  make  a  quarrel 
of  it,  and  mane  to  throw  an  affront  on  me,  I 
tell  you,  Regan,  it's  what  I  won^t  take  from 
you.'' 

^^  I  wish  you  had  been  as  particular  about 
my  ducks,^^  said  Regan,  walking  off. 

^^  If  I  tuk  your  ducks,  Regan,  I  wonH  take 
your  impidince,"  said  Rory,  disengaging  him- 
sdf  from  behind  the  table. 

Mary  attempted  to  stop  him,  but  ConoUy 
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prevented  her,  knowing  ^'the  fatal  consequelioes 
of  a  man  being  hampered  with  a  womaln  in  a 
fray.  '^  The  best  thing  you  can  do,^  said  he, 
^^  is  to  lave  his  hands  loose,  for  he  11  have  need 
o^  them  soon."*^  Then  handing  over  Mary  to 
the  care  of  an  elderly  man,  he  said,  *^  Jist  take 
care  o*  the  colleen  while  I  see  fair  play ;"  and 
he  was  at  Rory's  side  in  an  instant. 

There  was  no  time  to  spare,  for  Regan  turned 
round  at  Rory's  last  word  and  said, 

"  Did  you  say  impidince  to  me  ?^ 

«  I  did,''  said  Rory. 

The  words  were  no  sooner  uttered  than  Re- 
gan made  a  tremendous  blow  at  him ;  but  rage 
and  liquor  (for  he  had  been  drinking)  had  de- 
prived him  of  his  usual  power  in  such  matters, 
and  Rory  easily  warded  his  blow,  and  returned 
one  so  well  planted,  that  Regan  measured  his 
length  on  the  floor  of  the  booth. 

He  rose  again,  and  two  or  three  of  his  cronies 
rallied  round  him,  while  Conolly  and  the  lovers 
of  fair  play  saw  that  nothing  foul  should  befall 
Rory. 
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From  the  fury  and  intoxication  of  Regan, 
the  fight  was  a  short  one^  After  his  first  fall, 
Rory  requested  that  his  opponent'^s  friends 
would  ^^take  him  away,  as  he  wasn^t  fit  to 
fight;"  but  this  only  increased  Regan's  rage, 
and  he  rushed  again  upon  his  man.  But  it  was 
an  easy  conquest  for  Rory,  though  Regan  was 
superiot'  in  years  and  strength  ;  and  the  end  of 
the  affair  was,  as  ConoUy  and  Rory's  friends 
spread  far  and  wide  over  the  country  in  relating 
the  affair,  "  That  Rory  O^More  gave  Regan  the 
length  and  breadth  of  as  fine  a  licking  as  ever 
he  got  in  his  life." 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

▲   MOONLIGHT  MEETING;   WITH   ONE   TOO    MANY. 

From  the  presence  of  the  military  at  the 
fair,  and  the  existence  of  the  curfew-law  at 
the  period,  it  became  doubly  necessary  that 
the  people  assembled  should  disperse  in  good 
time^  and  take  their  homeward  way. 

De  Lacy  particularly  felt  the  necessity  of 
this,  for,  circumstanced  as  he  was,  to  have 
put  himself  within  readi  of  military-^law  would 
have  been  madness ;  so  he  and  Phelim  left  the 
fair  much  earlier  than  Rory  and  his  party,  for 
the  ^' small  scrimmage"  after  dinner  had  oc- 
casioned some  delay.      It  is  not  immediately 
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after  a  man  hat  ^^  settled  the  hash  ^  of  his  ode? 
my,  that  he  can  coolly  take  up  his  hat,  (that 
is,  if  he  has  the  good  luck  not  to  have  lost  i|t 
in  the  fight,)    and  paj  his  tavern  bill  and 
depart  in  peace.     The  decencies  of  social  life 
must  be  observed :  he  must  adjust  bis  ruffled 
attire,  sit  down  to  show  his  presence  of  mind, 
and  take  a  drink  to  quench  his  thirst  — '  for 
fighting  is  thirsty  work.     Then,  as  in  the  case 
of  Rory,  one  must  not  be  so  uncivil  as  to  turn 
one's   back    on   the    congratulations   of  one^s 
friends ;  and  there  were  many  who  congratu-^ 
lated  Rory,  for  Regan  was  a  quarrelsome  fellow, 
and^  what  in  fighting  parlance,  is  called  a  ^^  trou*- 
blesome  customer;"   and  such  a  man  to  get 
a  thrashing  where  it  was  least  expected,  excited 
great  satisfaction,  and  numerous  were  the  shak*- 
ings  of  hands,  slaps  on  the  shoulder,  and  ex- 
clamations of  admiration,  that  Rory  had  be- 
stowed upon  him,  and  several  fresh  tumblers 
were  called  for  to  drink  ^'  his  health,  atid  more 
power  to  his  elbow.*' 

*^  Long  life  to  you,  your  sowl  !^  was  said 
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to  him  on  all  tides — ^*  Muiha  health  and  power 
to  you,  Rory,  my  boy  I  but  you  done  the 
thing  compute.  Divil  a  purtier  bit  o'  fight 
myaef  seen  thit  many  a  day.  Och  !  but  you 
have  the  owld  blood  o'  the  O^Mores  in  you, 
ma  bouchal!" 

When  he  could  escape  from  these  congra- 
tulations, Rory,  with  his  sister  and  ConoUy, 
made  the  best  of  their  way  home.     There  was 
not  much  said  on  the  way :    Mary  saw  that 
jealousy  on   Regan^s  part  had  been  the  real 
o3.use  of  his  savage  conduct,  and  therefore  she, 
wirith  a  woman's  tact,  wished  the  subject  of  the 
q^^aarrel  to  be  as  little  discussed  as  possible. 
"X'fcis  partly  influenced  Rory,  too ;    but  with 
him  there  was  a  more  powerful  cause  of  silence. 
The  etents  of  the  day  one  by  one  were  recall- 
^  to  his  memory ;  and  when  he  remembered 
^1  that  had  passed  between  him  and  Kathleen, 
he  more  and  more  regretted  his  fight  with  her 
mother,  and  feared  it  might  prove  an  addi- 
tional obstacle  to  the  course  of  his  "  true  love," 
^nich  did  not  seem  to  be  a  bit  more  likely  to 
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rttB  smoother  than  it  was  wont  to  do  in  Shaks- 
pdare^s  days ;  and  so  he  trudged  on  in  silence, 
anticipating  the  appointed  meeting  of  the  mor* 
row,  and  thinking  all  he  should  say  to  his 
Kathleen  to  assure  her  of  his  truth. 

Conolly  guessed  the  cause  of  Mary^s  silence 
cm  the  sulyect  of  Regan's  misdemeanour,  and 
he  bad  too  much  wit  about  him  not  to  know 
that  the  expression  of  triumph  at  the  defeat 
^  a  rival  in  the  hearing  of  the  woman  for 
whom  the  rivalry  existed  would  only  lower 
him  in  her  opinion. 

Thus,  the  concluding  event  of  the  pre- 
ceding chapter,  though  it  occupied  the  mind 
of  each,  yet,  from  the  causes  assigned^  all,  by 
common  consent  forbore  to  speak  of  it :  there- 
fore, as  the  predominant  impression  on  their 
minds  was  one  that  might  not  be  manifested 
pk  words,  they  pursued  their  way  in  compa- 
Fj^ve  silence. 

The  moon  was  rising  when  they  reached  the 
end  of  the  boreen  that  led  to  O^More^s  cot- 
tage, and  there  Conolly  parted  company.  When 
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be  was  gone,  Rory  told  Mary  to  say  nothing 
to  M»  mother  aboat  the  fight  ^*  ^would 
oflily  trouble  ker,^^  said  he,  <*and  there  would 
be  no  use  in  it.  Indeed,  we  won't  spake  of  it 
at  home  at  all-^even  to  Mr.  De  Lacy.^' 

^^  I  ^d  rather  myself  it  was  so,''  said  Mary ; 
^^but,  Rory  dear^  won^t  the  mother  see  the 
marks  on  you,  and  suspect  ?" 

^'  Oh  1  I  \e  no  marks  on  me  that  she  can 
know  of:  the  sulky  thief  never  put  the  dgn 
of  his  fist  on  my  face.^ 

"  Oh  I  but  I  'm  glad  o'  that,  Rory  dear," 
said  Mary  i  ^^  for  it  looks  so  ugly  and  disre^ 
spectable  to  have  the  marks  of  fighting  on  a 
man^sface." 

"Well,  sure  I  couldn't  help  it  if  I  h^ 
itself.     You  know,  Mary,  'twastf t  my  fault.** 

**  No,  in  throth,  Rory ;  and  sure  my  heart 
sunk  within  me  when  I  seen  you  stand  up,  fbr 
I  dhreaded  that  horrid  fellow  was  more  than 
yotit"  match ;  and  sure  'twas  brave  and  bowld 
o'  you,  Rdry,  ma  ckree^  to  put  yourself  forninst 
him." 
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**  I  'm  not  afraid  of  him,  the  best  day  he 
ever  stept,''  said  Rory ;  "but  as  for  to-day, 
he  was  too  full  o^  dhrink  to  give  me  any 
throuble,  and  it  wint  agin  my  heart  to  sthreck 
a  man  that  was  in  liquor,  only  you  seen  your- 
self he  would  have  it." 

"  Throlh,  Rory,  you  Ve  nothing  to  blame 
yourself  with,'"  said  Mary ;  "  you  showed  the 
hoighth  o'  good  temper.'' 

Having  reached  the  house,  their  conversa- 
tion ended.  They  found  De  Lacy  and  Phelim 
at  supper,  which  Rory  and  Mary  helped  to 
finish ;  and  after  a  desultory  conversation 
about  the  "  humours  of  the  fair"  to  give  the 
widow  some  idea  of  their  day's  amusement, 
they  separated  for  the  night. 

It  was  a  night  of  repose  to  all  under  the 
widow's  roof  except  Rory.  The  excitement  of 
the  day,  and  his  anxious  anticipation  of  the 
morrow,  banished  slumber,  and  he  rose  at  ah 
early  hour  the  following  morning,  unrefreshed 
and  feverish.  He  appealed  to  that  unfaiUiig 
friend  of  a  hot  head, — namely,  spring  water,— 
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aad  hj  i|  pkntiful  deluge  from  the  well,  he 
191^  iiii9Acl£  9S  epinfortable  as  he  could  during 
the  day$  tbfit  to  hioi  seemed  interminable.  At 
lei^th  eyeoipg  arrived,  and  Rory  hastened  to 
theappointjed  pltice,  where  he  hoped  to  meet 
Kathleen,  and  clear  himself  from  the  charges 
which  had  been  made  against  Mm. 

The  place  he  named  for  their  rendezvous  was 
a  rath,  that  stood  near  a  bridge  which  crossed 
the  river  about  half-way  between  their  re- 
spective residences.  Rath  is  the  name  given  in 
Ireland  to  certain  large  circular  mounds  of 
earthy  by  some  called  Danish  forts.  That  they 
were  intended  £dr  purposes  of  defence,  there  is 
no  doubt ;  but  they  are  more  likely  the  works 
of  the  ancient  Irish  than  the  Danes. 

The  rath  which  Rory  named  stood  near  the 
bank  of  the  river,  and  probably  was  intended 
tQ, defend  the  passage  of  the  stream,  which  in 
later  days  had  been  traversed  by  a  bridge  of 
low  sm^  arx^ies,  such  as  remain  in  great  num^ 
tiers  in  Ireland,  to  this  day,  and  present  speci- 
mens of  early  architecture  more  curious,  per- 
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baps,  than  anything  eUe  in  the  same  way  re- 
iHttning  in  Europe.  To  the  inexperienced 
stranger  it  would  appear  that  a  great  deal  of 
masonry  had  been  thrown  away  on  the  bridge 
in  question,  for  there  were  many  arches  which 
wfsre  quite  dry  at  some  seasons ;  but  by  those 
who  know  how  rapidly  the  streams  in  the  vici- 
nity of  hills  expand  after  heavy  rains,  the 
knowledge  of  our  forefathers  in  thus  providing 
against  such  an  exigency  can  be  appreciated. 

Rory  arrived  at  the  place  of  appointment 
earlier  than  Kathleen,  of  course ; — there  needs 
no  master  of  the  ceremonies  to  tell  that  a  lady 
must  not  be  kept  waiting  on  such  occasions.  But 
as  time  wore  on,  he  began  to  feel  impatience; 
and  then  he  ascended  the  rath,  and  looked  from 
its  summit  in  the  direction  he  expected  Kathleen 
to  approach.  Here  he  lingered,  in  hope,  till 
evening  was  closing,  and  the  yellow  disc  of  the 
moon  began  to  rise  above  the  broad  belt  (^clouds 
which  skirted  the  horizon;  then  he  began  to 
fear  Kathleen  had  promised  him  only  to  be  rid 
of  his  importunity — or  that  some  fresh  influence 
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bad  been  exercified  against  him-«-K>r  that  she 
believed  the  calumny ; — this  was  worst  of  all. 
And  so  great  was  his  anxiety  to  remove  such  a 
fatal  impression  from  Kathleen^s  mind,  that 
even  in  defiance  of  all  reasonable  expectation 
of  seeing  her,  he  remained  on  the  rath  and 
strained  his  sight,  through  the  increasing 
gloom,  to  catch  the  first  glimpse  oi  her  he 
wished  so  much  to  meet.  Still,  she  came  not ; 
and  now  the  moon>  emerging  from  the  vapour 
by  which  she  had  been  enshrouded,  rose  above 
it  in  all  her  purity,  no  longer  dimmed  by  the 
yellow  mist  which  had  tarnished  her  silvery 
brightness.  Still  Rory  remained,  although  he 
had  given  up  the 

"  Last  pale  hope  that  trembled  at  his  heart.'^ 

But,  as  the  moonlight  became  so  bright,  and 
as  he  knew  the  danger  of  being  abroad  at  such 
an  hour,  he  crouched  in  the  trench  on  the 
summit  of  the  rath,  and  watched  with  his  eyes 
above  the  embankment. 

He  had  just  arrived  at   the  conclusion,  in 
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bis  own  tnind,  it  was  no  use  to  wait  any  lon^r^ 
when  he  fancied  he  caught  the  outline  of  a 
figure  moving  towards  him ; — ^it  became  more 
distinct — it  was  a  woman^s;  a  moment  tfiore, 
and  his  heart  told  him  it  was  Kathleen. 

He  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  running  down  the 
rath,  he  reached  the  ditch  that  bordered  the 
field  in  time  to  offer  his  hand  to  Kathleen,  and 
assist  her  over  the  fence.  They  stood  in  bright 
moonlight ;  and  Rory  could  see  that  an  aspect 
of  care  was  over  Kathleen's  brow,  which  even 
his  fervent  welcome,  and  thanks,  and  blessings, 
could  not  dispel. 

"  Let  us  get  under  the  shadow  of  the  bridge,'^ 
said  Rory. 

"  No,''  said  Kathleen  with  an  air  of  reserve. 

"  Don't  let  us  stand  here,  however,"  said 
Rory,  ^^  so  near  the  road,  and  tlie  moon  so 
bright." 

"  We  can  stand  inside  the  rath,"  said  Kath- 
leen, leading  the  way. 

They  soon  stood  in  the  trench  of  the  fort, 
completely    shadowed    by    the    embankment. 
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while  the  moonlight  fell  brightly  on  the  mound 
that  rose  within. 

^*  God  bless  you,  Kathleen,  for  keeping  your 
promise  !'^  said  Rory  fervently. 

"  Whatever  you  've  to  say,  say  quickly, 
Rory,  for  I  must  not  stay  here  long,"  replied 
Kathleen. 

**  Then  tell  me  openly,  Kathleen,  what  is 
it  you  thitik  you  have  to  accuse  me  of,  and  I 
will  explain  it  all  to  your  satisfaction/^ 

^^  You  left  home  for  a  day  about  three  weeks 
ago  ?^  said  Kathleen. 

«  I  did,^  said  Rory. 

"  You  went  to  the  town  beyant  ?^ 

"  I  did,'*  said  Rory. 

"  You  were  in  a  cellar  there  ?" 

«  I  was." 

"  And  not  in .  the  best  of  company,  Rory,*" 
said  Kathleen  reproachfully. 

"  Worse  than,  I  hope,  1 11  ever  be  in  agin,'* 
said  Rory. 

•*  You  own  to  that,  thin  ?"" 

«  1  '11  own  to  all  that 's  thrue,''  said  Rory. 

VOL.  II.  F 
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^  Thin  what  have  you  to  say  about  the 
girl  that  you  were  so  much  in  love  with  ?^ 

In  love  with  !^    said    Rory    indignantly. 

Kathleen,  there  is  but  one  girl  on  this  earth 
I  love,  and  that 's  yourself.  I  swear  it  by  this 
blessed  light !" 

Just  as  he  spoke,  as  if  the  light  which  he 
adjured  had  evoked  a  spirit  to  condemn  him, 
a  dark  shadow  was  cast  on  the  mound  before 
them ;  and  on  their  both  looking  round,  a 
figure  enveloped  in  a  cloak  stood  on  the  em- 
bankment behind  them. 

Kathleen  could  not  suppress  a  scream,  and 
even  Rory  started. 

"  Is  that  what  I  hear  you  say  ?"  said  this 
mysterious  apparition.  ^^  Kathleen  !  Kathleen ! 
he  said  the  same  to  me.^ 

Kathleen  could  not  speak,  but  stood  with 
clasped  hands,  in  trembling  astonishment,  gaz- 
ing with  the  fascination  of  fear  upon  the  figure 
that  stood  on  the  bank  above  them. 

"  Who  are  you  .'^"  said  Rory. 

The  figure  was  about  to  turn,  when  Rory 
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caught  hold  of  the  cloak  in  which  it  was  enve- 
loped,  and  dragged  the  intruder  within  the 
trenc&  of  the  rath. 

«  Who  are  you  ?''  said  Rorjr  again,  turning 
round  the  person  to  face  the  light. 

**  DonH  you  know  me,  Rory  O'More  ?^  said 
the  unknown,  who  threw  back  the  hood  of  her 
cloak  at  the  words,  and  the  pale  moonbeam  fell 
on  the  face  of  the  frail  one  of  the  cellar. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

CONTAINING    A    COUNCIL    OF    LOVE    AND    A   COUNCIL 

OF  WAR. 

To  account  for  the  occurrence  which  con- 
cludes the  foregoing  chapter,  it  becomes  ne- 
cessary to  revert  to  Kathleen  after  her  return 
from   the  fair.     She  had  spent   as  restless  a 
night  as  Rory,  and  after  considering  for  a  long 
time  the  fitness  of  meeting  him  clandestinely, 
after  all  she  had   heard,   was   still  at   a  loss 
how  to  act,  and  determined  therefore  to  tell  her 
mother  how  matters  stood,  and  ask  her  advice. 
Between   the  daughter  and    motha:  afiection 
and  good  understanding   had  always  existed ; 
but  of  late  there  had  been  an  increasing  con- 
fidence in   and   leaning   towards    each   other, 
resulting  from  the  unruly  conduct  of  the  son, 
against    whose    aggression    and    waywardness 
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Kathleen  and  her  mother  were  obliged  to  com- 
bine, and  endeavour  by  union  in  the  weaker 
parfey>to  make  a  better  defence  against  the 
tyranny  of  the  stronger. 

Regan  had  not  got  up  the  morning  succeed- 
ing the  fair,  in  consequence  of  the  punishment 
he  had  received  from  Rory,  and  was  lying 
under  siome  herbal  treatment  of  his  mother^s, 
in  a  room  that  was  partitioned  off  the  principal 
apartment  ;f  the  farmhouse,  which  served  not 
only  for  the  kitchen,  but  for  all  the  daily  pur- 
poses of  the  family.  Kathleen  had  just  come 
from  her  brother's  room,  whither  she  had  gone 
to  offer  any  attendance  he  might  require,  and 
gently  closed  the  door  after  her,  thinking  that 
he  had  fallen  asleep,  while  in  fact  he  had  only 
indulged  in  a  dogged  silence  to  her  kind  in- 
quiries, and  feigned  slumber  to  be  rid  of  her. 

Taking  advantage  of  this  opportunity,  Kath- 
leen drew  a  seat  near  her  mother,  who  was 
knitting,  and  settling  herself  down  to  her  spin- 
ning-wheel, she  began  to  work  very  industri- 
ously for  some  time  in  silence.     The  hum  of 
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the  wheel  was  interrupted  in  a  minute  or  two 
by  a  short  cough;  and  as  Kathleen^s  fingers 
were  kept  busy,  and  her  eyes  fixed  upon  them, 
so  that  she  need  not  have  the  necessity  of  meet- 
ing those  of  her  mother,  there  could  not  be  a 
more  favourable  moment  for  the  opening  of  the 
delicate  afiair  she  had  in  hand ;  and  so,  after 
one  or  two  more  little  coughs,  she  ventured  to 
say,  "  Mother." 

It  may  be  remarked,  that  when  people  have 
any  delicate  subject  to  discuss,  more  particu- 
larly all  affairs  of  the  heart,  there  is  something 
in  the  mere  sound  of  their  voices  that  gives 
you  to  understand  what  they  are  about,  be- 
fore a  word  relating  to  the  subject  is  said. 

Now,  Kathleen's  mother  was  as  wise  as 
mothers  in  general  are  about  such  matters, 
seeing  that  they  have  had  such  affairs  of  their 
own  on  their  hands ;  and  so,  the  very  minute 
Kathleen  said  "  Mother,"  that  respectable  indi- 
.vidual  knew  what  was  coming  just  as  well  as 
if  she  were  a  witch. 

"  Well,  alanna  ?"   said  the  mother   softly, 
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coaxing  her  child^s  heart  out  of  its  secrecy  by 
the  encouraging  tone  of  her  voice,  as  a  bird 
chirps  its  young  for  the  first  time  from  the 
security  of  its  nest. 

**  There 's  something  I  wish  to  tell  you,*" 
said  Kathleen. 

"  Well,  darling  I  dar  say  it 's  nothing  but 
what  I  '11  be  glad  to  hear.'' 

"  I'm  afeard  you'll  think  me  foolish,  mother." 

"  Throth,  I  never  seen  the  sign  iv  a  fool  an 
you  yet,  alanna  baton*'^ 

Here  there  was  a  pause,  filled  up  only  by 
the  buzz  of  the  sjnnning*^ wheel.  The  mother 
thought  she  had  best  break  the  ice ;  so,  with  i| 
tone  of  geiitle  pleasantry  in  her  manner,  to 
deprive  the  subject  of  its  sternness, — to  '  take 
the  cold  out  of  it,'  as  it  were, — she  said,  "  I 
suppose  some  o'  the  boys  has  been  talkin' 
to  you  ?" 

**  Yis,  ma'^am,"  said  Kathleen  faintly,  blush* 
ing  up  to  her  ears  at  the  samd  time,  while  the 
wheel  went  round  at  a  desperate  rate  and  the 
thread  was  broken. 
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'  While  Kathleen  mended  the  thread  of  her 
spinning,  her  mother  took  up  that  of  the  con- 
versation. 

"  Well,  dear, — well  and  good, — and  why 
not  ?  Sure,  it 's  only  raysonable,  and  what 's 
before  us  all  in.  our  time,  when  it  ^s  God^s  will. 
And  who 's  the  boy,  Kathleen  dear  ?" 

Kathleen,  after  swallowing  her  breath  three 
or  four  times,  said, 

"  Rory  O'More,  mother." 

"  Sure,  thin,  but  you  're  the  happy  girl ! 
God  bless  you,  child,  and  mark  you  to  grace, 
to  have  the  very  pick  o**  the  counthry  axin' 
you  r 

*^  Indeed,  I  thought  so  myself,  mother ; 
but ** 

"  But  what,  dear  ?"" 

"  Why,  Shan,  you  know,  mother.*" 

"  Yis,  yis,  dear ;"  and  the  mother  sighed 
heavily.  It  was  some  time  before  she  could 
resume  the  conversation,  and  in  the  interim 
she  raised  her  apron  to  dry  a  tear  that  trickled 
down  her  cheek. 
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How  deep  is  the  guilt  of  the  child  who 
causes  the  tears  of  a  parent ! 

"  If  Shan  couldn't  get  Mary  O'More,  (and 
more  is  his  loss,  indeed  !)  that  is  no  rayson, 
darlin"*,  that  you  wouldn't  have  Rory.'' 

"  But  Shan  is  very  much  agin  it,  mother.'*' 
How  do  you  know,  dear  f' 
He  suspects,  somehow,  that  I  had  a  liking 
for  him.'* 

«  Had  a  liking !"  said  the  mother.  «  Why, 
haven't  you  a  liking,  Kathleen  ?" 

**  Why,  you  see,  mother,  he  towld  me  things 
of  him;  and  if  the  things  was  thrue,  Bory 
wouldn't  be  as  good  as  I  thought  him.'' 

"  How  do  you  mane,  darlin'  ?" 

Here  Kathleen  entered  into  an  explanation 
of  how  Regan  had  poisoned  her  mind  against 
Rory,  and  told  her  mother  all  she  had  heard 
about  the  adventures  of  the  cellar ; — how,  sub- 
sequently, she  had  met  Rory  at  the  fair — of  her 
coolness,  of  his  disavowal  of  guilt,  and  re- 
quest that  she  would  meet  him  to  explain 
eveiything. 

F  5 
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He  said,  ^  This  erening,  at  the  rath,  be- 
side the  bridge  ^— >^  ^ 

"  Whisht  !*•  said  the  toother,  pointing  to 
Regan^s  room ;  **  he  *s  awalce.*" 

And  so  he  was,  and  heard  the  principal 
part  of  the  conversation  between  his  mother 
and  his  sister ;  and  it  was  in  raising  himself 
in  the  bed,  the  better  to  catch  the  latter  part 
of  the  discourse,  that  he  had  alarmed  the 
watchful  ear  of  his  mother :  for  poor  Kathleen 
was  so  absorbed  in  her  subject,  that  she  quite 
forgot  her  proximity  to  her  brother. 

Regan  now  called  for  some  one  to  attend 
him ;  and  on  his  mother  appearing,  he  said  he 
was  much  refreshed  by  the  last  sleep  he  had, 
and  would  get  up. 

"  Indeed,  you  Ve  betther  where  you  are, 
Shan,  for  to-day ,^^  said  his  mother. 

"  No,  no,  bed  kills  me;  it's  not  fit  for  a 
man :  1 11  be  the  betther  of  some  fresh  air."^ 

"  Sure,  you  wouldn't  go  out,  Shan,  and  your 
face  in  that  condition  ?'*  said  his  mother. 

"  Thim  who  doesn't  like  my  face,^  said  he, 
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*^  needn't  look  at  it  Caxid  desfAte  of  his  mother's 
entreaties,  he  proceeded  to  dress  himself,  which 
vfheo.  he  bad  accomplished,  he  sallied  foi^th. 

"  Why,  thin,  where  can  Shan  be  goin'  T 
said  Kathleen. 

^^  Oh,  itiusba^  how  should  I  know !''  said 
the  mbtben  '^  He 's  never  aisy  at  home,  God 
helpbimr 

*'  Wdl,  mother,  what  do  you  think  about 
my  goih'^  to.  the  rath  'f^  : 

^'  I  think  you  'd  betther  go  there,  darlin' : 
I  don't  think  mysdf  that  Rory  O'More  would 
be  as  bod  as  you  wor  made  to  b'lieve." 

^Mndeed,  mother,  it  was  agin'  my  heart  I 
b'UeYed  anything  bad  of  him." 

^'  To  be  sure,  darling  and  it 's  only  fair  to 
hear  what  the  boy  has  to  say." 

"  Thin  you  think  I  may  go  ?" 

'*  Yis,  ma  vourneen ;  but  in  case  evil  tongues 
would  say  anything,  I  'U  go  along  wid  you." 

Kathleen,  after  some  hesitation,  said,  ^^  But 
maybe  Rory  would  be  shy  of  seeing  you, 
mother  .^' 
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^  Sartinly,  dear,  and  I  '11  only  go  along 
with  you  oonvaynient  to  the  rath.  I  ^11  stay  a 
Ihrifle  behind  you,  so  that  he  won't  see  me ; 
but  At  the  same  time  1 11  be  near  enough,  so 
that  no  one  shall  have  the  occaaon  to  say  a 
light  word  o^  you — ^^for  there's  no  knowing 
what  ill-natured  tongues  may  invint.'' 

This  being  settled,  the  mother  and  ds^hter 
awaited  the  arriTal  of  the  ^vening^-^the  mother 
with  interest,  the  daughter  with  impatience. 

In  the  mean  time,  Shan  Dhu  was  not  idle. 
He  had  heard  enough  of  the  conYersation  be- 
tween Kathleen  and  his  mother  to  find  that 
Rory's  interest  was  as  strong  with  the  latter 
as  the  former,  and  the  thought  was  poison 
to  him.  When  he  found  the  appointment 
with  R<H*y  was  to  be  kept,  he  determined  to 
frustrate  the  happy  result  whidi  must  ensue 
if  it  were  permitted  to  take  place  without  the 
intervention  of  another  party,  and  he  deter- 
mined in  his  own  mind  who  that  party  should 
be.  He  was  no  stranger  to  the  damsel  whose 
blandishments  had   been  thrown   away  upon 
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Rory,  and  he  found  that  a  bitter  hatred  existed 
agmnst  him  in  that  quarter:  nevertheless, 
though  he  must  have  known  that  this  could 
have  arisen  but  from  one  cause,  he  it  was 
who  was  base  enough  to  insinuate  to  Kathleen 
that  an  attachment  subsisted  between  the  girL 
and  Rory. 

It  was  to  find  this  unfortunate  woman  Shan 
Reguiieft  his  house*  He  knew  where  to  seek 
her,  and  met  in  her  a  ready  person  to  act  up 
to  his  wishes.  He  held  out  the  opportunity 
ctf  gratifying  her  revenge  upon  Rory  thus: — 
to  blast  his  hopes  with  the  girl  of  his  heart, 
by  accusing  him  of  treachery  and  falsehood, 
and  laying  her  shame  to  his  charge. 

To  this  the  nymph  of  the  cellar  assented ; 
and  thus  is  accounted  for,  her  startling  ap- 
pearance at  the  rath,  which  stunned  with  sur- 
prise our  hero  and  Kathleen,  to  whom  we  must 
now  return. 


110  aoRY  o'more. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

SHOWING  THAT  MOTHERS  IN  THE  COUNTRY  CONTRIVE 
TO  MARRY  THEIR  DAUGHTERS,  THE  SAME  AS  MOTHERS 
INTOWN. 

When  Kathleen  saw  the  handsome  features 
of  the  woman  who  had  been  pointed  out  to  her 
on  the  platform  at  the  fair  disclosed  in  the 
moonUght,  she  recognised  them  at  once,  for 
they  were  of  that  striking  character  not  easily 
forgotten ;  and  coming,  as  she  did,  to  the  rath  in 
die  hope,  of  having  her  doubts  of  Rory^s  truth 
dispelled,  and  instead  of  that,  finding  them  thus 
strengthened  by  such  terrible  evidence,  she 
shuddered  with  a  faint  scream  and  sank  to  the 
earth. 

'^  Look  what  you  've  done !"  said  Rory,  stoop- 
ing to  raise  the  fainting  girl,  which  he  did,  and 
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supported  her  in  his  arms,  as  he  turned  to  the 
ill-omened  intruder,  and  said  reproachfully, 
**  What  did  I  ever  do  to  deserve  this  ?" 

<<  Do  !^  said  she,  and  her  eyes  glared  on  him 
with  the  expression  of  a  fiend — *^  Do  ! — What 
a  woman  never  forgets  nor  forgives— and  I  '11 
have  my  revenge  6*  you,  you  cowld-blooded 
thief,  I  will! — That's  your  innocent  girl,  I 
suppose ! — Mighty  innocent  indeed,  to  meet  a 
man  inside  a  rath,  by  the  pleasant  light  o^  the 
moon  ! — How  innocent  she  is !" 

**  May  the  tongue  o'  ye  be  blisthered  in  fire,'' 
said  Rory  with  fury,  "  that  would  say  the  foul 
word  of  her !  Away  wid  you,  you  divil !  the 
ground 's  not  wholesome  you  thread  on.  Away 
wid  you  r 

She  shrunk  before  the  withering  words  and 
the  indignant  tone  of  the  lover,  and  retired  to 
the  top  of  the  embankment;  but  ere  she  de- 
scended, she  stretched  forth  her  arm  in  the 
attitude  of  menace  to  Rory,  and  said  with  a 
voice  in  wliich  there  was  more  of  hell  than 
earth. 
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'^  Make  the  most  o'  your  innocent  girl  to- 
^tiiglit,  Misiher  CXMore,  for  iCs  the  last  you  H 
ever  see  of  her !  You  think  to  have  her,  you 
do,^ — ^but  she  11  never  be  yours ;  for  if  I  pay  my 
sowl  for  the  purchase-money,  I  Tl  have  my  re- 
vienge  o*  you  ! — ha  J  ha  ! — remember  my  words 
—  never  !  never  f  —  ha !  ha  !  ha  T  and  with 
soitiething  between  the  laugh  of  a  maiuac  and 
the  howl  of  a  hyena,  she  rushed  down  the  hill, 
leaving  Rory  horrified  lEit  such  a  fearful  exhi- 
bition of  depravity. 


When  Rory  proposed  to  Kathleen,  on  their 
meeting,  that  they  should  stand  within  the 
shadow  of  the  bridge,  it  may  be  remembered 
that  she  refused  to  do  so ;  for  her  mother, 
who  had  accompanied  her,  decided  on  re- 
maining out  of  sight  in  that  very  spot,  while 
Kftthleen  should  enter  the  rath  for  her  con- 
ference with  Rory. 

She  had  seen  her  daughter  and  our  hero  as- 
cend to  the  top  of  the  mound,  and  in  a  very 
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short  time  after  was  surprised  to  observe  a  tbjid 
persoB  take  the  same  ^iourse.  This  excited  her 
cuno^ty,  and  she  watched  anxiously ;  and 
it  was  not  long  until  she  ^aw  the  figure  de- 
scending the  mound  rapidly^  and  running 
towards  the  very  point  where  she  stood. 
The  mother  immediately  crouched  under  some 
bushes  to  escape  observation,  and  the  sound  of 
hurried  ^teps  having  approached  close  to  her 
place  of  ambush,  suddenly  stopped,  and  she 
heard,  in  a  somewhat  low,  but  perfectly  clear 
tone,  the  name  of  "  Shan "  pronounced,  and 
soon  after  it  was  repeated.  ^^  Shan  Dhu,"^  said 
this  unexpected  intruder. 

*^  Here  I  am,^  was  answered  to  the  summons. 

The  name  "Shan  Dhu''  being  that  of  her 
own  son,  Katbleen^s  mother  had  her  attention 
still  more  aroused ;  and  the  voice  in  which  the 
response  was  made  induced  her  to  believe  that 
it  was  Regan  who  answered.  Peering  forth 
from  the  bushes  as  well  as  she  might,  she 
saw  the  figure  of  a  man  emerge  from  under 
one  of  the  dry  arches  of  the  bridge,  and  then 
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there  was  no  longer  a  doubt  on  the  subject ; 
— it  was  Shan  Regan  who  came  forth  to  meet 
the  woman  who  had  just  run  down  the  hill. 
"  Well  ?""  said  Regan. 
"  I  've  done  it  r*  said  the  woman. 
«  What  did  he  say  ?" 
Oh,  they  were  both  knocked  all  of  a  heap/ 
But,  did  you  make  her  sinsible  that  th( 
sneaking  thief  was  a  black-hearted  desaiver  ?^ 

"Throth,    I    did.      Didn't  you    hear   he^r-^ 
screech  ?^ 
"  No." 

"  Thin  in  throth  she  did.  I  towld  her  tfaiM  ■  "t 
he  had  promised  me  before  her,  and  she  dhiajp^rV^ 
down  in  a  fit.^ 

"  That  '11  do,''  said  Regan.  «  And  now  y^^^e 
may  as  well  be  joggin'   since  the  business  is 

done ;  we  mustn't  be  seen  near  the  place."    A*^^ 
he  with  his  hardened  accomplice  hastened  frc — ^^ 
the  spot. 

Kathleen's  mother  remained  for  some  ti^K^^ 
in  her  place  of  concealment,  that  Regan  s^^'^^ 
his  abandoned  companion  might  not  be  aw 
of  her  presence. 
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Duripg  the  few  minutes  she  felt  it  necessary 
to  xemaiain  concealment,  her  mind  became 
fully  impi»ssed  with  the  conviction  that  some 
deception  had  been  practised  upon  Kathleen, 
and  manifestly  through  the  instrumentality  of 
her  brother. 

When  the  mother  thought  she  might  emerge 
from  her  ambuscade  in  safety,  she  hastened 
up  the. side  of  the  rath;  as  her  fears  for  her 
daughter  had  been  excited  when  she  heard 
that  **  she  had  dropt  down  in  a  fit.'' 

On  reaching  the  interior  of  the  fort,  she 
heard  Rory  expostulating  with  Kathleen  on  the 
improbability  of  the  accusation  made  against 
him ;  for,  before  the  mother  had  arrived,  Rory 
had  contrived,  by  brushing  the  dew  from  the 
grass  with  his  hand,  and  sprinkling  the  mois- 
ture over  Kathleen's  face,  to  recover  her  from 
the  state  of  insensibility  into  which  the  sudden 
appearance  and  fearful  accusation  of  Rory's 
enemy  had  throw^  her. 

"  Oh,  why  did  you  bring  me  here  at  all  ?" 
said  Kathleen  in  a  tone  of  agony. 
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"To  clear  myself  to  you,  Kathleen/"  said 
Roary. 

"  Clear  yourself !  Oh,  Rory  !  that  dreadful 
woman  !" 

"  By  all  that 's  sacred,  Kathleen,  I  know  no 
more  about  her  than  the  child  unborn.^ 

"  Oh,  can  I  b'lieve  it,  afther  all  I  Ve  heard 
and  seen,  Rory  ?     Can  I  Vlieve  it  ?" 

**  Kathleen,  as  I  hope  to  see  heaven,  I  'm 
innocent  of  what  she  accuses  me.'*" 

"  Oh,  I  wish  I  could  blieve  it !"'  said  Kath- 
leen,  sobbing. 

"  Thin  you  may  b'lieve  it,  my  darUn',""  said 
her  mother,  who  now  joined  them. 

This  fresh  surprise  made  Kathleen  scream 
again ;  but,  recognising  her  mother,  she  sprang 
into  her  arms. 

"  Oh,  mother  dear !  mother  dear  1  but  I  "m 
glad  to  see  you,^  said  the  excited  girl,  who 
had  not  caught  the  meaning  of  the  words  her 
mother  uttered. 

"  Oh,  mother !  mother !  you  are  thrue  to 
me,  at  all  events  ;  you  '11  never  desaive  me." 
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"  Nor  I  either,  Kathleen,'^  said  Rory ;  "  and 
sure,  here  's  your  mother  to  bear  witness  for 
me.  ^  Dbrft  you  hear  what  she  says  ?^ 

"  What  ?  what  ?^  said  Kathleen,  bewildered, 
dompose  yourself,  dear  !^  said  the  mother. 

Don't  brieve  the  bad  things  you  \e  heard  of 
Rory :  they  're  not  thrue — I  'm  sure  they  're 
not  thrue.**^ 

"  Bad  luck  to  the  word  !^'  said  Rory,  pluck- 
ing up  his  courage. 

'*But  that  woman — '*''  said  Kathleen,  "  where 
is  she  P^  and  she  looked  round  in  alarm. 

^  She 's  gone,  dear,^  said  the  mother,  sooth- 
ingly ;  and  Rory,  in  less  gentle  accents,  made 
no  scruple  of  saying,  ^^  Where  ?" 

**  Rory,"  said  Kathleen's  mother  with  a  se- 
rious tenderness  in  her  manner,  ^'  I  blieve  that 
ybu  love  my  child,  and  that  you  mane  to  be 
thrue  to  her.'' 

**  May  I  never  see  glory  if  I  don't !"  said 
Rory  fervently. 

The  mother  took  their  hands,  and  joining 
them,  said,  "  Then  I  give  her  to  you,  Rory, 
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with  all  the  veins  o'  my  heart ;  and  may  my 
blessing  be  on  you  l" 

Rory  took  the  yielding  girl  tenderly  in 
his  arms  and  kissed  her  unresistingly,  alter- 
nately blessing  her  and  her  mother  for  making 
him  "  the  happiest  fellow  in  Ireland,'*  as  he 
said  himself. 

How  all  this  sudden  revolution  of  affairs 
in  his  favour  had  occurred,  Rory  gave  himself 
no  trouble  to  inquire, —  he  was  content  with 
the  knowledge  of  the  fact ;  and  after  escort- 
ing Kathleen  and  her  mother  within  sight  of 
their  house,  he  turned  his  steps  homeward,  and 
re-entered  his  cottage  a  happier  man  than  he 
had  left  it. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


IV    WHICH    RORT  o' If  ORE   PROVES   HIMSELF  TO  BE   A    MAN 

OF   LETTERS. 


The  next  morning  Rory  arose  in  high  spirits^ 
and  determined  on  amusing  himself  with  a  piece 
of  sarcastic  waggery  that  he  intended  executing 
upon  Sweeny,  the  reformed  Papist  attorney, 
whose  apostasy  was  a  source  of  great  indigna* 
tion  to  Rory. 

It  so  happened  that  the  tombstone  of  old 
Sweeny,  the  apothecary,  bearing  the  Popish 
phrase,  "  Pray  for  the  soul  of  Denis  Sweeny,^ 
stood  most  provokingly  close  to  the  pathway 
leading  to  the  church-door ;  so  that  every 
Sunday»  when  his  son  the  attorney  was  going  to 
attend  divine  service  as  by  law  established,  his 
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Church-of-Englandism  was  much  scandalised  by 
having  this  damning  (and  damnable)  proof  of 
his  apostasy  staring  him  in  the  face.  Not  that 
he  cared  for  it  himself:  he  was  one  of  those  cal- 
lous-hearted people  who  could  ^^  have  botanised 
on  his  mother^s  grave,"  therefore  this  proof  of 
his  former  creed  on  the  grave  of  his  father 
could  have  given  him  no  trouble ;  but  he  did 
not  like  the  evidence  to  remain  there  in  the 
sight  of  other  people,  and  he  had  asked  Rory 
O'More  how  the  nuisance  could  be  abated. 

Our  hero  was  indignaqt  with  the  petty-mind- 
ed pettifogger,  and  wished  to  retaliate  upon 
him  for  the  renunciation  of  his  old  creed  ;  for 
the  Roman  Catholics  have  the  same  bitter  feel- 
ing against  the  man  who  secedes  from  their 
profession  of  faith,  as  those  of  the  Church  of 
England  entertain  against  the  dissenters  from 
them.  And  why  not  ?  If  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land is  right  in  condemning  step  number  two, 
the  Church  of  Rome  has  rather  better  cause  to 
object  to  step  number  one;  for  "cVs^  le  pre- 
mier pas  qui  coiite" 
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So  Rory,  after  bearing  the  attorney's  com- 
plaint, said  he  thought  he  could  rectify  the 
objectionable  passage  on  the  tomb-stone.  How 
he  accomplished  this  will  be  seen. 

After  breakfast  he  asked  De  Lacy,  would 
he  go  over  to  see  "  the  churches,""  as  the  old 
burial-place  in  the  neighbourhood  was  called, 
where  the  ruins  of  some  monastic  buildings 
stood,  one  of  which  had  been  repaired  and 
roofed  in  for  the  parish  church.  De  Lacy  as- 
sented to  the  proposal,  and  Rory  suggested 
that  they  should  endeavour  to  get  Phelim 
(yFlanagan  to  accompany  them. 

"  His  school  lies  in  our  way,**  said  Rory, 
"  and  we  may  as  well  ax  him  to  come ;  for 
there  is  a  power  of  owld  anshint  tombstones  in 
it,  in  owld  Irish,  and  he  can  explain  them  to 
you,  sir/' 

True  it  was,  that  here  many  an  ancient 
grave-stone  stood,  mingled  with  those  of  later 
days ; — the  former  bearing  the  old  Irish 

Oji  bo. 
the  latter,  the 
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showing,  that  though  conquest  had  driven  the 
aboriginal  Irish  from  the  spot,  the  religion, 
though  not  the  language  of  the  people,  had 
survived  their  downfall. 

And  here  what  a  striking  evidence  is  given 
of  the  inutility  of  penal  laws !— nay,  worse  than 
inutility ;  for  prohibition  seems  to  act  on  hu- 
man nature  rather  as  a  productive  than  a  pre- 
ventive cause  of  the  thing  forbidden,  and  the 
religion  of  the  Irish,  like  their  native  shamrock, 
by  being  trampled  on,  becomes  prolific. 

Their  language  is  passing  away,  though  it 
was  not  penal  to  speak  it ;  but  their  religion 
has  lasted  because  penalty  attended  its  pro- 
fession, and  the  faith  of  a  persecuted  people 
is  still  recorded  in  the  language  of  the 
oppressor. 

Thanks  to  God  !  the  days  of  persecution  are 
past ;  and  fair  fame  to  England  in  cancelling 
from  her  statutes  the  unjust  and  unholy  penal* 
ties  that  man,  in  his  bigoted  profanity,  had 
dared  to  interpose  between  the  worship  of  the 
creature  to  the  Creator  ! 
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And  Fortune  never  dispensed  a  brighter  bo« 
nour  on  ber  favourite,  than  in  shedding  over 
the  name  of  Wellington  the  glory  of  being  the 
agent  of  this  blessing  to  his  native  land.  This 
mingling  of  the  olive  with  his  laurels  increases 
their  brightness,  as  it  will  their  endurance :  for 
when  many  a  victory  he  has  won  shall  cease  to 
be  remembered,  the  emancipation  of  his  country 
from  the  bondage  of  bigotry  will  never  be  for-^ 
gotten ;  and  soothing  be  the  thought  in  the 
heroes  last  hour,  that  though  many  of  his 
achievements  have  evoked  the  curses  of  a 
foreign  land^  this  greatest  triumph  of  his  life 
will  be  remembered  with  blessings  by  his 
countrymen  ! 

When  PheKm  was  asked  to  bear  De  Lacy 
and  our  hero  cotnpany,  he  was  immersed  in  the 
mysteries  of  his  school,  and  could  not  immedi- 
ately accompany  them  ;  but  he  promised  to  fol- 
low soon,  and  for  that  purpose  gave  his  scholars 
half  a  holiday,  for  which  beneficence  on  his 
part  they  threw  up  their  hats, — that  is,  such  of 
them  as  had  any  ;  while  those  of  them  who  had 
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not,  made  up  the  deficiency  by  extra  shouting ; 
and  Phelim,  his  school  being  dismissed,  fol- 
lowed De  Lacy  and  Rory  to  "  the  churches." 

This  burial'ground  was  not  more  than  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  village  ;  yet,  though 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  man's  habitation,  it 
was  particularly  lonely ;  for,  except  on  Sunday, 
when  the  small  Protestant  congregation  went  to 
divine  service,  or  that  the  occasion  of  a  funeral 
called  the  peasantry  to  the  spot,  it  was  little 
frequented. 

Indeed,  a  churchyard  is  generally  avoided ; 
nor  can  it  be  wondered  at  that  the  resting-place 
of  the  dead  should  have  an  appalling  influence 
on  the  ignorant  and  superstitious,  when  even  to 
the  most  enlightened  there  is  a  chastened  and 
solemn  tone  of  feeling  produced  on  entering  a 
place  of  sepulture. 

Much  of  this  feeling  is  lessened,  or  at  least 
the  indulgence  of  it  is  in  a  more  elevated  tone, 
when  we  walk  through  the  range  of  magnifi- 
cent monuments  lining  the  vaulted  aisle  of  some 
noble  abbey.     Here  the  vanity  of  our  nature  is 
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indirectly  flattered  by  witnessing  the  tribute 
that  posterity  pays  '  to  greatness,  and  Glory 
more  than  half  divides  the  triumph  with  Death. 
But  in  the  lonely  country  churchyard,  where 
some  plain  head-stone  or  nameless  mound  of 
earth  is  all  that  is  left  to  tell  that  there 
rests  a  being  once  instinct  with  life  as  our- 
selves, and  where,  instead  of  vaulted  roof  and 
clustered  columns,  the  ruins  of  some  lowly 
chapel  stand,  they,  like  all  around,  telling  of 
decay, — there  it  is  that  the  contemplation  of 
mortality  exercises  its  most  depressing  influ- 
ence, and  the  thought  of  death  strikes  coldly 
on  the  heart. 

De  Lacy  accompanied  Rory  to  the  burial- 
place,  which  stood  on  a  small  mound,  the 
grave-stones  rising  in  bare  relief  against  the 
sky,  which  here  and  there  peeped  through 
the  shattered  tnuUions  of  some  window  in  the 
ruined  wall  of  one  of  the  little  churches,  giving 
an  air  of  peculiar  desolation  to  the  place,  which 
was  increased,  perhaps,  by  the  slated  roof  of 
one  of  them,  which  was  repaired  and  employed 
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SB  the  Protestant  parish  church.  A  pathway  led 
to  this  building,  and  Rory  came  to  a  stand 
where,  on  one  side  of  the  path,  stood  a  rather 
conspicuous  tombstone  with  this  inscription  : 

Pray  for  the  soul  of 

Denis  Sweeny, 

who  departed,  &c. 

**  Do  you  see  that  ?^'  said  Rory  to  De  Lacy. 

«  Yes." 

"  Well,  that^s  what  brings  me  here  to-day.^' 

"  How  ?''  said  De  Lacy. 

^*  Why,  that 's  owld  Denny  Sweeny's  tomb- 
stone ;  and  you  see  the  poor  owld  fellow  axes 
every  one  to  pray  for  his  sowl — and  why  not  ? 
-^and  indeed  I  hope  he 's  in  glory.  Well,  you 
see  by  that  he  was  a  good  Catholic,  and  a 
dacent  man  he  was ;  and  when  he  died,  he  or- 
dhered  the  same  tombstone  to  be  put  over  him, 
and  paid  my  own  father  for  cuttin'  the  same,^' 

**'  Is  it  after  he  died  ?"  said  De  Lacy. 

"  Oh,  no — you  know  what  I  mane ;  but  sure 
a  slip  o^  the  tongue  doesn't  matther.     Well, 
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as  I  wi»  sayin',  my  father  out  the  same  tomb* 
stone — and  annate  bit  o^  work  it  is ;  see  the  ili- 
gant  crass  an  it,  and  cut  so  deep  that  the 
divil  wouldn^t  get  it  out  of  it,— God  forgi'  me 
for  sayin'  divil  to  the  crass  !'** 

It  ^s  deep  enough,  indeed/'  said  De  Lacy. 
Ay,   and    so   I    towld    that    dirty    brat, 
Sweeny — the  'torney,  I  mane — when  he  axed 
me   about  it.     What  do  you  think  he  wants 
me  to  do  ?"  said  Rory. 

"To  take  it  back  for  half-price,  perhaps,^^ 
said  De  Lacy. 

^*  Taith,  he  hasn^t  that  much  fun  in  him  to 
think  of  sitch  a  thing.**^ 

**  What  was  it,  then  ?" 

"Why,    he   wants   me  to  alther  it,"  said 
'Rory. 

For  himself,  I  hope  ?"'  said  De  Lacy. 
No,''  said  Rory ;  "  though  in  throth  I M 
do  that  with  pleaiSure,  for  he'd  be  no  loss  to 
king  or  counthry.  But,  as  I  was  tellin'  you, 
he  comes  to  me  the  other  day,  and  towld  me 
it  was  disgraceful   to    see    sitch    a    thing   as 
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*  pray  for  the  sowF  on  his  father's  tombstone 
in  sitch  enlightened  times  as  these,  when  people 
knew  betther  than  to  pray  for  people^s  sowls. 

'*  *  They  might  do  worse,'  says  !• 

"  *  It  might  do  for  the  dark  ages,'  says  he, 

*  but  it  won't  do  now ;'  laying  it  all  on  the 
dark  ages,  by  the  way^  jist  as  if  people  didn'^t 
know  that  it  was  bekaze  when  he  goes  to 
church  every  Sunday  his  poor  honest  father^s 
tombstone  stares  him  in  the  face,  the  same  as 
if  the  voice  out  of  the  grave  called  to  him 
and  said,  '  Oh,  thin,  Dinny,  my  boy,  is  it 
goin^  to  church  you  are  ?**  Not  that  he  ''d 
mind  that,  for  the  cowld-hearted  thief  hasn'*t 
the  feelin'  to  think  of  it ;  but  it 's  the  dirty 
pride  of  the  little  animal ;  —  he  doesn't  like 
the  rale  Prodestants  to  see  the  thing  stan'in' 
in  evidence  agin  him.  So  I  thought  I M 
diVart    myself  a    bit  with   him,    and    says  I, 

*  Sure  the  tombstone  doesn't  do  you  nor  any- 
body else  any  harm/ — *  Yes,  it  does,'  says  he ; 
^  it  stands  in  evidence  agin  my  father^s  com- 
mon sinse,  and  I  'm  ashamed  of  it.' 
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"  Oh  !"  said  Rory  feelingly,  '*  what  luck 
can  the  man  have  that  says  he's  ashamed  of 
his  father'*s  grave!" 

The  feeling  and  touching  appeal  reached  De 
Lacy's  heart. 

IJory  continued  —  "  Ashamed,  indeed !  — 
Throth,  an'  well  he  may  say  he 's  ashamed  ! — 
not  for  his  father,  though — no — but  well  may 
he  be  ashamed  to  change  his  creed  !" 

**  You  shouldn't  blame  any  man  for  his  re- 
ligious belief,  Rory,''  said  De  Lacy. 

**  No  more  I  would,  sir,  if  it  was  his  belief 

that  he  was  reared  in ;  but '" 

"  Oh  r  said  De  Lacy,  interrupting  him,  *'  if 
a  man  feels  that  he  has  been  instructed  in  a 
belief  which  his  conscience  will  not  permit  him 

to  follow '' 

"  Sure,  sir,"  said  Rory,  interrupting  in  his 
turn,  ^'  I  wouldn't  blame  him  for  that  neither  : 
but  is  it  Sweeny  you  think  does  it  for  that  ? 
not  he,  in  throth, — it 's  jist  for  the  lucre,  and 
nothin'  else.  And  sure,  if  he  had  the  feeling  in 
him  to  love  his  father,  sure  it 's  not  altherin' 
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bis  tombstone  he  M  be,  that  was  made  by  his 
father's  own  directions :  and  suppose  he  thinks 
that  he  ought  to  be  a  Prodestant  ever  so  much, 
sure  isn't  it  bad  of  him  to  intherfare  with  his 
poor  father'*s  dyin'  request  that  they  would  pray 
for  his  sowl  ?'^ 

"  That  I  grant  you,"  said  De  Lacy. 

^^And  so  he  comes  to  me  to  ask  me  to 
alther  it.  ^  For  what  ?*  says  I.  *  Bekaze  I  'm 
ashamed  of  it,'  says  he.  *  Why  ?'  says  I. 
*  Bekaze  it 's  only  Popery,'  says  he.  *  Well,' 
says  I,  *  if  it 's  Popery  ever  so  much,  sure 
it's  your  father's  doin', — >. and  any  shame 
there  is  in  it,  it  is  to  him,  and  not  to  you, 
and  so  you  needn't  care  about  it;  and  if 
your  father  did  wish  people  to  pray  for  his 
sowl,  I  think  it  very  bad  o'  you  to  wish  to 
prevent  it.' — '  It  can  do  him  no  good,'  says  he. 
^  It  can  do  him  no  harm,  anyhow,'  says  I. 

"  So  he  couldn't  get  over  that  very  well,  and 
made  no  answer  about  the  good  or  the  harm  of 
it,  and  said  he  didn't  want  to  argue  the  point 
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with  me,  but  that  he  wanted  it  althered,  and 
as  my  father  done  the  job,  he  thought  I 
was  the  person  to  alther  it.'  *And  how  do 
you  want  it  changed  ?'  says  I.  *  Take  out 
*  Pray  for  the  sowl :'  says  he,  *  that 's  nothing 
but  Popery.**  *  My  father  always  cut  the 
sowl  very  deep,^  says  I,  *and  to  take  it  out 
h  impossible;  but  if  it's  only  the  Popery 
you  object  to,  I  can  alther  it  if  you  like, 
so  that  you  can  have  nothing  to  say  agin 
it.'—*  How  ?'  says  he.  *  Oh,  let  me  alone,^ 
says  I.  *  You  're  no  sculpture,'*  says  I,  '  and 
dpnH  know  how  I  'U  do  it ;  but  you  '11  see 
yourself  when  it 's  done.' — *  You  won't  charge 
roe  much  P'  says  he.  *  I  '11  charge  you  no« 
thing,'  says  I ;  *  I  'm  not  a  mason  by  thrade, 
and  1  '11  do  the  job  for  love.' — *  But  how 
do  you  mane  to  do  it  ?'  says  he  agin.  *  Oh, 
never  mind,'  says  I ;  *  go  your  ways,  I  '11 
do  the  job  complate,  and  next  Sunday,  when 
you  go  to  church,  you  '11  see  the  divil  a  bit 
o'  Popery   will  be  in    the    same    tombstone.' 
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— '  That 's  all  I  want/  says  he.  *  Thin  we  '11 
be  both  plazed/  says  I. — Aud  now  I  ^m  come 
here  to-day  to  do  the  very  thing.'' 

^^  And  how  do  you  mean  to  effect  the  alter- 
ation, Rory  ?"  said  De  Lacy. 

"  As  aisy  as  kiss  hand,''  said  Rory.  **  Jist 
do  you  amuse  yourself  with  looking  into  the 
churches ;  there 's  some  quare  carvings  round 
the  windows  and  doors,  and  a  mighty  curious 
owld  stone  crass  up  there  beyant.  Or,  if  you 
like,  sir,  sit  down  beside  me  here  with  your 
book,  and  you  can  read  while  I  work." 

De  Lacy  had  not  been  long  engaged  in  read- 
ing, when  old  Phelim  made  his  appearance; 
and  with  so  amusing  a  cicerone,  De  Lacy 
passed  a  couple  of  hours  pleasantly  enough  in 
looking  over  the  antiquities  of  the  place. 

After  the  lapse  of  that  period,  Rory  had 
completed  his  task,  and  sought  his  friends  to 
show  them  how  thoroughly  he  had  neutra- 
lised the  Popery  that  had  so  much  distressed 
Sweeny. 
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^^  How  could  you  have  done  it  so  soon  ?'^ 
said  De  Lacy. 

"  Oh,  I  won't  tell  you — you  must  see  it 
yourself,^  said  Rory. 

"  It  is  the  simplest  thing  in  life  —  four 
letthers  did  it  all." 

Rory  now  conducted  De  Lacy  and  Phe- 
lim  to  the  tombstone,  and  the  moment  they 
stood  before  it  they  both  indulged  in  hearty 
laughter. 

Rory  had  carved  over  the  objectionable 
request  the  phrase  **  don't,''  so  that  the  in- 
scription ran  thus : 

donV 

Pray  for  the  soul  of 

Denis  Sweeny. 

"  Isn't  that  the  thing  ?'*  said  Rory. 

"  Capital  r  said  De  Lacy. 

"  Isn't  that  sarving  the  little  viper  right ! 
You  see  he  darn't  say  at  wanst,  out,  honest, 
that  he  was  ashamed  for  his  own  sake,  bekaze 
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he  was  a  turncoat ;  but  he  lays  the  blame  on 
the  Popery,  Oh,  in  throth,  there  's  many  a 
dirty  turn  and  many  a  cruel  thing  done  on  us ; 
and  thim  that  does  the  thing  is  ashamed  to 
own  to  the  right  cause,  and  so  they  lay  the 
blame  on  the  Popery.  By  my  sowl !  they  ought 
to  be  obleeged  to  Popery  for  giving  them  sitch 
a  convanient  excuse  for  not  havin'  things  called 
by  their  right  names.^ 

**  But  won't  Sweeny  be  very  angry  about 
this  ?^  said  De  Lacy. 

"  'Faith,  to  be  sure  he  will,''  said  Phelim, 
shaking  his  head.  ^^  Rory,  ma  bouchal,  though 
I  can't  deny  your  wit,  I  cannot  complimint 
you  with  an  epithalamium  upon  your  pru- 
dence :  you  have  made  that  little  bitther  attor- 
ney your  inimy  to  the  ind  o'  time." 

"  I  know  that,''  said  Rory ;  "  but  what  do 
I  care  ?" 

"  Rory,  my  boy,  Prudence,  Prudentia,  as 
the  Latins  had  it, — Prudence,  my  boy,  is  one 
of  the  cardinial  virtues." 
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*^  Well,  to  expose  humbuggin'  is  as  car- 
dinial  as  ever  it  was.'' 

"  So  you  won^t  listen  to  me  ?  —  Magister 
docetf  sed  vos  verd  negUgitis" 

"Well,  who'^s  sayin*  it's  prudent? — But 
all  I  stand  up  for  is  the  altheration  ;  and  isn't 
that  complate  P" 

"  That  there  is  no  denyin',"  said  Phelim. 

"  And  all  with  four  letthers !" 

^^  You  have  demonstherated  it  as  complate 
wid  four,"  said  Phelim,  "as  I  do  my  matta* 
matics  wid  three — Q.  E.  D." 

"  By  dad !  I  have  a  great  mind  to  put  Q.E.D, 
at  the  end  of  it  all|"  said  Rory.  • 

"  For  what  ?"  said  De  Lacy. 

"  Bekase  it  is  what  was  to  be  demonstherated^** 
said  Rory. 

"  'Faith,  I  'm  glad  to  see  you  remember 
your  mattamatics  still,''  said  Phelim. 

"  Wouldn't  it  be  grate  fun  !"  said  Rory. 

"  It 's  bad  enough  as  it  is,"  said  De  Lacy, 
"  without  making  matters  worse.  I  am  afraid, 
Rory,  this  was  very  unwise." 
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"  Yet  you  can't  help  laughin^  at  it,**  said 
Rory. 

"  Indeed  I  can't,"  said  De  Lacy* 

"  Well,  and  so  will  the  Prodestants  laugh 
at  that  contimptible  little  upstart  when  they 
see  it,  and  that 's  all  I  want.  There 's  nothing 
an  upstart  feels  half  so  much  as  a  laugh 
against  him,''  said  Rory,  making  a  sagacious 
comment  upon  his  own  imprudent  act. 

**  Quite  true,"  said  De  Lacy,  "  and  there- 
fore the  attorney  will  never  forgive  you.'* 

"  The  beauty  of  it  is,"  said  Rory,  still 
enjoying  his  joke,  ^^  that  he  can't  complain 
openly  about  it;  for  all  he  said,  was  that  he 
was  ashamed  about  the  Popery  of  it.  Now, 
I  've  taken  the  Popery  out  of  it,  at  all  events." 

"  Certainly,"  said  De  Lacy ;  "  but,  at  the 
same  time,  you  have  increased  Sweeny's  cause 
of  inquietude  by  making  the  offensive  phrase 
more  obnoxious." 

"  That 's  what  I  meant  to  do,"  said  Rory 
boldly ;  **  I  've  caught  him  in  his  own  thrap. 
The  little  scheming  'turney  complained  only 
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about  the  Popery  ;  now,  with  four  letthers  I  \e 
desthroyed  more  Popery  than  the  parson  could 
do  with  twice  as  many.^ 

"  Upon  my  word,  Rory,'*  said  De  Lacy, 
smiling,  ^^  many  men  of  letters  have  failed 
with  the  whole  alphabet  to  alter  a  text  so  com- 
pletely as  you  have  done  with  ybur."" 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

IN  WHICH  SHAN  REGAN  AND  SOLDERING  SOLOMON  GIVE 
A  TOUCH  OF  THEIR  QUALITY,  AND  RORY  UNDERGOES  A 
TRIAL   OF   TEMPER. 

Although  Regan's  mother  had  discovered 
his  perfidy  towards  his  sister  and  Rory,  and 
relieved  them  from  the  consequences  that  might 
have  ensued  from  it,  she  did  not  reveal  to 
Rory  the  treachery  of  which  her  son  had  been 
guilty, — for  still  he  was  her  son,  and  with  a 
mother's  tenderness  she  sought  to  screen  him, 
in  the  eyes  of  our  hero,  from  the  contempt 
which  so  base  a  means  of  indulging  his  dis- 
like must  have  produced. 

But  she  saw  how  deep  the  hatred  to  Rory 
must  be  on  Regan's  part,  to  urge  him  to  such 
practices  as  he  had  exercised  against  him,  and 
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until  matters  were  riper  for  a  disclosure^ — ^in 
fact,  until  Kathleen  and  he  should  be  just 
going  to  be  married, — she  begged  of  Rory  to 
say  nothing  about  what  had  passed ;  for  if  it 
came  to  Shanes  knowledge,  ne  would  be  "  show- 
ing his  temper^  at  home,  and  it  was  as  well 
not  to  vex  him  until  the  time  came  when  the 
definitive  step  could  be  taken  which  would 
render  his  anger  of  no  avail;  for  though  she 
would  not  betray  to  Rory  the  baseness  of  her 
son,  she  had  no  hesitation  in  owning  that  he 
was  not  his  friend. 

It  ,was  with  this  understanding  that  Rory 
and  Kathleen  parted  the  night  of  their  meet- 
ing at  the  rath.  But  though  Mrs.  Regan  kept 
the  means  of  her  knowledge  a  secret  from 
Rory,  she  revealed  to  her  daughter  how  she 
became  possessed  of  the  knowledge  that  ex- 
posed the  treacherous  influence  that  had  been 
employed  to  ruin  the  hopes  of  two  innocent 
people,  not  only  to  satisfy  Kathleen^s  in- 
quiries of  how  her  mother  could  vouch  for 
Rory's  conduct,  but  in  order  to  put  Kathleen 
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on  her  guard  against  betraying  to  her  brother 
any  symptom  of  his  plot  having  failed. 

*'  For  what  would  we  do  if  he  thought  we 
found  him  out  l"^  said  she. 

Miserable  mother  !  whose  only  hope  of  do- 
mestic quiet  lay  in  seeming  to  be  ignorant  of 
the  ruffianism  of  her  child. 

With  all  her  caution,  however,  though  Kath- 
leen did  not  betray  any  symptoms  of  happi- 
ness in  her  brother's  presence,  and  subdued 
her  looks  and  manner  as  much  as  possible, 
still  Regan  was  not  quite  satisfied  with  the 
apparent  state  of  things  at  home :  not  that 
he  suspected  his  plot  had  been  discovered, 
but  he  feared  that  it  had  not  been  sufficiently 
effective,  or  that  Kathleen  would  exhibit  more 
distress.  He,  therefore,  went  further  in  en- 
deavouring to  depreciate  Rory  O'More  in 
everything  he  could  say  and  do,  not  only  at 
home,  but  abroad. 

There  are  some  natures  so  essentially  vile 
that  they  can  never  forgive  another^s  success. 
Such  was  Regan's.     But  to  this  habitual  base- 
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ness  of  mind,  was  added  the  stimulus  of  dis- 
like in  Rory^s  affair;  and  that  his  sister^s 
attachment  to  him  seemed  still  to  survive  the 
threats  and  falsehoods  and  machinations  urged 
against  it,  increased  that  dislike.  But  it  was 
Rory^s  triumph  over  him  at  the  fair  that  com- 
pleted the  sum  of  his  hatred.  This,  Regan 
looked  upon  as  a  personal  disgrace,  and  the 
remembrance  of  it  sank  deep  in  his  heart ;  and 
deeper  and  deeper  it  sank  every  day,  aqd  the 
depth  of  the  remembrance  called  for  a  greater 
measure  of  revenge.  Until  this  could  be  sa- 
tisfied, he  in  the  mean  time  got  up  a  piece 
of  slander  against  Rory,  by  falsifying  all  the 
circumstances  of  the  visit  to  the  fair. 

This  he  did  with  the  most  thorough  mn- 
levolence  and  injurious  perversion  of  all  the 
fsicts.  He  spoke  amongst  his  fellows,  openly 
in  the  public-houses,  where  most  of  his  tiine 
was  spent,  in  a  spirit  of  jeering  slightingness 
of  Mary  O'More  being  "  gallivanted  round 
the  fair  by  that  omadhaun  Conolly,  — -  and 
thrated.  Misther   Rory,    too,    I   hear.     Well, 
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pecyple'^s  cbmged !  I  thought,  wanst,  that  Rory 
had  more  aperit  than  to  be  takin'  thrates  from 
another  man  on  account  of  his  sisther*8  purty 
&ce.'' 

Now,  though  he  got  hearers  who  were  base 
enough  to  listen  to  this,  he  did  not  find  one  to 
believe  him,  for  they  w&re  well  aware  of  the 
secret  and  real  cause  of  his  spleen.  But  this 
disparagement  did  not  satisfy  him  : — there  was 
another  and  a  viler  misrepresentation  of  which 
he  was  guilty.  The  business  of  the  ducks, 
which,  if  truly  told,  he  knew  would  only  raise 
a  laugh  against  him,  he  twisted  with  the  true 
serpent  spirit  that  actuated  him,  into  a  crime, 
and,  with  the  expression  of  regret  which  is  so 
often  the  outward  sign  of  the  secret  rejoicing 
of  the  bad  man's  heart,  he  declared  he  was 
sorry  that  Rory  "  let  himself  down  so  much, 
for  he  thought  he  was  above  stalirC  a  poor 
pitiful  pair  o^  ducks:  throth,  it  wasn^t  worth 
while  bein'  a  thief  for  such  a  thri/leJ*^ 

All  this  in  the  course  of  a  few  days  travelled 
to  the  next  parish,   where  Rory  lived;   for 
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even  in  sylvan  scenes  the  dryads  have  it  not 
all  to  themselves, — there  be  evii  geniuses  in 
the  country  as  well  as  the  town,  and  •*  d — d 
good-natured  friends**  are  to  be  found  every- 
where ;  ai^d  some  of  these  same  good-natured 
folk  told  JBory  what  was  said  of  him. 

The  first  bearer  of  the  disagreeable  intel- 
ligence was  Old  Solomon  the  tinker,  who 
delighted  in  having  it  in  his  power  to  say 
bitter  things  of  everybody — or  even  to  them, 
when  he  could  do  it  by  innuendo,  which  was 
a  favourite  weapon  of  his,  and  one  he  used 
like  a  master. 

It  happened,  during  the  day  Rory  and  De 
Lacy  went  to  "  the  churches,'*  that  Old  So- 
lomon paid  the  Widow  O'More  a  visit.  Iii 
doing  this  he  had  two  objects :  in  the  first 
place,  he  enacted  guide  to  De  Wdskein,  who 
wanted  to  see  De  Lacy ;  and  in  the  next,  he 
was  sure  of  "  entertainment,'*  as  the  signboards 
have  it,  for  himself  and  his  ass. 

Now  Sol.  was  kindly  received  at  the  cottage 
of  the  widow,  and  had  some  fresh  buttermilk 
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and  good  potatoes  given  him,  with  a  seat  in 
the  chimney  corner  into  the  bargain,  where  he 
roasted  his  shins,  and  smoked  his  pipe,  atid 
said  sour  things  of  half  the  country, — imd, 
in  short,  made  himself  perfectly  happy.  But 
after  spending  a  couple  of  hours  thus,  be  be- 
gan to  exhibit  symptoms  of  impatience  at  Rory^s 
absence ;  for  he  wanted  to  proceed  further,  and 
yet  did  not  like  to  go  without  giving  to  Rory 
the  pleasant  intimation  that  he  was  gaining  the 
reputation  of  being  a  very  ingenious  purloiner 
of  other  people's  property  : — waiting  to  wound 
the  man,  the  hospitable  shelter  of  whose  roof 
he  had  enjoyed,  not  only  then,  but  at  all 
times.  And  this,  he  must  have  been  con- 
scious, arose  from  pure  good-heartedness;  for 
his  habitual  influence  through  the  motive  of 
fear  did  not  exist  there  as  in  other  places,  Rory 
being  too  sharp  a  fellow  to  let  Solomon  exer- 
cise such  a  power  over  him  :  and  it  was  partly 
this  fact  that  made  the  old  scoundrel  the  more 
anxious  to  gall,  at  least,  where  he  could  not 
govern. 
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'  De  Welskein  waited  patiently  enough  the 
return  of  De  Lacy,  as  he  consoled  himself  with 
making  compliments  to  Mary  O^More^  and 
do^g  the  agreeable,  as  Frenchmen  generally 
dp;-,  but  Solomon  from  time  to  time  went  from 
tb^  fireplace  to  the  door  to  look  out  for  Rory, 
wbom^  at  last,  he  saw  approaching. 

When  Rory  entered  the  cottage,  he  welcom- 
ed Die  Welskein,  who  seemed  rather  constrained 
in  his  manner  towards  him,  and  asked  for  De 
Lacy;  Rory  informed  him  he  would  soon  re- 
turn, •<^— that  he  left  him  and  Phelim  behind 
ki  the  churchyard,  looking  over  some  old 
tombstones,  but  that  they  would-not  be  long 
absent 

«*  And  how  are  you,  Sol.  ?"  said  Ror^. 

**  Oh,  as  well  as  any  one  wishes  me,^^  replied 
Solomon  bitterly. 

"  What  are  you  in  sitch  a  hurry  for  ?"  asked 
Rory ;  "  sure  you  're  not  goin'  yet  ?"  This  was 
said  in  pure  hospitality,  for  Rory  did  not  like 
the  old  cynic. 

"  Yis,  yis, — ^you  Ve  had  enough  of  me.'' 

VOL.  u.  H 
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**  Well,''  said  Rory,  "  plaze  yourself  and 
you'll  live  the  longer.'' 

"  Throth,  thin,  the  more  one  lives,  the  more 
one  wondhers,"  said  Solomon.  "  Rory  avic," 
added  he,  **  will  you  go  and  get  rae  the  ass  ?" 

**  To  be  sure,"  said  Rory,  who  went  to  the 
outhouse,  where  the  ass  had  been  enjoying  a 
good  feed,  as  well  as  his  master.     Reloading 
him  with  his  panniers,  containing  Solomon's 
**  Nippers,  twisters,  sand,  and  resin,'^ 

as  well  as  the  three  ancient  pots  and  pans, 
Rory  led  the  animal  forth  to  where  Solomon 
stood  awaiting  his  approach,  before,  the  door 
of  the  cottage;  and  when  Rory  halted  the 
beast  before  him,  the  old  tinker  began  very 
carefully  to  examine  every  particular  of  his 
ass's  furniture  and  appendages,  not  forgetting 
the  three  old  rusty  kettles  that  dangled  from 
the  straddle. 

Rory  enquired  if  anything  was  wrong  ? 

"  Oh,  it 's  no  harm  to  see  if  all 's  right,"  said 
Solomon. 

"Why,  wouldn't  it  be  right  ?"  said  Rory. 
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'*  Haven  ^t  I  put  on  this  sthraddk  and  panniers, 
and  kittles,  often  enough  before  ?^^ 

"Oh  yig, — but  I  was  only  seein' — one,  two, 
thiiee,— I  was  only  seein^  if  all  was  safe ;  one 
can't  be  too  sure  these  times; — one,  two,  threef 
and  he  very  carefully  repeated  his  scrutiny  of 
the  three  old  kettles  as  he  leisurely  pronounced 
**  one,  two,  three." 

Rory^s  attention  was  aroused  by  this  repeti- 
tion of  the  words  which  were  the  signal  to  the 
smuggler ;  and  femcying  for  a  moment  that  So- 
lomon might  have  discovered  his  agency  in  the 
affair,  he  became  very  uneasy,  and  said, 

**  What  do  you  mane  by  reckoning  over  one, 
two,  three,  so  often  ?" 

**  Oh,  these  is  quare  times,^'  said  Solomon. 

This  increased  Rory^s  uneasiness.  *^  How  do 
you  mane  ?^  said  he. 

**And  a  quare  world,  so  it  is, — one,  two, 
three." 

"  What  the  dickins  are  you  at,  with  your 
*  one,  two,  three'  ?"  said  Rory,  whose  anxiety 
increased. 

H  2 
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*'  Only  jist  seein'*  that  my  property 's  safe,'' 
said  Solomon,  giving  a  look  at  Rory,  which 
our  hero  could  not  understand,  for,  his  mind 
still  reverting  to  the  signals,  could  not  reach 
the  meaning  which  Solomon  wished  to  convey, 
and  he  was  yet  unsatisfied  what  Solomon'^s 
reckoning  the  kettles  meant.  However,  as  the 
tinker  went  through  that  process  again,  and 
still  repeated  "one,  two,  three,''  Rory  said  im- 
patiently, 

"  Tare  an'  ouns !  is  it  thim  owld  kittles 
you  're  reckonin*  agin  ?" 

"Jist  countin'  them,  —  is  there  any  harm  in 
that?"  said  the  tinker:  "it's  betther  be  sure 
than  sorry." 

"  Countin'  thim !"  said  Rory,  looking  at  him 
with  all  his  eyes.  "  Why,  sure  you  never  had 
more  nor  three  owld  rusty  kittles  in  your  life; 
and  they're  so  well  known  over  the  counthry, 
that  no  one  would  think  to  make  their  own  of 
thim,  supposin'  they  wor  worth  stalin'." 

"  Oh,  some  people  has  quare  tastes  for  what 

belongs  to  other  people,"  said  Solomon  signifi- 
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cantly, — "  one,  two,  three, — and  a  kittle  might 
tickle  some  people^s  fancy.'' 

"  The  divil  tickle  you  and  your  fancy  !'^  said 
Rory,  waxing  angry.  ** Why,  barrin''  one  wanted 
to  hunt  a  mad  dog  with  it,  bad  luck  to  the  use 
any  one  would  have  with  your  owld  kittles  !'** 

*^  Maybe  so,^  said  Solomon  with  great  com- 
posure ;  *'  but  you  see,*^  he  added,  "  some  peo- 
ple is  so  handy  at  staling  a  pair  o'  ducks,  that 
no  one  knows  but  my  poor  kittles  might  go 
asthray  :^  and  he  cast  a  most  provoking  glance 
at  Rory. 

As  quick  as  lightning,  the  truth  flashed  upon 
CMore^s  mind,  that  the  frolic  at  the  fair  had 
been  misrepresented ;  and  though  glad  to  find 
his  fears  regarding  the  discovery  of  the  sig- 
nals were  unfounded,  yet,  with  flushed  cheek 
and  dilated  eye,  he  said  in  a  tone  in  which 
wounded  pride  more  than  anger  was  predomi- 
nant, "  What  do  you  mane  ?^' 

<'  Oh,  laste  said  is  soonest  mended,"  said  the 
tinker; — **one,  two,  three; — I  see  they're  all 
safe.    Good  evenin**  to  you,  Rory." 
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"  Stop !"  said  Rory,  oonf ranting  him ;  *«  ex- 
plain to  me  your  dark  meaning,  and  don't  lave 
an  affi-ont  at  the  door  you  were  always  welkim 
at?** 

^'  How  have  I  affronted  you  ?**  said  Solomon, 
whose  frigid  ooobiess  of  age  was  in  startUng 
relief  to  the  excited  fervour  of  the  young  man 
who  stood  before  him. 

"You  made  a  dark  hint  jist  now,"  said 
Rory. 

"  Make  light  of  it,  Rory,  ma  boudial^  said 
the  tinker,  taking  the  halter  of  his  ass  in  token 
of  departure. 

"  You  shan't  go  that  way,**  said  Rory,  begin- 
ning to  lose  his  temper ;  and  he  laid  his  band 
on  the  old  man^s  shoulder  in  the  action  of  de^ 
tention,  but  at  the  same  time  with  a  proper 
d^ree  of  deference  to  his  age. 

^^  And  is  it  stoppin'  a  man  on  the  road  you 
are  now  ?^  said  the  tinker  with  a  low,  spiteful 
chuckle :  "  throth,  you  're  improvin'  fast !"  and 
he  attempted  to  pass  Rory,  who  now,  losing  all 
control  of  himself,  said. 
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M  Bad  luck  to  you,  you  cruked,  spiteful,  saw- 
dhering  owld  thief  1  how  dar  you  say  the  like  to 
aa  honest  man's  son! — Stop  on  the  road,  indeed  I 
-—stale  ducks !  Is  it  Regan  that  has  the  black 
heart  to  say  I  stole  his  ducks  ?" 

^  Oh,  you  know  it,  thin  !*^  said  old  Solomon, 
becoming  provoked  in  turn. 

"  Know  it  !**  said  Rory,  seeing  his  drift ;  "it's 
well  for  you  you're  past  bating,  you  owld 
cracked  bottle  o'  vinegar  that  you  are !  or  I  'd 
thrash  you  within  an  inch  o'  your  life.  Away 
wid  you,  you  owld  sarpent  l^  and  he  flung  him 
from  him. 

The  old  tinker  staggered  back,  and  made  a 
great  clatter  as  he  reeled  against  his  old  kettles ; 
but,  recovering  himself,  he  led  away  his  ass, 
saying  to  Rory  however  before  he  went,  "  I 
hear  they  wor  uncommon  fine  ducks !" 

Rory  was  startled  by  this  last  expression, 
— the  second  part  of  the  signal  given  to  De 
Wdskein. — Was  it  chance?  or  did  the  old 
tinker  mix  up  the  slander  of  Regan,  and  im- 
ply his  knowledge  of  Rory's  mission,  in  the 
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same  breath,  to  puzzle  him  ?  While  he  was 
standing  in  this  state  of  perplexity  and  vexa- 
tion, De  Lacy  came  up  to  him  unperceived, — 
for  Rory  was  looking  after  the  tinker,  whose 
last  words  De  Lacy  had  heard,  and  was  at- 
tracted by,  and  accosting  Rory,  who  was  taken 
by  surprise,  said, 

^  Does  that  old  rascal  know  anything  about 
our  affairs  f^ 

"'Faith,  I  dunna  if  he  does,**  said  Rory 
with  an  air  of  abstraction  that  struck  De  Lacy 
as  peculiar. 

"Is  it  not  strange,  that  he  should  use  the 
words  of  our  private  signal  ?*^ 

"  Faix,  an^  it  is,  and  it  bothered  myself  at 
first,*^  said  Rory,  "when  he  said  it ;  but  I  think, 
afther  all,  he  knows  nothing  about  it,  and  that 

* 

he  only  spoke  it  by  chance,  and  meant  some- 
thing else  intirely." 

"  What  else  could  he  allude  to  ?"  said  De 
Lacy. 

"  1 11  tell  you  about  it,  sir,  another  time,** 
answered  Rory ;   "  for  it  ^s  a  long  story,  and 
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you  ^d  bettber  not  wait  for  it  now,  as  Mr.  De- 
vilskin  is  in  the  house  waitin'  for  you.*" 

"  De  Welskein  !"  said  De  Lacy,  who  entered 
the  cottage  as  he  uttered  the  name. 

*^  Bon  jauVf  citoyen  capitaineC*  was  the  ad- 
dress of  the  smuggler  to  De  Lacy  who  welcom- 
ed him  in  return ;  the  smuggler  continuing  to 
address  him  in  French,  desired  a  private  inter- 
view; De  Lacy  pointed  to  his  bed-room,  and  the 
Frenchman  entered  the  apartment.  De  Lacy 
followed,  and  as  soon  as  they  were  within  the 
room,  De  Welskein  pointed  to  the  lock. 

"  There  is  no  necessity,"  said  De  Lacy.  ' 

"  Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,'*  said  De  Wel- 
skein, with  a  very  significant  shake  of  the  head, 
and  one  of  the  keen  and  cunning  glances  of  his 
dark  eye. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  said  De  Lacy. 

The  Frenchman  laid  his  finger  on  his  lip, 
to  impress  the  necessity  of  silence ;  and  though 
still  speaking  his  own  language,  which  was  suffi- 
cient guarantee  for  secrecy  in  an  Irish  cabin, 
yet  the  importance  of  what  he  had  to  commu- 

h5 
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nicate  was  so  great,  that  he  phiced  his  mouth 
close  to  De  Lacy^s  ear,  and  said,  in  the  most 
cautious  tone,  ^'  There  is  a  traitor  !^ 

"  A  traitor  !"  echoed  De  Lacy. 

The  Frenchman  nodded  assent,  and  added, 
"  We  are  betrayed." 

De  Lacy  thought  of  the  words  he  heard  So- 
lomon utter,  and  said  quickly,  '^  That  rascally 
old  tinker  r 

^^Vieux  chaudronnitr  de  campagne?  ^^No, 


now 


"  Who  then?"  asked  De  Lacy. 
De  Welskein  subdued  his  voice  to  the  lowest 
whisper  and  said,  "  Rory  O'More !" 
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CHAPTEB  XXII. 

A   TRIAL    OF   TEMPER,   AND    A   TRIAL    BY    BATTLE. 

When  De  Lacy  entered  the  house,  he  left 
Rory  standing  without,  looking  after  the  spite- 
fill  old  tinker,  with  his  teeth  set  and  his  hand 
clenched  ;  and  could  he  at  the  moment  have 
encountered  Regan,  and  had  his  blow  been 
gifted  with  death,  he  would  have  struck  him  — 
so  fearfully  are  generous  natures  excited  on 
the  sudden  by  insult ;  for,  that  the  malicious 
story  emanated  from  Regan,  he  had  no  doubt. 

But  a  few  minutes  calmed  the  fierceness  of 
his  passion,  though  he  changed  not  his  belief  as 
to  the  promulgator  of  the  scandal ;  and  when 
he  reflected  that  it  was  the  brother  of  the  girl 
he  loved,  who  was  the  oflender,  it  perplexed 
him    how    to    act    under    the    circumstances. 
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Should  he  tamely  submit  to  such  an  insinua- 
tion against  his  character  ?  Against  this  hin 
nature  rebelled ;  yet  to  make  a  wider  breach 
with  Regan,  was  what  he  could  wish  to  escape, 
for  Kathleen's  sake.  To  balance  these  consi- 
derations quietly  in  his  own  mind,  he  walk- 
ed down  to  the  river,  where,  undisturbed,  he 
might  take  a  ruminating  ramble. 

In  the  mean  while,  DeWelskein  was  doeeted 
with  De  Lacy,  who,  when  he  heard  the  charge 
against  Rory,  connected  with  the  singularity  of 
the  words  he  had  overheard  the  tinker  utter, 
and  Rory's  seeming  confusion  at  the  time,  was 
shaken  for  a  moment  by  the  suddenness  and  dis- 
tinctness of  the  accusation  against  him ;  but  as 
soon  as  he  had  time  to  recover  from  the  sur- 
prise, his  better  judgment  acquitted  Rory  of 
the  guilt  with  which  he  was  charged. 

He  told  De  Welskein  it  was  impossible ;  that 
be  knew  Rory  well,  that  he  was  of  a  chival- 
rous nature  above  the  taint  of  so  foul  a  thing 
as  treachery,  and  he  would  stake  his  life  on 
his  fidelity. 
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^  You've  done  that  already,^  said  De  Wel- 
skein. 

^*  And  would  do  it  again,"  replied  De  Lacy. 

**  You   don't   know  these  Irish,*   said  the 
smuggler. 

*•  Better  than  you  do,"  answered  De  Lacy 
warmly. 

"  They  are  full  of  finesse,"  said  the  other. 

^*  They  are  driven  to  it  by  ages  of  misrule 
and  oppression,*  said  De  Lacy  :    ^^  it  is  their 
only  protection  against  the  heartless  persecu^^ 
tions  they  are  open  to  on  every  side ;  and  if  the 
strong,  by  their  tyranny,  force  the  weak  into 
the  last  retreat  left  open  to  them,  on  them  be 
the  guilt  of  the  habits  they  have  engendered^ 
Blind  as  they  are  cruel,  their  rulers,  while  they 
have  made  them  crafty,  will  not  see  the  noble 
traits  that  are  still  left  them  —  generosity,  cou- 
rage, devotion  to  those  whom  they  can  respect 
and  trust,  and  a  high  sense  of  honour,  which 
even  yet  survives  all   that  has  been  done  to 
crush  it  in  their  natures,  and  resists  even  the 
contrary  example  in  their  oppressors." 
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Thus  spoke  De  Lacy,  who  could  not  contain 
bis  indignation  when  such  a  fellow  as  De  Wd- 
skein,  whose  nature  was  only  sensitive  to  'the 
faults  with  which  he  could  sympathise,  dared 
to  undervalue  a  people  whose  finer  traits  were 
above  his  comprehension. 

*^  Believe  me,  they  are  cunning  as  foxes,** 
said  De  Welskein. 

*'  I  know  they  are,"  replied  De  Lacy,  "  and 
they  have  every  need  of  their  cunmng,  as  the 
fox  has  amongst  his  huntars.  But  say  no  more 
against  the  Irish  —  you  forget  that  I  am  an 
Irishman  myself.^ 

^^  But  monsieur  has  had  the  advantage  oC  a 
French  education,""  said  the  smuggler,  smirk- 
ing. 

"  So  much  the  worse  for  me,""  De  Lacy  was 
going  to  say  ;  but,  checking  himself  when  he  re- 
membered the  nature  of  the  rascal  to  whom  he 
spoke,  he  contented  himself  by  saying,  ^*  Don't 
flatter  yourself  I'm  the  better  of  that.  In 
short,'"  added  he,  "  you  speak  in  vain  to  me  if 
you  seek  to  disparage  the  Irish  as  a  nation  ; 
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but  in  the  particular  case  of  Rory  0'M(»re,  I 
woidd  sooner  depend  on  his  faith  and  honour 
thanr^many  a  king  I  could  name." 

•*  A  king  !**  said  De  Welskein  in  a  tone  of 
contempt :  "  I  believe  so  indeed !" 

"  Or  the  French  Directory  either,^  added  De 
Lacy. 

Sacri  !  "  exclaimed  the  smuggler. 
Say  no  more,  De  Welskein :  it  is  as  impos- 
sible that  Rory  O'^More  could  be  a  traitor,  as 
that  Hoche  could  be  a  coward.^ 

De  Welskein  seized  on  the  name  of  Hoche, 
and.  repeating  it,  said,  with  his  eyes  fixed  info 
De  Lacy,— 

^'  Apropos  of  General  Hoche  :  I  sent  you  a 
letter  from  him  —  did  you  get  it  ? 

"  No,^  said  De  Lacy  calmly. 

The  manifest  composure  of  De  Lacy^s  man- 
ner under  the  circumstances  of  such  a  piece  of 
intelligence  being  communicated,  puzzled  the 
Frenchman,  who,  after  a  moment^s  pause, 
however,  continued,  "You  did  not  get  that 
letter  ?" 
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De  Lacy  repeated  his  negative. 

**  Then,^  said  De  Welskein,  assuming  a 
triumphant  manner,  ^^  I  sent  you  such  a  letter 
by  that  immaculate  friend  of  yours  (votre  ami 
sans  tache),'^ 

"  I  know  you  did,^  said  De  Lacy. 

This  utterly  confounded  the  Frenchman, 
who,  after  a  short  pause,  said,  **  And  why 
have  you  not  seen  it  ?^ 

"  Because  O'More  destroyed  it.*' 

"  Ha,  ha !''  said  the  Frenchman  exulting- 
ly  :  "  he  tells  you  so ;  —  are  you  sure  .  o/' 
that  ?'' 

'*  Quite  sure,''  said  De  Lacy. 

**  Do  you  know  that  he  gave  private  infor- 
mation to  the  colonel  of  the  town,  to  save 
himself  from  bemg  flogged  ?'' 

«  I  do." 

De  Welskein  seemed  quite  crest-fallen 
that  all  his  intelligence,  which  he  expected  to 
swamp  De  Lacy,  seemed  to  run  off  him  as 
freely  as  water  from  a  duck's  feathers. 

It  was  now  the  smuggWs  turn  to  wonder ; 
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and  in  reply  to  his  numerous  questions,  De 
Lacy  informed  him  of  all  the  circumstances 
necessary  to  the  explanation  of  Rory's  closet- 
scene  with  the  colonel. 

"  But,"  said  the  Frenchman,  with  the  hope 
of  having  one  startling  fact  to  advance  of 
which  he  fancied  De  Lacy  was  ignorant,  **  do 
you  know  that  the  colonel  gave  him  a  pass  ?^ 

**  Yes,^  said  De  Lacy. 

This  last  monosyllable  ^^  annihilated**  the 
Frenchman,  as  he  would  have  said  himself;  or, 
as  Rory  0*More  would  have  exemplified  it, 
**  he  hadn't  a  word  to  throw  to  a  dog.'' 

Now  it  is  necessary  to  explain  how  all  this 
suspicion  of  Rory's  conduct  arose ;  and,  to  do 
everybody  justice,  or,  as  some  polite  people 
say,  "  to  give  the  d — 1  his  due,"  De  Welskein 
was  not  to  blame  in  the  matter. 

Let  it  be  remembered,  that  when  Rory  was 
brought  up  for  examination  before  the  colonel, 
there  was  another  prisoner  present,  who  was 
one  of  the  visitors  to  De  Welskein^s  cellar, 
and  that  mutual  recognition  had  taken  place 


162  RORT  o'more. 

between  him  and  our  hero,  in  the  guard- 
house. 

This  man  was  aware  also  of  what  occurred 
at  Ror^'s  examination ; — of  the  threat  of  flog- 
ging,—  of  the  room  being  cleared  when  Bory 
said  he  had  something  to  communicate  to  the 
colonel  in  private,  —  of  the  fact  of  Rory  being 
pronounced  free  as  soon  as  the  room  was  re- 
opened —  and  not  only  freCy  but  favoured  with 
a  pass —  enough  to  damn  his  fair  fame  with  all 
the  rebels  in  Ireland. 

All  this  had  been  communicated  to  De  Wd- 
skein  through  the  friends  of  this  feUow,  Betty^s 
husband,  who  was  a  very  knowing  hand  in 
assisting  De  Welskein's  smuggling  schemes, 
and  was  a  United  man  to  boot ;  and  from  cer- 
tain circumstances  coming  within  the  know- 
ledge of  Scrubbs,  he  was  detained  in  prison 
to  be  prosecuted  for  his  smuggling  offences 
by  the  Collector.  Now,  I  believe  all  fellows 
who  get  into  gaol  while  others  are  at  large 
who  have  as  good  a  right  as  themselves,  (in 
their  opinion,)   to  be  there  too,  entertain  a 
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grudge  agsinst  the  parties  luckier  than  they ; 
but  if  they  suspect  any  foul  play  has  been  used 
to  keep  the  aforesaid  uncaged  parties  out  of 
Hinbo,  they  take  good  care  the  fact  shall  be 
transmitted  from  the  gaol  ^^  to  those  whom  it 
may  concern.^  Now,  circumstances,  in  their 
outward  form,  bore  strongly  against  Rory ; 
and  neither  the  prisoner  nor  De  Welskein  could 
be  blamed  for  looking  with  a  suspicious  eye 
upon  the  unexplained  liberation  of  our  hero. 

However,  De  Welskein  was  made  quite  easy 
by  the  explanation  of  De  Lacy,  who  charged 
him  particularly  to  remove  from  the  minds  of 
all  those  who  were  impressed  with  the  heUef  of 
Rory^s  treachery  every  trace  of  doubt  as  to  his 
fidelity. 

This  being  done,  De  Welskein  left  the  cot- 
tage before  Rory's  return,  which  did  not  take 
place  until  late,  —  for  Rory  was  so  undecided, 
after  all  his  deliberation,  how  he  should  act 
with  respect  to  Regan,  that  it  was  only  the 
deepening  shades  of  evening  which  warned  him 
homewards. 
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On  his  return,  he  heard  he  had  beeD  in- 
quired for  by  the  scholar,  so  he  tapped  at  his 
apartment,  and  announced  his  presence  to  De 
Lacy,  who,  invited  him  to  enter,  and  bidding 
him  close  the  door,  communicated  all  that  had 
occurred  between  him  and  De  Welskein. 

Rory  was  indignant  that  any  one  should  sup- 
pose him  so  base  as  to  be  guilty  of  the  crime  of 
treachery ;  and  even  when  De  Lacy  pointed  out 
to  him  the  strong  circumstantial  evidence  against 
him,  Rory  only  exclaimed,  **  To  the  divil  with 
their  evidence  !  I  never  knew  evidence  of  any 
good,  but  to  ruin  a  man's  char&cther."  And 
indeed  Rory''s  opinion  of  evidence  is  but  too 
often  borne  out  by  fact. 

"  But,'*  said  he,  "  that  they  should  think 
me  guilty  of  sitch  a  dirty  turn !  me  —  the  rale 
blood  o'  the  O'Mores !  Bad  luck  to  thim,  the 
slandherers !  Oh,  I  only  wish  I  had  thim  to 
bate  the  lives  out  o*  thim  !  Throth,  I  'd  fight 
the  whole  county  on  sitch  a  charge,  ^  one  down 
and  another  come  on.'  ^' 

De  Lacy  endeavoured  to  calm  him,  but  it 
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was  with  much  difficulty  he  at  last  succeeded. 
Then  Rory,  in  answer  to  De  Lacy's  questions 
about  SoIomon''s  allusion  to  the  ^^  uncommon 
^ne  ducks,^  told  him  the  circumstances  of  the 
frolic  at  the  fair,  which  he  and  Mary,  for 
prudential  motives,  had  previously  agreed  to 
say  nothing  about ;  and  further,  communicated 
Regan^s  baseness  in  saying  that  he  had  stolen 
the  ducks: — "And  I  wouldn't  wondher,"  said 
Bory,  "  if  the  black-hearted  villian  was  at  the 
bottom  o*  this  too.*^ 

De  Lacy  assured  him  Regan^s  name  had 
never  been  mentioned  in  the  business;  but 
Rory  declared,  that  as  he  found  people  were 
goin'  about  to  "  take  away  his  char&cther,  he 
would  not  let  it  pass  with  Regan  what  he  had 
said;  for  how  could  he  know  the  beginnin^ 
or  ^nd  of  sitch  things  ?  and  so  the  safest  way 
was  to  make  Regan  ate  his  words  first'' 

To  do  Rory  justice,  his  walk  by  the  river 
bad  tended  to  cool  his  anger  a  good  deal,  and 
he  was  rather  inclined  to  trust  to  the  public  for 
^proper  estimation  of  his  character,  and  to 
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leave  the  slander  of  Regan  unnoticed,  when 
the  fresh  information  he  received  from  De  Lacy 
added  fuel  to  the  fire  which  had  been  reduced 
to  embers,  and  all  Rory^s  indignation  blazed  up 
afresh,  and  confirmed  him  in  the  determination 
to  ascertain  if  Regan  had  been  traducing  him, 
— and  if  he  had,  to  shame  him,  by  confronting 
him  openly  and  giving  a  public  contradiction 
to  the  private  slander  with  which  he  had  sought 
to  blast  him. 

Rory's   unsatisfied   cravings   to  be  justified 
sent  him  to  bed  in  a  fever.     He  was  tortured 
by  a  night  of  dreaming,  in  which  Fancy  played 
the  tormentor.     Alternately  the  grin  of  old  So- 
lomon, or  the  penetrating  eye  of  De  Welskdn, 
confronted  him ;  and  guard-rooms  and  cellars, 
empty  streets,  crowded  fairs,  old  rusty  kettles, 
and  roasting  ducks,  were  huddled  together  in 
strange  confusion.    The  ducks  were  the  favour- 
ites of  his  dream :  he  was  haunted  by  a  pair 
all  night; — twirl  they  went  before  him,  till  he 
twirled  and  twisted  in  his  sleep  as  if  he  were 
ft>asting  too ;  and  his  mind,  with  the  ingenious 
art  of  tormenting  which    dreaming    bestows 
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upoQ  it,  easily  coaverted  dangling  ducks  into 
hanging  criminals,  who,  by  a  sudden  transition 
were  condensed  into  one,  and  that  one,  became 
indentified  with  himself,  whom  he  imagined 
condemned  to  be  hanged  for  robbery,  and 
brought  out  to  execution,  with  all  the  eyes  of 
his  friends  and  acquaintances  staring  upon  him, 
until  the  overwhelming  sense  of  degradation 
and  shame  awoke  him.  In  vain  he  strove  to 
sleep;  night  brought  no  rest  to  poor  Rory,  and 
the  dawn  saw  him  an  early  and  unrefreshed 
riser. 

Immediately  after  quitting  his  bed,  he 
started  on  his  tour  of  discovery,  and  finding 
his  suspicion  as  to  the  author  of  the  calumny 
against  him  not  unfounded,  at  once  determin- 
ed on  the  course  he  should  pursue. — Waiting 
until  the  following  Sunday,  he  proceeded  to  the 
chapel  at  the  side  of  the  country  where  Regan 
resided,  which  he  knew  to  be  the  most  likely 
place  to  meet  him,  and  certainly  the  most  pub- 
lic. For  Regan,  though  a  disorderly  person, 
attended  mass  with  punctuality :  indeed,  so 
strict  is  the  observance  of  attendance  at  public 
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worship  on  the  part  of  the  Irish  peasantry, 
that  the  man  must  be  very  far  gone  in  crime 
who  disregards  it.  There  was  an  additional 
reason  too  for  Rory  selecting  the  day  and  the 
place  for  his  purpose :  after  the  celebration  of 
the  mass,  the  congregation  do  not  immediately 
disperse,  but  assemble  round  the  building  out- 
side, forming  a  sort  of  social  "  'change,**  where 
those  who  have  not  seen  each  other  for  the 
by-gone  week  barter  civilities,  and  the  cuirent 
gossip  of  the  day  is  passed  about. 

To  the  chapel,  therefore,  Rory  repaired  on 
the  Sunday  after  his  meeting  with  the  tinker, 
in  company  with  three  or  four  companions, 
whom  he  wished  to  be  witnesses  of  his  reproval 
of  Regan  for  his  unhandsome  conduct,  towajrds 
him ;  and  when  the  mass  was  ended,  he  and  bis 

• 

friends  sought  about  in  the  crowd,  as  they 
stood  in  detached  groups  over  the  road  about 
the  chapel,  and  at  length  he  perceived  Regan 
talking  and  laughing,  the  loudest  of  a  noisy 
cluster  of  rollicking  young  fellows,  who  were 
cracking  jokes  on  the  old  men,  and  saying  half- 
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compUmentary,  half-impudent  things  to  the 
yoang  women  who  passed  by  them. 

Rory  walked  directly  up  to  Regan ;  and  there 
was  so  dose  a  sympathy  between  Regan*s 
conscience  and  Rory's  look,  that  the  former 
chang^  colour  as  the  latter  made  a  dead  stand 
before  him,  and  looked  him  straight  in  the 
face  with  the  bright  and  open  eye  that  bears 
evidence  of  an  honest  heart.  There  was  a  mo- 
ment's silence ;  after  which,  Rory  was  the  first 
to  speak. 

**  Regan,"  said  he,  "  you  have  not  used  me 
well — and  you  know  it.** 

**  I  know  little  of  anything  consarning  you, 
and  1  wish  to  know  less,"  replied  Regan,  as 
he  turned  on  his  heel,  and  was  going  away; 
but  tlory  laid  his  hand  upon  him,  and  said, 
firmly, 

*'  Regan,  that  won't  do !  You  've  said  things 
of  me  behind  backs,  that  I  come  to  contradict 
before  faces ;  and  them  that  knows  both  of  us  is 
here  to  the  fore,  to  judge  between  us.*" 

"  What  are  you  talkin'  about,  man  ?"•"  said 

VOL.   II.  I 
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Began  with  a  swaggering  air  that  but  ill  con- 
cealed his  uneasiness. 

^^  You  know  well  what  I  'm  talkin^  about,'' 
answered  Rory ;  ''  and  so  does  them  that  hears 
me.  Was  it  good,  R^;an,  to  put  an  ugly  turn 
on  an  innocent  thrick  at  a  £air,  and  say  I  stole 
your  ducks  ? — I — your  owld  playmate,  and  the 
son  of  dacent  people,  and  that  never  disgraced 
them,  nor  never  will,  plaze  God !'' 

'^  And  didn't  you  take  them  ?"  said  B^an 
with  savage  effrontery. 

"  Ay,  take^  said  Bory :  "  but,  was  take  the 
word  you  used  behind  my  back  ?" 

^^  I  'ra  not  to  pick  my  words  for  sitch  as  you,^ 
said  Began,  who  began  to  recover  the  faint 
twinge  of  shame  that  abashed  him  at  Bory's 
first  appearance,  and  seemed  now  determined 
to  brazen  out  the  affair. 

"  Well,  I  neither  pick,  nor  stale  eithca*,*^  said 
Rory ;  ^^  and  whoever  says  to  the  conthrairy 
hasn''t  the  thruth  in  them.  And  here  I  have 
come  this  blessed  day,  and  am  afther  hearin' 
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the  blessed  mass ;  and  it  ^s  not  at  Uiis  time,  and 
in  this  place,  I  would  lay  the  weight  of  a  lie  on 
my  sowl ;  and  yiz  are  all  here  round  me  and 
hears  me,  and  1^  them  deny  me  who  can ;  and 
X  say  to  your  face,  Regan,  that  what  you  've 
been  givin'  out  on  me  is  not  the  thruth.  I 
wouldn^t  use  a  harder  word  to  an  owld  friend, 
— though  we  're  cooler  of  late." 

"  What  do  you  mane  by  harder  words  P'  said 
Regan  with  a  menacing  air. 

"  Don't  look  so  angry,  Regan.  I  didn't  come 
h^re,  this  quiet  and  blessed  day,  to  fight ;  I  only 
kem  to  clear  myself  in  the  fSace  o'  the  world  ; — 
and  having  done  that,  I  have  no  more  to  say,— 
and  so  let  me  go  my  ways  in  pace  and  quiet- 
ness." And  Rory  was  turning  away,  but 
R^an  prevented  him ;  and  now  all  his  bad  pas- 
sions gaining  the  ascendency,  he  said, 

•*  If  you  mane,  by  *  harder  words,'  to  say 
that  you  come  here  to  give  me  the  lie,  it 's  what 
I  won't  let  you  or  any  man  do,  and  if  that 's 
your  plan,  I  can  tell  you  I  '11  thrust  your 
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impudent  words  down  your  throat  with  my 
fist  I'**  and  he  clenched  his  hand  fiercely  in 
Rory's  face. 

^^  Regan/^  said  Rory,  commanding  himself, 
"  I  towld  you  I  didn't  come  here  to  fight, 
but  to  clear  myself.  Them  that  knows  us 
both  hears  me  clear  myself,  and  that  ^s  enough 
for  me.*" 

"  'Faith,  you  're  like  your  sisther^  my  buck  !^ 
said  Regan  :  ^^  both  o^  yiz  will  go  jist  half-ways 
with  a  man." 

*'  Regan !"  exclaimed  Rory  with  an  honest 
vehemence  that  forced  him  to  hear  him  till  he 
finished  his  sentence^  ^^  the  black  dhrop  is  in 
you,  or  you  wouldn't  say  an  ill  word  of  a  dacent 
girl  that  never  wronged  you  !  She  never  liked 
you,  Regan — and  you  know  it.  She  never  witit 
half-ways  with  you— and  you  know  it ;  and  now 
to  your  teeth  I  tell  you,  you  're  a  slandherous 
liar  and  you  know  it  r 

The  word  had  hardly  passed  Rory's  lips, 
when  a  tremendous  blow  from  Regan  was 
aimed  at  him,  which  Rory  avoided  by  nimbly 
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springing  beyond  its  reach  ;  and  Regan  left  him- 
self so  open  by  his  wild  attack,  that  our  hero  put 
in  a  hit  so  well  directed  that  his  ruffianly  foe 
was  felled  to  the  earth.     He  rose  immediately, 
however,  foaming  with  rage,  and  was  rushing 
on  Rory  with  tremendous  fury,  when  the  by- 
standers  closed  in    between    the  combatants, 
and  it  was  suggested  by  some  that  hostilities 
should  proceed  no  further ;  while  others  pro- 
posed that  if  the  men  were  bent  on  fighting,  it 
would  be  best  to  adjourn  to  some  adjacent  field 
and  strip  for  the  encounter.     Regan^s  friends 
were  for  the  latter  course ;  while  the  better-dis- 
posed endeavoured  to  dissuade  Rory  from  ex- 
changing any  more  blows.  But  Rory  was  high- 
mettled  :   he  said  they  all  could  bear  witness 
he  strove  as  far  as  he  could  to  prevent  matters 
gmng  to  such  extremities ;  but,  as  the  case  stood, 
he  'd  never  let  it  be  said  that  an  O^More  refused 
fight.      "  I'd  rather  'twas  any  day  but  Sunday, 
to  be  sure,^  said  Rory  :  ^^  but  I  heer'd  mass ;  so, 
having  done  my  duty  to  God,  I  'm  ready  to  do  my 
duty  to  man  —  and  in  throth  I  'U  do  my  best 
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to  plaze  hini)^  said  he,  throwing  off  the  upper 
part  of  his  dress,  lightly,  and  laughing.  '^  I  N^e 
the  good  cause  on  my  side^  anyhow ;  so  see  fair 
play,  boys,  and  let  him  do  his  worst.*^ 

Great  interest  was  excited  by  the  approaching 
contest.  Regan  had  the  reputation  of  a  bruiser, 
and  was  rather  inclined  to  take  adyantage  of  it 
when  he  had  to  deal  with  those  who  permitted 
such  a  practice;  and  the  report  having  gone 
abroad  that  he  had  been  worsted  by  Rory  in 
the  trifling  turn-up  at  the  fair,  gave  rise  to 
various  opinions  on  the  subject. 

Let  not  this  surprise  the  reader  —  it  was  an 
event  amongst  a  village  population:  to  those 
who  are  beyond  the  reach  of  more  exciting  ob- 
jects, the  fall  of  a  favorite  fighter  is  of  as  much 
importance  as  the  fall  of  a  minister. 

The  companions  of  Regan  protested  the  itii- 
possibility  of  Rory's  conquest  over  their  chanr 
pion,  but  for  the  chance  of  his  being  in  liquor 
at  the  time ;  and  the  friends  of  Rory^ —  thsit  is 
to  say,  the  bulk  of  the  commumty  —  looked  for- 
ward to  the  approaching  fight  with  a  degree  of 
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dread  that  there  might  be  but  too  much  truth  in 
the  assertion,  and  that  Rory  wks  about  to  lose 
his  newly-acquired  laurels,  whieh  they  had  been 
flourishing  in  the  teeth  of  Regan's  party  with 
that  sort  of  second-hand  triumph  people  always 
indulge  in  when  some  ^'  cock  of  the  walk*" 
has  been  well  fducked.  They  feaa*ed  the  mo- 
ment was  come  which  should  rob  them  of  the 
opportunity  of  saying,  **Phoo!  Regan  indeed  ! 
Arrah,  sure  Rcnry  O'More  leathered  him  !^' 

I  will  not  attempt  to  describe  a  boxing- 
match  :  it  has  been  often  better  done  than  I 
could  do  it ;  and  the  better  it  has  been  done,  the 
more  I  have  always  wished  it  had  been  left 
undone.  The  ^tiblic  have  had  etioiigh  ofeh- 
tertainment  in  that  line ;  and  I  have  sometimes 
thought  that  as  in  Cookery-books  th^y  give 
yoii  a  sort  of  diiagram  setting  forth  the  various 
good  things  constituting  a  feast,  you  may  lay 
down  a  plan,  making  a  glorious^  set-out  —  or  one 
should  rather  say,  a  set-to^  to  tickle  the  palate 
of  a  gourmand  in  the  Fancy  line.  What  a  bill  of 
fare  might  be  produced  with  a  little  rubbing 
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up  of  the  memory  !  At  a  venture,  here  goes  for 
a  catalogue  of  items. 

Breadbasket. 

Buttock. 

Gammon. 

Fowl. 

Game; — in  high  condition. 

Pepper. 

Pickle. 
So  much  might  content  sl  glutton.     Then,  if 
you  want  to  be  groggy^  there 's  a 

Bottleholder  and 

Claret. 
What  more  need  you  wish  ? — so,  make  out 
the  fight  to  please  yourself.  Of  the  result,  all 
need  be  said  is,  that  Regan  was  savage,  and 
Rory,  knowing  the  power  of  his  adversary, 
cautious.  This,  and  his  activity,  did  wonders 
for  him ;  and  after  some  furious  hitting  from 
Regan,  which  Rory  sometimes  guarded  and 
sometimes  broke  away  beyond  reach  of,  Regan 
began  to  breathe  hard,  of  which  our  hero  took 
advantage ;  the  tide  soon  turned  in  his  favour ; 


RORY   OMORE.  177 

and  doubtless,  the  conscience  of  either  of  the 
combatants  had  no  insignificant  influence  upon 
the  fight.  The  ultimate  consequence,  however, 
was,  that  Rory  again  triumphed  over  his  ma- 
lignant adversary  ;  and  a  sullen  silence  on  the 
part  of  a  disappointed  few,  with  a  hearty  shout 
from  the  exulting  many,  declared  that  Regan 
had  given  in,  and  Rory  CMore  was  the  victor. 


\5 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

CONTAINING  DE  LACt's  LETTER,— CONTRASTING  THE  CONDI- 
TIONS OF  IRELAND  AND  ENGLAND. 

'*  Look  here,  upon  this  picture — and  on  this. 


t* 


The  glorious  news  to  Britain  of  the  victory 
of  the  11th  of  October  had  now  spread  rejoicing 
over  England,  but  caused  aching  to  many  a 
heart  in  Ireland.  The  Texel  fleet  was  con- 
quered, and  its  admiral  a  prisoner  in  England. 
No  more  chance  of  aid  might  be  looked  for 
from  that  quarter,  and  for  a  short  time  the 
hopes  of  the  United  Irishmen  were  blighted. 

But  in  a  few  days,  other  news  arrived  to  tem- 
per the  severity  of  this  blow  to  their  designs, 
and  made  them  yet  more  confident  of  assistance 
from  France. 

Other  triumphs  than  Duncan^s  filled  the  ear 
of  Europe;  for  just  now  the  rapid  and  brilliant 
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succession  of  Bonaparte^s  victories  in  Italy 
mote  than  outweighed  the  naval  conquest  of 
Duncan,  and  Austria  saw,  one  after  another, 
her  experienced  generals  beaten  by  the  young 
Corsican,  and  her  veteran  atmies  overwhelmed 
by  the  liiw  levies  of  impetuous  France.  The 
18tli  of  October  witniessed  the  failure  of  the 
Bourbon  plot  in  the  assemblies  of  Paris;  the 
Gliehy  Club  was  suppressed;  Pichegru  and 
Camot  fled ;  the  republic  again  triumphed  over 
the  attempts  of  the  Royalists,  and  was  once 
more  secured  under  a  new  Directory.  Austria 
was  forced  to  sign  a  peace  dictated  by  the 
enemy,  and  France  was  more  free  than  ever  to 
pursue  her  hostility  against  England.  Then 
came  that  tremendous  assembling  of  her  victo- 
rious troops,  which  soon  after  were  gathered 
on  her  northern  shore,  under  the  denomina- 
tion of  the  "Army  of  England;''  and  then  was 
threatened  the  memorable  "  invasion^'  that  oc* 
cupied  all  the  attention  of  Great  Britain. 

This  was  the  period  of  all  others  most  favour- 
able to  the  views  of  the  Irish  republican  party ; 
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and  De  Lacy,  seizing  the  occasion,  despatched 
a  letter  to  France,  urging  immediate  aid  to  Ire- 
land, which  was  ripe  for  revolt. 

His  report  ran  as  follows : 

^^  My  last  letter  was  written  against  the  grain ; 
I  had  to  tell  of  many  unexpected  truths,  evin- 
cing England^s  security :  but  now  my  words  flow 
from  my  heart,  and  I  say,  Strike  for  Iidand, 
and  it  will  be  an  easy  victory.  Here  all  is  ripe 
for  revolution.  The  besotted  and  cruel  intoler- 
ance of  the  party  in  power,  and  the  deplorable 
wretchedness  and  long-suffering  of  the  ne^ected 
and  oppressed  people,  cannot  go  any  farther. 

^^  The  former  cannot  be  greater  tyrants,  nor 
the  latter  greater  slaves ;  the  one  party  cannot 
add  greater  weight  to  their  chain,  nor  the  other 
ever  have  greater  cause  to  wish  it  broken. 
Come,  then,  and  strike  the  manacles  from  the 
bondsmen ! 

^'  This  is  indeed  the  land  of  misery  and  mis- 
rule !  How  the  sister  island,  as  she  is  called, 
of  Great  Britain,  can  be  in  so  degraded  a  state, 
while  England  revels  in  prosperity,  is  one  of 
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those  enigmas  which  baffles  all  attempt  at  solu- 
tion. In  contrast  to  the  state  of  England,  listen 
to  a  rough  sketch  of  the  condition  of  this  love- 
ly but  wretched  country, 

"  One  striking  difference  between  the  two 
islands  is,  that  while  in  England  society  con- 
sists of  many  grades,  sinking  slightly  the  one 
beneath  the  other,  but  presenting  no  start- 
ling difference  in  the  descent ;  in  Ireland 
there  are  but  two,^— the  upper  and  the  lower. 
There  is  a  sort  of  mongrel  middle  rank,  but 
consisting  of  too  few  to  constitute  anything  like 
a  class^  in  comparison  with  the  others.  In  Eng- 
land there  are  many  degrees  between  the  peer 
and  the  peasant; — but  not  so  here:  the  ce- 
menting  portions  of  society  are  wanting;  the 
wholesome  links  that  bind  it  together  exist  not 
here; — in  short,  Ireland  may  be  comprised 
under  two  great  heads, — those  who  inflict,  and 
those  who  suffer. 

*^  In  Ireland  the  aristocracy  seem  to  live 
wholly  for  themselves :  the  poor  they  seem  to 
consider   utterly  unworthy  of  being  thought 
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of.     Look    at    the    English    tenantry,— -lived 
amongst  by  their  landlords,  and  their  comforts 
cared  for ;  while  the  poor  Irish  are  left  to  take 
what  care  they  can  of  themadves.     If  the  fever 
visit  an  English  village,  there  is  the  manor- 
house  to  apply  to,  whence  the  hand  of  affluence 
can  be  stretched  forth  to  afford  the  comforts 
which  the  hour  of  sickness  demands.     If  the 
typhus  rage  in  Ireland,  there  is  not  for  miles, 
perhaps,  the  hall  of  a  proprietor  td  look  to; 
and  where  there  is,  it  is  vacant;  grass  grows 
before  its  doors,  and  closed   shutters   say  to 
the  destitute,  ^  No  help  have  you  here.     My 
lord  spends  elsewhere  the  gold  you  have  paid 
to  his  agent,  and  his  wine-cellar  is  not  to  be  in- 
vaded by  a  pauper.**     His  claret  flows  freely 
midst  the  laugh  of  revelry,  but  may  not  retard 
the  expiring  sigh  of  some  dying  father  of  a 
helpless  offspring.     *  Drain   the  cask   dry  for 
riot !'  cries  the  bacchanal,  ^  and  let  the  call  of 
charity  be  echoed  back  by  the  empty  barrel !' 

^^  What  can  such  a  landlord  hope  for  from 
his  neglected  serf  ?    Is  it  to  be  expected  that  his 
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name  will  be  beikrd  with  Ues^ngs  and  his  per- 
9&&  looked  upon  with  attachment,  or  that  the 
wfafdesome  link  between  landlord  and  tenant 
can  exist  under  sueh  a  state  of  things?  No: 
they  are  not  beings  of  the  same  community-^ 
man  and  the  beast'  of  the  field  are  not  more 
distinct  than  these  two  classes  of  people,  and 
the  time  will  come  wfai^n  the  Irish  landlord 
shall  bitterly  lament^-  that  the  only  bond  which 
held  the  peasant  to  his  master,  was  his  chain. 

^'  Be  it  your^s  to  hasten  this  epoch,  for  all  is 
ripe  for  change,  because  any  change  must  be 
better  for  them ;— at  least,  no  change  can  make 
them  worse.  Therefore  are  they  brands  ready 
for  the  lighting. 

*^  I  told  you  of  the  comforts  of  a  village  in 
England.  What  is  such  a  thing  in  Ireland  P 
—an  irregular  jumble  of  raud-hovels,  whose 
thatch  has  been  so  long  without  repair  that  its 
decomposition  produces  vegetation ;  and  you 
may  see  ragged  cocks  and  hens  feeding  on  the 
roof;  a  pig  wallows  on  a  dunghill  before  the 
door,  (lucky  when   they  have  one !) — until  a 
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scarred  cur,  loosed  brmne  half  (or  whole)  naked 
duldrau  discurbi  him  from  his  place  of  eDJoj- 
menu  and  drives  him  for  shdter  into  the  hoose, 
whotie  mistress  protects  'the  gintleman  that 
pays  the  rint/  I  heard  the  saying  of  a  *  fool/ 
or  *  naturaL*  ms  they  call  idiots  in  this  country, 
which  amused  me  much  for  its  graphic  truth : 
his  definition  of  a  Tillage  was  admirably  given 
in  four  words, — ^Pigs,  dogs,  dunghills,  and 
blackguards  r 

'^  The  hovds  of  the  Irish  peasantry  are  not  by 
any  means  so  good  as  the  stables  of  their  mas- 
ters^ horses.  The  lord  of  the  soil  would  not  let 
his  hunter  sleep  in  the  wretched  place  he  suffers 
his  tenantry  to  dwell  in,  and  for  which  he  re- 
ceives  the  rent  that  supports  him  in  his  waste- 
fulness. Nor  does  he  seek  to  better  their  con- 
dition ;  and  if  a  murmur  of  discontent  escape 
these  ill-used  people^  they  are  branded  with  the 
foulest  names,  and  the  guilty  party  seeks,  by 
heaping  abuse  and  calumny  on  those  whom 
he  injures,  to  justify  the  conduct  which  has 
produced  the  very  state  of  things  of  which  he 
complains. 
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1  spoke  of  the  English  peasant-children  play- 
ing at  cricket,  and  remarked  that  the  peasantry 
must  be  in  a  state  of  comfort  who  can  afford 
to  buy  the  materials  of  play  for  their  offspring. 
What  is  the  Irish  game  amongst  the  children  ? 
— an  imitation  of  the  manly  exercise  of  hurling, 
which  they  call  *  commons  :*  this  is  nothing 
more  than  driving  a  stone  before  them  with  a 
crooked  stick,  which  is  cut  from  any  hedge 
that  may  afford  it.  The  English  children  took 
off  their  clothes,  to  play :  not  so  the  Irish, 
and  for  the  best  reason  in  the  world, — ^because 
they  had  no  clothes  to  take  off;  they  are  near- 
ly all  in  a  state  of  nudity,  and  even  when  not 
quite  uncovered,  their  wretched  rags  are  almost 
worse  than  nakedness. 

*'  It  is  impossible  to  conceive  human  nature 
reduced  to  so  great  a  state  of  privation  in  every 
way  as  it  is  here ;  and  even  under  all  this  pri- 
vation they  are  merry,  and  I  verily  believe 
would  be  content,  only  they  are  goaded  by  in- 
sult and  oppression  into  the  bargain*  The 
most  active  of  their  persecutors  are  the  mon- 
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grd  middle  oUss  to  whom  I  alluded  ;—S9tit- 

reem  they  are  called  by  the  people.    These 

fellows  hare  not  an  idea  beydnd  a  dog,  a  gun, 

a  horse,  and  the  pleasures  of  the  table.     Thi 

are  generally  tte  descendants  of  Cromwell^^^  '8 

or  William's  troopers,  and^  of  course,  are  th^  ^e 

fiercest  upholders  of  the  ascendency  which  giv< 

them  all  they  have.    But  they  are  not  eren 

tent  with  this:  they  must  retile  and  mali| 

the  people  whom  their  forefathers  despoilcM    <t 

They  are  the  toad-eaters  of  those  in  power,    — to 

whom  they  bow,  and  from  whom  in  rcftnrti  th^^f 

get  the  refuse  of  the  sops  of  which  the  ascent  ^- 

ant  party  have  the  dispensing. 

•*  From  this  class  are  all  the  tninor  fry  of  ^^ 
vemment  officers  selected,  and  in  theii'  hand*  ^* 
the  magistracy  throughout  the  country  vest^?^* 
The  consequence  is,  that  the  people  have  i**' 
the  shadow  of  Justice  to  sheltei^  under,  mta^" 
less  her  shield :  the  law  of  the  laftd  (so  calle^)» 
and  as  it  is  administered  by  this  partisan  nti^ 
gistracy,  is  not  the  poor  man's  friend,  but  l*^* 
foie.   So  they  are  all  ready  to  upset  such  a  stB^^ 
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of  thingB  OB  soon  Us  they  can.  Do  not  d^lay 
this  epoch ; — I  repeat  it,-«<Hitrike  now,  and  Ire- 
land shall  be  free  I 

"  There  is  everything  ready  to  aid  in  the  en*- 
terprise*  In  the  North,  the  organisation  is  ex- 
tensive, and  arms  and  ammunition  prepared ; 
and  it  is  there,  as  Tone  has  recommended,  I 
would  advise  the  descent  to  be  made. 

^*  The '  midland  counties  have  a  tolerably 
wdl-organised  union  also,  and  it  has  spread 
to  the  West.  It  is  where  I  am  at  present,  in 
the  South,  that  there  is  less  of  preparation  for 
revest;  but  the  spirit  to  be  free  is  everywhere, 
and  they  are  all  ready  to  rise  the  moment 
they  have  a  force  of  disciplined  troops  land- 
ed, to  form  a  nucleus  round  which  they  may 
gather. 

^^  Some  time  it  will  take,  of  course,  to  make 
them  good  soldiers ;  but  they  are  very  quick, 
and  in  a  cause  in  which  their  hearts  lay  would 
soon  make  available  troops.  The  great  requi- 
sites for  a  soldier  they  possess  in  a  superemi- 
nent  degree,— ^long  endurance  of  fatigue  and 
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fasting^  and  courage  not  to  be  surpassed  by 
any  nation  under  heaven. 

^'  In  short,  never  was  there  a  country  more 
ready  for  revolution,  nor  more  needing  it. 
Everything  is  antagonised,  everything  in  ex- 
tremes: it  is  waste  or  want,  raiment  or  rags, 
feasting  or  starvation.  There  is  no  middle 
to  anything.  The  very  column  of  society  is 
broken — the  capital  and  base  alone  remain :  the 
shaft  is  shattered,  and  the  two  extremes  are  in 
ruinous  separation. 

^^  If  anything  were  wanting  to  complete  this 
fearful  state  of  things,  it  is  this : — with  these 
two  parties,  religion  is  a  badge,  and  not  a  bless- 
ing ;  and  they  make  their  creeds,  which  profess 
peace,  a  war-cry." 

This  letter  De  Lacy  forwarded  to  France; 
and  about  a  fortnight  afterwards,  he  himself 
made  a  visit  to  Dublin,  to  consult  with  the 
chiefs  of  the  revolutionary  party  on  the  neces- 
sity of  having  the  organisation  in  a  state  of 
readiness  for  co-operation  with  the  force  from 
prance  which,  he  doubted  not,  his  letter  would 
hasten. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

SHOWING  HOW  A   GENTLEMAN    MIGHT   NOT  DRESS   HIMSELF 
AS  HE  PLEASED  FORTY  YEARS  AGO,  IN  IRELAND. 

^'  Sure,  there 's  some  wonder  in  this  handkerchief." 

Oth£llo. 
For  the  wearing  of  the  green, 

For  the  wearing  of  the  green, 

*Tis  a  poor  distressed  country  for  the  wearing  of  the  green ! 

National  Ballad, 

On  communicating  with  the  Central  Com- 
mittee in  Dublin,  De  Lacy  found  all  was  in 
readiness  to  co-operate  with  a  force  landing 
from  France.  But,  sanguine  as  were  their 
expectations  of  aid  from  the  republic,  their 
disappointments  had  been  so  frequent,  that, 
after  some  time  had  elapsed,  they  urged  De 
Lacy  to  present  himself  in  person  to  the  Direc- 
tory, and  urge  an  immediate  movement  in  their 
favour.  "  Impatience,*"  said  they,  "  begins  to 
manifest  itself  in  some ; — despair  in  others ;  and 
action  becomes  necessary.      How  many  oppor- 
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tunities  have   been    frustrated ! WhUe 

there  was  mutiny  to  a  fearful  extent  in  the 
English  navy,  our  friends  in  the  Texel  could 
not  give  us  aid,  and  thus  a  favourable  occasion 
was  lost ; — ^and  now,  when  the  recent  victories 
and  glorious  peace  France  has  achieved  leave 
her  free  for  action — now  is  the  time  to  cripple 
Britain !  Should  this  moment  be  allowed  to 
pass,  we  may  never  find  another.'' 

Thus  urged,  De  Lacy  determined  on  acting 
in  accordance  with  the  views  of  the  leading 
members  of  the  United  men,  and  returned  to 
the  South,  to  make  the  necessary  arrangements 
with  De  Welskein  for  his  being  conveyed  to 
France. 

During  De  Lacy's  absence^  the  circumstan- 
ces of  the  immediate  region  of  our  story  were 
ripening  into  more  serious  action.  ^*  The  plot 
was  thickening,''  as  the  romance  readers  say, 
and  Rory  was  getting  more  mid  more  into  hot 
water. 

The  affair  of  the  guard-room,  and  his  private 
interview  with  the  colonel,  had  spread  amongst 
Regan's  set;  and  however  De  Welskein  was  an- 
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swered  by  De  Lacy  upon  every  charge  he  could 
bring  against  O'More^  it  was  not  such  an  easy 
matter  to  silence  the  murmurs  of  a  parcel  of 
prejudiced  ruffians,  whose  personal  dislike  of 
our  hero  (because  he  was  not  of  their  set,  and 
had  thrashed  their  leader)  rendered  them  im- 
pervious to  every  particle  of  evidence  which 
they  did  not  choose  to  believe. 

At  this  time,  too,  they  dreaded  the  approach- 
ing trial  of  Parby  Daly,  the  man  who  had  been 
arrested  the  same  night  as  Rory.     He  was  not 
on]y  a  smuggler,  but  a  United  man ;  and  they 
feared,  in  case  of  a  conviction,  that  he  might 
<^  blab  *^  to  save  himself.    So,  to  prevent  such  a 
disagreeable  result,  and  as  the  goal  where  he 
was  confined  was  too  strong  to  admit  any  hope 
of  escape,  it  was  determined  that  the  awk- 
ward circumstances  likely  to  result  from  a  trial 
should  be  avoided,  by  putting  the  prosecutor 
and  principal  witness  out  of  the  way. 

This  was  no  less  a  person  than  ^^  The  Col- 
lector," Scrubbs ;  and  how  he  was  to  be  disposed 
of,  was  matter  of  consultation  with  De  Wel- 
skein^s  party,  who,  being  all  liable  to  implica- 
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tion  in  the  smuggling  affair^  were  equallj  4Uix- 
ious  to  get  rid  of  the  collector.  Now,  ^  Sddep- 
ing  Solomon,'*'  being  a  long-headed  old  fdlov^ 
and  interested  in  the  success  of  the  smuggliiM^ 
might  help  them  in  the  matter;  and  as  y^ejc 
was  an  appointment  made  for  the  foUovi^ 
Sunday,  when  a  certain  ^joUification'*  V4BS>.^ 
be  held,  at  which  most  of  the  ^  set "  weee  tft^hj^ 
present,  it  was  agreed  to  postpone  the  coDaidenu 
tion  of  the  collector's  fate  until  that  day,  when 
the  tinker  might  assist  in  their  councils. 

In  the  mean  time,  De  Lacy  sought  De  We)- 
skein,  who  promised  to  be  ready  to  sail  fc^  France 
within  the  ensuing  week.  De  Lacy  urged  an 
earlier  departure ;  but  as  the  smuggler  said  bis 
lugger  would  not  be  off  the  coast  until  that 
time,  his  embarkation  was  of  necessity  delayed. 

But  an  event  soon  took  place  which  might 
have  terminated  fatally  to  De  Lacy,  and  pre- 
vented any  future  voyages  he  projected.  He 
had  been  in  the  neighbouring  village^  and  was 
about  to  return,  when  a  troop  of  yeomanry  ca^ 
valry  rode  in  and  halted  half-way  up  the  street, 
opposite  to  M^arry's,  the  apothecary^  at  whose 
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at  irb<Mte  diop  the  post-office  was  established. 
The  troop  had  been  under  the  inspection  of  the 
distriet  general  that  day,  and  was  then  return- 
is^,  wben  Solomon  Slink,  Esq.  of  Slinkstown, 
csptmn  of  the  corps,  halted  his  troop,  as  already 
stsfedy  to  inquire  at  the  post-office  if  there  were 
may  letters  for  him.  The  captain  was  a  violent 
person  in  his  politics;  one  of  those  with  whom  it 
is  not  enough  to  support  their  own  opinions,  but 
to  knock  down  those  of  everybody  who  thinks 
differently  from  themselves :  and  in  those  days, 
when  on  the  side  of  authority  so  much  could  be 
done  with  impunity,  such  a  person  was  prone 
to  commit  outrage  on  very  trivial  grounds. 

It  so  happened,  that  as  he  rode  up  to 
M*Garry'8  shop,  De  Lacy  was  about  to  leave 
it,  and  was  just  upon  the  threshold  as  the 
captain  was  going  to  ask  for  his  letters;  but 
his  eye  was  attracted  by  the  green  handker- 
chief which  De  Lacy  wore,  which,  being  the 
national  colour  of  Ireland,  was  offensive  to 
the  sight  of  those  who  loved  oppression  better 
than  their  country ;  and  so  the  captain,  being 

VOL.  II.  K 
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at  the  head  of  his  corps,  thought  he  could  ex- 
ercise a  bit  of  loyal  tyranny  with  safety. 

Casting  a  ferocious  look  upon  I>e  Lacy,  he 
said  in  the  most  offensive  manner,  ^^  Why  do 
you  wear  that  green  handkerchief?^ 

De  Lacy  was  taken  by  surprise  at  the  extra- 
ordinary insolence  of  the  man,  «id  the  ultra 
intolerance  that  would  interfere  with  the  "pn^ 
vate  right  of  dressing  as  one  pleased.  Before 
he  could  answer,  the  question  was  repeated 
with  increased  offensiveness. 

"  I  believe,  sir,''  said  De  Lacy,  "  I  have 
as  good  a  right  to  wear  a  handkerchief  as 
you.'^ 

"  Not  a  green  one,"  said  the  captain. 

''  I  'm  not  aware  of  any  law  against  wearing 
green,  sir,"  said  De  Lacy* 

"  lUl  show  you  law  for  it!"  said  the  other. 
"  Take  it  off,  sir !" 

^^  I  shall  do  no  such  thing,  sir  " 

"  Won't  you  ?  Then  if  you  d(m%  by  G— d 
I  will !" 

"  That  you  may  do  if  you  like,  sir,'*  said 


koET  o'more.  195 

De  Lacy^  folding  his  arms  and  drawing  him- 
self up  to  his  full  height. 

The  captain  pressed  his  spurs  to  his  horse's 
side^  and  plunging  rudely  upon  De  Lacy,  he 
laid  his  hand  upon  the  tie  of  his  handkerchief, 
which  he  dragged  from  his  neck  and  flung 
upon  the  ground,  saying,  "  There 's  your  d — d 
rebel  green  for  you  !''*  ' 

De  Lacy  grew  as  pale  and  cold,  and  firm 
tooj  as  marble,  at  the  brutal  affront,  and  said 
to  the  yeomanry  hero,  with  a  tone  of  chilling 
mockery  in  his  voice  — 

**  Thank  you  I*— And  now,  sir,  after  your 
polite  attention  to  my  toilet,  may  I  beg  the 
favour  of  your  dismounting  and  walking  into 
the  fields  with  me?  I  see  your  holsters  are 
provided  with  pistols,  and  two  of  your  own 
gentlemen  can  arrange  our  ground/^ 

**  Arrange  your  grandmother  ]P  said  the  po- 
lished captain.  ^^  Fight  a  rebels  indeed !  I  'd 
see  you  d— d  first !" 

Then,  sir,^  said  De  Lacy,  *^  at  the  head 

•Fact. 

k2 


(C 


196  RORT  o'more. 

of   your    own  corp^    I   tell    you    yooVe  • 

coward  !* 

Captain  SKnk  half  drew  his  sword ;  bat  Us 
arm  was  arrested  by  the  protestant  defgjraM 
of  the  parish)  who  fortunately  was  beside  \ih 
or  perhaps  De  Lacy^s  life  might  have  paid  the 
forfeit  of  his  temerity,  in  daring  to  objirt 
to  this  loyal  aggression,  and  fling  back  itn^ 
for  insult. 

Having  thus  defied  the  captain  without  pi©-, 
ducing  the  desired  result,  De  Lacy  turned  oi 
his  heel,  and  left  him  boiling  with  indignstioB 
at  the  epithet  that  had  been  flung  in  his  tieA. 

"  Does  any  one  know  who  the  rascal  »• 
said  he. 

"  I  know  where  the  fellow  lives,'*  said  th 
collector,  who,  as  well  as  Sweeny,  was  one  v 
the  corps. 

The  captain,  having  received  his  letters  fuMO 
the  post-office,  the  troop  was  again  put  in  0^ 
tion ;  and  on  the  road  a  long  conversation  took 
place  between  Scrubbs,  Sweeny,  and  the  cotOr 
mander,  relative  to  De  Lacy,  on  whom  they 
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luid  always  looked  with  a  suspicious  eye^  and 
after  whom  they  thought  it  necessary  some 
inquiry  should  be  made.  ^^  Never  feary**^  said 
Ibe  captain ;  **  I  '11  have  a  sharp  eye  on  the 
pbap.'' 

Wliile  the  lord  of  Slinkstown  that  evening 
was  drinking  his  claret,  he  was  seriously  con- 
sidering a  letter  he  had  just  received,  in  which 
there  was  a  passage  arrested  his  attention,  in 
connexion  with  the  occurrence  between  him 
mid  De  Lacy  that  day.  It  mentioned  fears 
being  entertained  amongst  the  well-afFected  to 
the  government,  that  emissaries  from  France 
were  at  work  in  Ireland ;  and  the  writer  (who 
was  an  official  in  Dublin  Castle)  had  heard 
some  rumours  of  a  suspicious  person  having 
been  lately  seen  leaving  Dublin  in  one  of  the 
southern  coaches;  and  recommending  to  the 
captain  vigilance  about  his  district,  in  case 
questionable  people  might  be  observed. 

At  this  period,  though  government  had  not 
any  tangible  evidence  to  go  upon  to  prove 
^    conspiracy^   yet    their    fears    were    awake 
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upon  the  subject;  and  some  arrests  iiad 
been  made  on  mere  suspicion,  even  at  this 
time,  and  their  spies  were  on  the  alert  in  all 
quarters. 

It  will  not,  under  these  circumstances,  be 
wondered  at  that  the  captain  determined  to 
see  more  about  De  Lacy,  against  whom  not 
only  his  loyalty  urged  him  to  be  hostile,  but 
the  insult  which  had  been  cast  upon  him  so 
publicly :  he  therefore  ordered  a  muster  of  the 
corps  for  the  next  day,  and  determined  on 
arresting  De  Lacy. 

That  young  gentleman  pursued  his  road 
homewards  after  leaving  the  village,  muttering 
desperate  speeches  all  the  way,  and  longing  in 
his  inmost  soul  to  have  a  shot  at  the  captain : 
but  as  that  was  clearly  out  of  the  question,  he 
was  obliged  to  be  satisfied  with  calling  him  fifty 
thousand  ^*  ruffians'^  and  ^^  poltroons.""  This 
relieved  bis  mind  considerably;  and  after  swear- 
ing over  about  a  mile  of  ground,  he  began  to 
think  that,  after  what  had  taken  place,  it  was 
just  as  well  he  was  leaving  the  country,  where 
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to  have  remained  without  getting  ^^  satisfac- 
tion'^ would  have  ^^  stuck  in  his  gizzard,"  as 
Lord  Chesterfield  says;  so  he  was  all  impa- 
tience for  getting  to  France,  to  hurry  the  expe- 
dition, that  he  might  return  and  wreak  his  ven- 
geance on  all  the  yeomaory  in  Ireland  for  the 
insult  he  had  received  from  the  bully  captain. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

SHOWING  HOW  A  PASS  MAT  DEFEND  A  SOLDIEII,  AS  WBUt 
AS  A  SOLDIEK  DEFEND  A  PASS;  AND  HOW  A  MAN  IN 
AUTHORITY  MAT  ORDER  SABRES  FOR  ONE,  WITHOUT  AD- 
MIRING  PISTOLS   FOR  TWO. 

The  morning  after  this  untoward  occurrence) 
De  Welskein  and  De  Lacy  were  in  cc»i8ultatii»| 
in  Rory  O'More's  cottage  upon  the  projected 
trip  to  France.  The  smuggler  anticipated  that 
the  Monday  or  Tuesday  following  would  see. 
the  lugger  upon  the  coast,  and  he  appointed  a 
place  where  De  Lacy  should  be  in  readiness 
to  embark*  Before  they  had  finished  their  con* 
ference,  De  Lacy^s  ear  caught  the  sound  of  the 
approaching  tramp  of  horses ;  and  looking  from 
the  window,  he  saw  the  troop  of  yeomanry  ca- 
valry trotting  down  the  boreen^  with  his  friend 
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the  captain  at  their  head,  flanked  by  Scrubbs 

and  Sweeny. 

Scrubbs  never  had  forgiven  De  Lacy  the 
liberal  sentiments  he  expressed  on  the  coach 
the  day  of  his  journey  downwards ;  and  Sweeny, 
whose  indignation  was  great  against  Rory  for 
the  alteration  of  the  tombstone,  had  a  misgiv- 
ing^^  that  this  mysterious  stranger  had  something 
to  do  with  turning  a  loyal  Protestant  into  ridi- 
cule.  Therefore,  both  these  gentlemen,  inde- 
pendently of  their  duty  to  their  captain  and  the 
gdod  6f  the  state,  were  very  willing  to  join  in 
a'ddmiciliary  visit  to  Rory  O'More,  and  thske 
as  alrest  upon  his  friend. 

'The  moment  De  Lacy  saw  the  yeomanry,  he 
calculated  some  mischief  was  in  the  wind ;  and 
fdeling  that  the  presence  of  a  foreigner  under 
ejusting  circumstances  would  bear  an  unfii- 
vourable  interpretation  against  him,  he  opened 
the  cloor  to  call  for  Rory,  who,  being  always  on 
the  alert  in  cases  of  emergency,  had  his  hand 
already  upon  the  latch  to  warn  De  Lacy  of  the 
approach  of  the  armed  men. 

k5 
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He  must  not  be  seen,"  said  De  Lacj,  pcnnt- 
ing  to  De  Welskein.     "  Can  you  conceal  him?" 

**  In  a  jiflfey,"  said  Rory .  **  Make  hasten  your 
sowl !"  said  be  to  the  Frenebman ;  <<  come  along 
here  1*^  and  be  pulled  the  smuggler  across  the 
floor  of  the  kitchen,  to  where,  in  a  recess  be* 
side  the  fireplace,  a  kish  used  for  holding  toff 
stood ;  and  Rory,  in  an  instant  emptying  the 
turf  from  the  basket,  said,  "  Down  with  you, 
Divilskin,  my  darling— down  on  your  marrow- 
bones V* 

The  Frenchman,  though  be  did  not  un(le^ 
stand  bis  language,  comprehended  his  meaningf 
and  dropping  on  his  knees,  Rory  iiiTerted  the 
kish  upon  him  and  coTered  him  completelf. 

While  all  this  was  doing  inside  tbe  hooter 
the  captain  had  his  plans  to  put  in  pnictiee 
outside :  he  completely  surrounded  the  oott^)^ 
with  bis  men  to  prevent  an  escape^  and  then  bB 
swaggered  into  the  house  with  bis  sword  ela^ 
tering  at  his  heels,  followed  by  Sweeny  ^ 
Scrubbs. 

De  Lacy,  apprehending  that  the  women  0^ 
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be  alarmed  and  their  agitation  be  productive  of 
mischief^  came  forward  to  meet  the  captain  and 
bis  supporters  at  once^  that  his  presence  might 
call  off  their  attention  from  the  widow  and  her 
daughter.  Before  they  who  came  to  seek  him 
had  time  to  ask  a  question,  De  Lacey  said,  ^^  I 
rather  think  the  honour  of  this  visit  is  meant 
for  me.*^ 

The  captain  at  the  first  glance  did  not  re- 
cognise him,  for  De  Lacy  had  a  dressing-gown 
on  him  at  the  time,  as  his  coat  had  been  wetted 
through  that  morning  by  a  heavy  shower  of 
tain,  and  was  hanging  to  dry  at  that  moment 
before  the  kitchen  fire ;  but  on  a  second  look, 
the  yeomanry  hero  perceived  it  was  his  man, 
and  said,  ^^  Yes,  you  are  the  person  I  want/^ 

De  Lacy,  pointing  politely  to  the  door  of  his 
bed*room,  whence  he  had  stepped,  said,  ^^  Will 
you  do  me  the  favour  to  go  into  my  room  ?^' 

"Go  on,'*  said  the  captain;  "we'll  follow 
you.** 

De  Lacy,  bowing  courteously  and  still 
pointing  to  the  door,  said,  ^^  After  you,  if  you 
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please.'^  And  there  was  that  influence  iohis 
maDner  which  an  air  of  politeness  always  be- 
stows, that  even  the  brutality  of  the  squireen 
captain  was  not  insensible  to  its  power,  and  he 
and  his  satellites  entered  the  room,  followed  by 
De  Lacy,  who  closed  the  door. 

"  Oentlemen,  pray  be  seated,''  continued  he. 

*^  There  ^s  no  necessity,— our  business  here  is 
very  short.'' 

^  May  I  beg  to  know  what  i$  your  business, 

mr 

'^That's  just  the  question  I  was  gmng  to 
ask  you. — I  want  to  know  who  and  what  you 
are,  and  where  you  come  from." 

^^  I  have  yet  to  learn,  sir,  what  authority  you 
have  for  asking  such  a  question.^ 

^^  That's  always  the  answer  that  people  make 
who  canH  give  a  good  account  of  themselves.^ 

At  this  moment  the  door  was  opened,  and 
Rory,  putting  in  his  head,  said,  *^  I  beg  your 
pardon,  sir, — ^here  's  your  coat :''  and  De  Lacy 
saw  in  the  expression  of  his  eye  that  he  had 
some  meaning  in  his  intrusion ;-— so,  going  to  the 
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door^  be  recetved  the  garment  from  Rory,  who 
said  in  a  whisper  as  be  handed  it  to  him,  ^*  The 
pass  is  in  the  pocket.^ 

DeLacy  caught  Rory^s  idea  on  the  instant, 
and  begging  pardon  of  his  visitors,  he  threw  off 
his  dressing-gown  and  resumed  his  coat. 
.The  moment  that  Rory  had  seen  the  captain 
enter  the  house,  the  thought  struck  him  of  the 
colonePs  pass  being  made  an  instrument  of 
safety  to  De  Lacy ;  but  how  to  put  it  into  his 
possession  was  the  question.  Just  then  his  eye 
caught  the  coat  hanging  before  the  fire ;  and  to 
get  the  pass  from  his  box,  put  it  in  the  pocket, 
and  make  De  Lacy  change  his  garment,  was 
the  work  of  a  moment. 

De  Lacy  felt  for  the  pass,  and  when  his 
fingers  touched  the  precious  slip  of  paper,  he 
knew  he  possessed  a  talisman  to  paralyse  the 
attempt  made  against  him  ; — so,  assuming  the 
most  perfect  composure,  he  muttered  some 
common-place  apology  about  his  being  found  in 
dishabille,  and  again  requested  his  visitors  to 
be  seated. 
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<<  You  seem  to  take  this  very  easj^  sir,**  laid 
the  captain ;  ^*  but  it  won't  do^ — I  arrest  yoa» 
sir  ;^ — and  he  was  advancing  upon  De  laxjf 
who  retired  rapidly  a  few  paces^  and  aeiznig 
from  a  comer  cupboard  a  case  of  pistols^  be 
presented  them  upon  his  would*be  captor,  and 
said,  ^^  Dare  to  lay  a  hand  on  me,  and  you  are 
a  dead  man  I" 

The  captain  paused,  but  said  to  Scrubbs 
and  Sweeny,  ^^  Advance  and  seize  him  I** 

But  Scrubbs  and  Sweeny  looked  at  De 
Lacy's  pistols,  and  then  at  each  other,  and 
seemed  to  have  no  greater  stomach  for  being, 
shot  than  their  commander. 

^^  Don^t  be  rash,  gentlemen,^  said  De  Lacy ; 
though  indeed  there  seemed  no  great  neces- 
sity for  his  caution,  from  the  moment  his  pis- 
tols made  their  appearance.  He  laid  down  one 
oi  the  weapons,  and  putting  his  hand  into  his 
pocket,  drew  forth  the  pass,  which  he  presented 
to  the  captain,  saying,  *^  I  suppose,  sir,  you  know 
what  that  is  ?" 

The  captain  was  thunderstruck. 
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'^  What  hiave  jou  to  say  for  yourself  now, 
sir  ?'"  said  De  Lacy  with  cutting  severity  in  his 
voice. 

<^  Is  that  his  writing  ?"  said  Slinky  showing 
the  pass  to  Scrubbs,  who,  he  knew,  was  fami^^ 
liar  with  the  character. 

Scrubbs  answered  in  the  affirmative. 

The  captain  handed  back  the  pass,  and 
mumbled  some  lame  apology,  in  which,  *^very 
sorry ,^ — **  a  thousand  pardons,'^ — **  suspicious 
i^pearances,*^ — **  strange  times,**  &c.  &c.  were 
huddled  together ;  "  but  how  could  he  know  ?** 

**  You  had  better  wait  until  you  do  know, 
next  time,  sir,'^  said  De  Lacy,  *^  and  not  pull 
neckcloths  from  unoffending  persons  for  the 
future.'' 

**  For  the  oocunrenoe  of  yesterday,  I  beg  to 
offer  yoU' "   »** 

^*  Pray  say  no  more  on  that  subject,  sir. 
You  affronted  me,  and  I  insulted  you :  if  you 
are  ccmtent,  /  am.'' 

Captain  Slink  protested  he  was  delighted  to 
find  he  bad  been  mistaken,  and  could  not  think 
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of  harbouring  any  resentment  agaiiMt:»  kqml 
gentleman ;  that  he  never  wai  more  surprised 
in  his  life, — "  he  could  not  comprehend,":    iV. 

^^  I  dare  say,  sir,  there  are  many  things 
above  your  comprehension/'  said  De  Ldcfi 
^*  but,  as  a  word  of  parting  advice,  I  reeom- 
mend  you  in  future  to  abstain  from  aggresttaos 
on  better  men  than  yourself,'* 

*^  Sir,  I  don't  see/'  said  the  captain^  ^  vhy 
you  should  insinuate " 

*^  If  you  don't  like  what  I  say,  sir,"  said  Dei 
Lacy,  ^^  there 's  fair  ground  at  the  back  txf  the 
house ;  and  here 's  a  case  of  pistols."' 

^<By  n6  means,  sir,"  said  the  captain:  -^^I 
didn't  mean  that;  these  are  not  times  when 
loyal  men  should  quarrel  among  themselv^^" 
&c.  &c*     In  short,  the  bully  backed  out. 

Scrubbs  and  Sweeny  were  mute  witnesses  of 
this  scene,  which  was  equally  astounding  to  them . 
as  their  commander;  but  just  before  leaving 
the  room.  Sweeny  ventured  to  say  in  the  most 
obsequious  manner  to  De  Lacy,  (for  the  mo^ 
ment  he  showed  the  colonel's  pass,  bis  high 


tdoc^b^nrmfcctthe  whdle  three,)  that  lie  begged 
tD(^i^«8k'>hiiir  whaihifr  opinibn  was  of  Rorj^ 
CMore. 

:^Se  is  as  worthy  of  trust  as  I  am,"  said 
Di^Lacy. 

^^^;He  has  your  confidence,  then,  sir?"  said 
Sendsbs. 

^^  Most  implicitly,  sir,^  said  De  Lacy. 

-  CSaptaia  ^ink  in  the  mean  time  hacT  made 
his  exit,  as  Rory  said,  ^^  like  a  dog  without  his^ 
tail ;"  and  as  soon  as  Scrubbs  and  Sweeny  wete 
in  their  saddles,  he  went  to  the  right-about, 
rather  crest-fallen  at  his  two  subs  having  wit^ 
nfessed  iiis  poltroonery  in  shying  De  Lacy's  in- 
vitation to  "  pistols  for  two.'" 

When  the  corps  was  fairly  gone,  Rory  lift** 
ed  the  kish  under  which  De  Welskein  was 
cMciMded,  who  emerged  from  his  wicker  am- 
bttsh  covered  with  the  dust  of  the  turf  and 
cutting  a  comical  figure.  As  he  shook  himself 
aod  dapped  the  particles  of  peat  from  his  per- 
son, he  grimaced,  and  ejaculated  ^^  Sucre !  '**. 
continually,  and  seemed  little  satisfied  with  the 
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place  which  had  been  selected  for  his  retreat ; 
but  Rory  assured  him,  as  he  helped  him  to  deaa 
himself,  that  he  had  increased  his  consequence 
by  the  transaction. 

*^  How  is  dat  ?^  said  the  Frenchman. 

^  Sure  I  made  you  a  gintleman  of  the  turf!'' 
said  Rory. 

"Rory/*  said  De  Lacy,  "you're  a  capital 
fellow ; — ^give  me  your  hand  i  Your  presence 
of  mind  on  this  occasion  has  saved  us  alL^ 

"  Oh,  thin,  if  Scrubbs  only  knew  how  I  came 
by  the  same  pass  !^  said  Rory.  ^*  Faix,  it  ^  his 
own  darlin'  rib  that  saved  all  the  bones  in  our 
skins  this  day.^ 

**  It 's  your  ready  wit  we  may  thank^^  said 
De  Lacy. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,**  said  Rory.  ••  It  isn't 
my  head,  but  Scrubbs's,  you  ^re  behowldod  to.^ 

"  One  thing  is  clear,  however,"  said  De  Lacy : 
^  I  mustn't  stay  here  any  longer.  Should  the 
a£Fair  of  the  pass  get  wind,  they  would  be  back 
on  us  immediately." 
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*'  Tlirue  enough,''  said  Rory.  ^^  I  thought 
8o  myself;  but  I  didn^t  like  to  say  it  first ;— it 
would  look  like  wishing  to  get  rid  of  you." 

'*  Don't  think  so  unworthily  of  me,  Rory,'' 
said  De  Lacy,  ^^  as  to  suppose  I  could  ever 
bdiere  an  ungenerous  sentiment  might  find  a 
place  in  your  heart.^ 

A  oouncil  was  now  held  between  the  parties 
as  to  the  best  mode  of  proceeding.  It  was 
agreed  that  De  Lacy  should  proceed  to  the 
coast  without  delay ;  and  this  being  decided  on, 
be  set  about  making  his  arrangements  at  oqce. 
Any  English  books  he  had,  he  set  apart  as  a 
present  for  Mary ;  and  calling  her  to  his  room, 
he  begged  her  acceptance  of  them  as  a  small 
testimcmial  of  his  sense  of  her  care  and  atteu- 
tion  during  his  dangerous  illness.  Poor  Mary 
was  quite  overcome  with  this  proof  of  his  re- 
q)ect  for  her ; — ^that  she  should  have  his  books, 
— <Me  scholar's  books.  It  made  her  proud ;  but 
her  pride  was  mingled  with  sorrow,  that  they 
were  going  to  lose  the  society  of  this  cultivated 
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person,  whose  presence  in  their  cottage  they 
looked  upon  as  an  honour,  and  whose;  courteous 
manners  had  won  him  their  affection. 

"  Sure  it's  sorry  we  are  you're  goin'i  sir," 
said  Mary. 

"  I  regret  it  myself,  Mary,**  said  De  Lae;4 
**  I  have  found  more  pure  and  disinterested 
kindness  under  this  roof  than  ever  I  met  before, 
or  may  ever  meet  again  in  this  wide  world,  and 
I  shall  never  forget  it ;  and  when  I  come  back 
to  Ireland,  which  I  trust  will  be  soon,  I  shall 
not  be  long  in  the  country  without  coming  to 
see  you  all.  Take  these  few  books,  Mary :  your 
name  is  vrritten  in  them  with  my  own  hand.'' 

With  these  words,  he  gave  the  books  to  the 
girl,  who  was  so  touched  by  this  last  little  mark 
of  attention  that  she  could  not  speak,  and  oa 
receiving  the  present,  a  mute  curtsy  was  all  she 
returned,  as  she  held  down  her  head  to  hide  the 
tears  that  were  coming  thick  and  fast ;  and  be* 
fore  she  reached  the  door,  De  Lacy  heard  her 
sobbing. 

^^  Kind  and  sensitive  people  !"  said  he. 
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^  To  the  Widow  O'More  he  begged  in  the  most 
delieate  mianner  to  offer  some  gold,  for  all  the 
trouble  and  expense  he  bad  caused ;  but  she 
would  not  listen  to  such  a  proposition.  In  vain 
he  urged  the  propriety  and  justice  of  it — the 
widow  was  inexorable. 

**  Sure,  wr,  a  gintleman,  as  you  are ; — and  it 
IB  the  ra/e  gintleman  you  are,  for  it  is  the  civil 
^ord  and  the  kind  word  is  always,  and  ever 
^Sf^  readiest  with  you  ; — I  say,  a  gintleman  to 
live  undher  our  humble  roof,  and  be  content 
with  our  humble  ways,  and  never  complain,— 
sure  it  is  an  honour  you  done  us,  and  you 
wouldn't  think  of  affronting  us  now  !" 

**  Not  for  the  world,  my  dear  Mrs.  O'More ;'' 
aiid  De  Lacy  took  her  hand  and  shook  it 
warmly  ;^ — "  but ^ 
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Don't  saly  a  word  more,  sir ;  sure  you  said 
dear  Mrs.  O'More  to  me,  as  if  I  was  a  lady : 
and  to  have  that  said  to  me  by  yoti,  sir, — sure 
it's  more  than  I  desarve  if  I  done  twice  as 
much  for  you ;  sure  that 's  prouder  return  to 
me  than  all  the  goold  I  could  tell ;  and  God 
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speed  you,  wherever  you  go,  and  aettd  you  safe ! 
and  maybe  we  11  see  you  agin)"^ — and  she  paui^ 
ed  as  she  added-*-^'  or  maybe  we  won'^t :  they  're 
quare  times,  and  sore  times."  Here  she  closed 
the  door.  ^^  Don't  think  me  impudent,  sir^  nor 
prying,  nor  meddling ;  but  sure  I  can^t  hdp 
seein'  what  I  see ; — "  it  '5  comin\  it  ^s  comwi — 
and  it  '11  be  the  sore  day  for  poor  Ireland  I  But) 
sure,  if  it 's  God'^s  will,  his  blessed  will  must  be 
done !  And  there 's  my  darlin'  boy,  my  Rory, 
and  he  in  the  thick  of  it !  and  who  knows  but 
his  precious  life — ^and  sure  my  own  hearths  blood 
is  not  as  precious  ! Oh,  Gtad  !  Oh,  Qod.r 

De  Lacy  spoke  soothingly  to  her  and  at- 
tempted to  calm  her. 

"  Don't  think  me  foolish,  sir ; — don't,— I  'm 
done  now ;  only  I  know  of  coorse  it  must  be. 
Rory  has  the  heart  of  a  lion,  though  the  gentle- 
ness of  the  lamb  is  in  him  too ;  the  good  um  and 
brother  he  is,  I  won't  deny  it :  but  he  can't  be 
kept  off  that  thing:  he  thinks  it's  his  duty  to 
his  counthry ;  and  sure  that 's  the  manly  part, 
and  why  wouldn't  he  be  a  man,  though  the  poor 
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mother^s  hetti;  sinks  with  fear  ?  And  I  know 
you  're  great  with  him,  sir :  not  that  I  blame  you 
-**<loii't  think  the  like,-*Rory  would  be  jist  the 
same  if  he  never  set  eyes  on  you ;  and  I  ^m 
proud  in  my  poor  thremblin^  heart  to  think 
that  my  boy  is  worthy  of  that  depindince/' 

^  He 's  a  noble  fellow  V*  said  De  Lacy. 

^^  God  bless  you  for  the  words  P  said  she, 
weeping  with  contending  emotions.  '^And 
you  '11  be  at  the  head  of  it,  I  know ;  and  it  ^s 
the  brave  and  the  bowld  leader  you  '11  be,  for 
you*Te  a gintleman.  And  it  ^s  to  France  you^re 
gom' ;— 4sn't  it  to  France  ?" 

^'  It  is,^  said  De  Lacy,  who  could  not  at  the 
moment  have  refused  her  the  deepest  confix* 
deuce. 

^*  And  will  they  come  soon  ?"  said  she  eagerly. 

^*  I  hope  so,^  said  he. 

^^  Oh,  I  wish  it  was  over !  I  wish  it  was 
over !  for  my  heart  thrembles  for  my  boy." 

**  Fear  not,"  said  De  Lacy :  "  the  truly  brave 
are  in  less  danger  than  the  coward." 

Plaze  God !  plaze  God !"  said  the  mother. 
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*^  I  hope  soon  to  be  back  again,**  said  De 
Lacy — **and  at  the  head  of  my  grenadiers;^ 
added  he,  catching  the  enthusiasm  of  the  mo» 
ther,  who  gazed  on  him  with  an  excited  eye 
that  gleamed  through  her  tears.  ^^  I  go  to 
summon  the  victorious  troops  of  France  to 
your  aid,  and  Ireland  shaU  soon  be  free  T 

The  enthusiastic  woman  sunk  upon  het  kneieS} 
and,  with  the  earnestness  of  devotion  in  her 
manner,  she  said,  *'  May  the  God  of  Heaven 
speed  you,  and  watch  over  you  and  protect 
you.  and  guard  you,  and  all  thim  that  fights  the 
cause  of  the  counthry  !"  Her  lips  moved  for  a 
few  seconds,  as  if  in  prayer ;  and  marking  her- 
self with  the  sign  of  the  cross,  she  arose  from 
her  knees,  calmed  by  this  outpouring  of  her  fed« 
ings;  then  drying  her  eyes,  and  taking  De 
Lacy^s  hands  between  her  own,  she  raised  her 
eyes  to  heaven,  and  saying  fervently,  **May 
God  bless  you  !^  left  him. 
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•        ,        CHAPTER  XXVI. 

ASVmEfLKAHflAfi  XSEXINO. — THE   SUDDEN  APPB^BAVCE  OF 
.AM    UNBZPECTEp   AOEKT,  THEEATENING   THE    IMPRISON- 

icElffT  AUD   DEATH   OP   DE   WELSKEIN    AND   HIS    PARTY. 

........  ■■  '' '' 

.Ths  Sunday  arrived  which  had  beeticp- 
pointod  for  the  meeting  of  De  Welsketn  and 
the  SBUigglerg  in  **  The  Folly/' 

This  was  the  name  given  to  the  ruins  of  an 
okU  unfinished,  rambling  sort  of  edifice,  which 
seemed  to  have  been  begun  without  a  begin- 
ning, if  one  may  say  so,  and  never  came  to  an 
end..  The  name  is  common  to  such  sort  of 
absurdities ;  and  this  is  one  of  the  follies  not 
peculiar  to  the  Emerald  Isle,  —  for  the  same 
things,  with  the  same  names,  exist  in  England. 
In  one  of  the  vaults  underneath  the  pile  the 
smugglers   used   to  meet,  and   the  place  was 
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peculiarly  fitted  for  such  secret  purposes,  from 
its  extreme  loneliness.    The  ruins  stood  in  a  ro- 
mantic little  valley,  along  whose  abrupt  declivi- 
ties old  thorn-trees  wreathed  their  branches  in 
fantastic  forms,  and  gave  out  the  perfume  of 
their  white  blossoms  when  the  year  was  young. 
A  mountain  stream,  which  had  its  source  about 
a  mile  above  the  valley,  tumbled  about  through 
the  rocks  of  this  wooded  gorge  with  a  wildness 
and  frolic,   characteristic  of  its  recent  birth:, 
lower  down  its  course,  where  its  banks  were 
fairer  and  flowers   were   growing,    it   circled 
about  in  eddying  pools,  as  if  loath  to  leave  the 
pleasant  places;  and  its  bubbles  and  froth,  and 
lingering  amid  beauty,  resembled  a  riper  age; 
—  and  at  last  to  the  plain  it  went.     The  dead 
level  of  the  world  reduced  it  to  a  quieten  pace ; 
and  the  rollicking  stream  settled  down  into  a 
very  smooth^  deep,  easy-going  gentleman. 

Close  beside  the  building,  this  stream  gave 
a  spreading  sweep,  forming  one  of  thoae 
pools  already  alluded  to:  it  was  one  of  the 
stages  in  the  course  of  its  existence,  and  pos- 
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sibly  iniduced  the  projector  of  the  FoUy  to 
pitch  on  this  spot  for  his  practice,  from  the 
beauty  it  bestowed  upon  the  scene.  This 
stream,  however,  was  liable  to  sudden  and  vio- 
lent floodings,  from  its  mountain  birth;  and 
one  of  the  comers  of  the  ruin  gave  evidence 
that  it  reached  a  height  and  force  sufficient  to 
wear  its  flood-mark  on  the  masonry.  I  will 
not  say  it  had  the  reputation  of  being  haunted-, 
but,  from  its  loneliness,  it  was  a  place  rather 
avoided^  The  valley,  perhaps,  had  been  al- 
ways lonely,  but  the  old  Folly  made  it  ap- 
pear more  so; — for  what  gives  so  deep  an 
aspeet  of  desolation  ta  any  spot  as  the  ruined 
and  deserted  tenement  of  man  ? 

It  was  a  lovely  day  in  October ;  the  sun  wa& 
bright,  and  the  clouds,  in  those  large  masses 
indicative  of  the  season,  were  changing  their 
grand  and  fantastic  forms  as  they  sailed  across 
the  sky  before  the  fresh  crisp  breeze  that  rus^ 
tied  pleasantly  among  the  trees,  whose  yellow 
leaves  £ell  in  golden  showers  to  the  brisker 
gusts  of  the  wind. 

l2 
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A  man  with  a  dark  brow,  and  downcast  eyes, 
and  heavy  step,  appeared  on  the  edge  of  the 
hill  that  looked  over  into  the  valley,  and  paused 
on  the  summit.  His  appearance  was  in  start- 
ling contrast  to  the  scene  around  him ;  tat 
there  was  the  brightness  and  loveliness  of  earth, 
while  he  seemed  overshadowed  by  the  dark 
and  horrible  passions  of  a  nether  world. -^  It 
was  Regan. 

The  second  victory  that  Rory  bad  gained 
over  him  had  deepened  his  hatred  to  our  hero 
to  a  fearful  degree ;  in  fact,  had  he  dared  to 
strike  the  blow,  murder  was  not  beyc»id  him: 
but  he  had  a  coward  conscience  that  quailed 
at  the  promptings  of  his  bad  heart.  Still, 
however,  he  hatched  minor  projects  of  ceveoge, 
and  thus  was  he  employed  as  he  stood  on  the 
acclivity  above  the  valley.  He  was  about  to 
plunge  down  the  side  of  the  hill  that  led  into 
the  glen,  when  the  faint  tinkling  of  the  chapel 
bell  from  the  adjacent  village  came  fitfully 
upon  the  wind,  and  the  sound  died  away 
again.    Regan  stopped  as  if  spell-bound,  and 
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looked  ID  the  direction  whence  the  sound  pro- 
ceeded. The  sound  to  him  was  as  a  whisper 
to  his  conscience.  .  Bad  though  he  had  be- 
coiDe,  a  regular  attendance  at  mass  was  one  of 
the  decencies  of  behaviour  he  had  observed, 
imd  to-day  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever 
neglected  the  duty.  This  may  seem  strange 
to  the  general  reader,  but  to  those  who  know 
how  scrupulously  the  Irish  peasantry  attend 
public  worship,  it  will  not  be  deemed  singu- 
lar. Again  the  sound  floated  by  him  on  the 
breeze;  and  there  he  stood  listening  to  the 
bell  as  it  sounded  on  his  ear  at  intervals,  with 
the  shades  of  contending  emotion  passing  across 
bis  countenance,  and  seemingly  in  a  state  of 
utter  indecision,  when  a  tap  on  the  shoulder 
aroused  him  from  his  trance,  and  looking 
round,  he  saw  the  sharp  eyes  and  sinister  ex- 
pression of  old  Solomon  the  tinker  fastened 
upon  him. 

^*  How  many  grains  goes  to  a  bushel  o' 
wbate  ?"*  asked  Solomon. 

"  What  do  you  mane  ?"  replied  Regan. 
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*'  Can*t  you  tell  me  ?^  repeated  the  tinker. 

<*  How  should  I  know  ?^  said  Regan  sullenly. 

**  Why,  you  appeared  to  be  in  sitch  a  deep 
study,  that  I  thought  you  wor  niakin'  the  cal- 
culation/' said  Solomon  dryly. 

*^  Oh,  thin  I  wasnH,"  said  Regan  with  a 
long-drawn  and  heavy  sigh :  ^*  I  was  sthrivin' 
to  remember  something  I  forgot.** 

Again  the  chime  of  the  bell  visited  his  ear, 
and  Regan's  look  involuntarily  answered  the 
sound. 

The  tinker  fastened  his  keen  eye  on  him, 
and  guessing  at  Regan's  startled  conscience, 
he  read  his  thoughts  in  an  instant,  and  with 
a  backward  twitch  of  his  shrivelled  thumb 
over  his  shoulder  towards  the  village^  he  said, 
**  Forgot !  —  I  suppose  you  forgot  to  go  to 
mass !  — -  ho,  ho,  ho  !  What  a  loss  you  are  to 
the  flock  this  day !  —  what  *11  Father  Kinshda 
do  without  you  ?*' 

"  None  o'  your  humbugging  Sol.***  said 
Regan. 

<^  Is  it  me  humbug  z^  said  the  tinker  with  a 
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stieer,  as  if  rejcHcing  in  the  power  he  affected 
16  disdaim.  ^  Conte  along,  man;  we're  late 
enough.  Never  mind  chapel  to-day  ;  the 
chapel  will  wait  till  next  Sunday.  Don't  you 
know  what  Punch  said  ?  —  *  Divil  may  care,' 
says  Punch  when  he  lost  mass ;  ^  I  '11  be  in 
time  for  church.' "  And  so  saying,  the  tinker 
led  the  way  to  the  valley,  and  Regan  followed 
in  silence. 

Within  the  vaults  of  the  Folly  the  smugglers 
were  assembled  for  some  time,  and  were  sitting 
round  a  rude  table  formed  of  three  or  four  planks 
laid  across  a  couple  of  large  stones,  whereon 
some  greybeards  filled  with  brandy  stood,  one 
of  which  was  making  the  circle  of  the  board, 
and  lowering  fast  in  spirits  while  it  raised  those 
of  the  company.  Standing  beside  a  large  pot 
which  was  suspended  over  a  turf  fire  appeared 
I>e  Welskein,  who  was  busy  in  cooking  the 
contents  of  the  cauldron,  —  and  amongst  his 
various  avocations  it  will  not  be  wondered  at 
that  a  Frenchman  enjoyed  the  mysteries  of 
the  cuisine;   but  at  the  same  time,  while  he 


22^  RORT   O'MORE. 

attended  to  his  culinary  cares^  he  took  his 
share  of  the  conversation — and  the  brandy 
also. 

*^  Monsieur  Reggan  not  coame  yait  ?^  said  De 
Welskein.  "  He  go  to  shappel,  I  soopose  —  ha, 
ha !  G — d  d — n  fool !  no  philosophe,  too  fond 
of  prieste.  What  good  for  prieste  ?  for  nussing, 
bote  demself  —  to  kesh  ten  peegs.** 

"  It  *s  not  the  priest,  but  the  parson  gets  the 
pigs/'  said  one  of  his  companions. 

"  All  de  sem  !'*'  said  De  Welskein  contemp- 
tuously, — **  all  de  sem !  one  prieste  sem  as 
nudder  prieste  —  all  homebogue :  prettee  feeshe 
in  a  keettel.*' 

"  A  kittle  o'  fish,  you  mane,  I  suppose.** 

"  Yais  —  keettel  feesh  —  das  it.** 

Regan  and  Solomon  now  made  their  appear* 
ance,  and  were  questioned  as  to  the  cause  of 
their  delay,  for  they  were  the  last  of  the  party. 

"  Me  know  ver  well  wisout  ax,**  said  De 
Welskein. 

**  Meester  Solsodderman,^  which  was  his 
version  of  Sawdering  Solomon,  ^*  he  not  like  to 
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laif  de  'ouse  vere  he  sleep  las  nise  visows  his 
brekfas  dees  morneeng  —  ha,  ha !" 

"  Small  blame  to  me !"  said  Solomon,  while 
the  others  laughed  at  this  touch  of  De  Wel- 
skein's  knowledge  of  Solomon's  character. 

'*  And  for  Monsieur  Reggan,"  said  the  smug- 
gler, ^^  he  go  to  shappel  and  coos  not  come 
before." 

**  No,  I  didn't  go  to  shappel"  answered 
Regan. 

"  He  was  only  thinkin'  of  it,"  said  Solomon. 
**  Ah  !  you  never  love  liberts  while  you  love 
de.prieste," 

"  Maybe  he  thinks  it 's  betther  be  off  with 
the  owld  love  before  he's  on  with  the  new," 
said  Solomon. 

**  Vous  avez  raison,^^  said  the  Frenchman 
triumphantly  :  "  off  wid  dem,  off  wid  dem  all, 
prieste  and  prance  ! —  Bote  coame  —  seet  down ; 
time  for  see  vaut  to  do  wis  Mister  CoUectere. 
— Here,  Darbee,"  said  he  to  a  red-haired  ruffian 
who  was  near  the  fire,  —  **  here  !  you  wash  dis 
paut  wile  me  mek  comeetay  of  poobleek  sefty.'* 

L  5 


226  ROKT  0*MORE. 

So  saying,  he  handed  his  ladle  to  Darby,  and 
joined  the  council,  who  were  already  muttering 
amongst  each  other  their  notions  of  what  was 
the  best  means  of  silencing  the  coUectcMr. 

**  We  must  get  rid  of  him  somehow,'^  taid 
Regan. 

<^  Sartinly/^  said  a  fellow  called  Jack  Flan- 
nerty. 

«  But  what 's  the  best  way  of  doitf  it  ?" 
asked  a  third. 

<'  Send  him  over  the  say  in  munseer^s  i^p/' 
said  a  fourth. 

**  Ver  good/*  said  De  Welskein.  "  He  may 
spik  mosh  as  he  like  in  France ! — ha,  ha! — safe 
*nuff  dere  r 

^^  Give  him  a  dog's  knock  at  wanst  l"*  said 
Jack  Flannerty. 

^'  Dead  men  tell  no  tales,"  said  Solomon  sen- 
tentiously,  and  with  a  diabolical  expression 
about  his  eyes  and  mouth:  and  immediately 
after,  addressing  the  man  who  was  in  charge 
of  the  boiling  pot,  whose  attention  had  been 
attracted   by    the    last  proposition,    he    said, 
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Darby  dvk!  mind  the  pot,  or  our  dinner  will 
be  spylte.** 

"  W&ih  de  pant,  I  tell  you.'' 

"  Darby's  no  great  cook,**  said  Solomon: 
^^  but  you  know  the  owld  saying — God  sends 
mate,  but  the  divil  sends  cooks/' 

**By  gar,  den,  me  send  Darbee  back  to 
him." 

^^  Afther  you  is  manners,  sir,"  said  Darby. 

"  But,'*  said  Flannerty,  "  what  do  yiz  say  to 
knockin'  out  his  brains  P" 

"  How  do  you  know  he  has  any  ?"  said 
Solomon. 

"  He  has  enough  to  hang  Darby  Daly,  any- 
how." 

**  I  don't  like  murdher,"  said  K^an. 

"Don't  you?"  said  Flannerty,  looking  at 
him  contemptuously.  **  Do  you  think  he  'd 
hant  you  .^'* 

**  Maybe  you  wouldn't  like  to  see  a  ghost 
yourself,"  said  Regan,  who  was  not  pleased  with 
the  tone  of  Flannerty*s  address. 

"  Bah  !  nonstence  !"  exclaimed  De  Welskein. 
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^*  Dead  men  tell  no  tales,^  croaked  Solomon 
again. 

*^  Ay,  but  murdher  spakes  out,"*  said  Regan : 
"  it 's always  discovered  one  way  or  the  other* 
This  was  the  true  cause  of  Regan's  -objection 
to  the  measure. 

«  Wouldn't  sendin'  him  over  the  say  do  as 
well  ?''  said  the  former  proposer  of  that  measure. 

"  I  think  it  would,"  said  Regan  ;  •*  and  if 
you'd  take  my  advice,  I  know  another  you'd 
send  along  wid  him.*" 

*'  Who  ?"  was  asked  by  all. 

**  A  black  thraitor  that  '11  hang  every  man  of 
us,  if  we  don't  take  care." 

"  Is  it  Rory  (yMore  you  mane .?"  said  one. 

*'  How  aisy  you  hit  it,"  said  Regan,  "  with- 
out my  tellin'  you  !  —  it 's  a  sign  there  's  thruth 
in  it.^ 

"  Settle  one  thing  at  a  time,"  said  Flannerty. 
"  I  know  you  hate  Rory  ;  but  that 's  no  rayson 
you're  to  disturb  us  with  it  always.  Settle 
about  Scrubbs  first.^ 

^*  Bon,'*'*  said  the  Frenchman.  And  it  was  soon 
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decided  by  the  majority  of  opinions  that  to  trans- 
port the  collector  was  the  safest  course  to  pur* 
sue:  and  that  being  agreed  upon,  it  next  became 
matter  of  consideration  how  he  was  to  be  secured. 
In  the  midst  of  this  consultation  De  Welskein 
kept  a  sharp  eye  to  the  fire,  to  see  if  Darby 
WAS  4ninding  his  business.  He  caught  him  still 
attending  more  to  the  matter  in  debate  than 
the  cooking.  ^^  Biie  !  vill  you  mind  de  paut  P 
CHT,  by  gar,  you  let  'im.run  over  de  way.^ 

.  '^  By  my  sowl,  it  couldn't  do  that  if  it  had 
twice  as  many  legs,''  said  Darby. 

"  Mr.  New  Jane^"  said  Solomon  to  De  Wel- 
skein, whose  name  of  Eugene  was  thus  Hiberni- 
cised,  "  wiU  you  take  the  collecther  wid  you, 
thin  ?^ 

"  Certanlee  !  you  kesh  him  for  me,  and  me 
mek  gentilman  of  'im  —  tek  'im  too  traavel." 

"  The  pot  is  busy  bilin*,'*  said  Darby,  who 
wished  his  guard  over  the  culinary  department 
to  be  ended. 

'*  Well,  don't  let  it  run  over  the  way,  aric," 
said  Solomon,  quizzing  De  Welskein. 


230  RORT   O'MORE. 

To  the  low  laugh  that  followed^  the  Fraich- 
man  replied,  **  Vieux  chaudronnier  de  cam' 
pagne^  you  mek  gbem  auf  me  - —  old  Tog ! 
Sacri !  tek  care  you  get  no  dinnairej  mebbee, 
—  hdw  you  lik  dat  ?  ha,  ha  !^ 

De  Welskein  now  resumed  his  culinary ^  eares, 
and  the  dinner  was  pronounced  read^  for*  dis- 
cussion. No  time  was  lost  in  lifting  Ifae  pot 
from  the  fire ;  and  in  a  few  nrinutes  the  dinner 
was  placed  on  the  board,  and  all  were  preparing 
to  make  a  vigorous  attack  upon  it,  when  Solo- 
mon said  in  a  tone  of  mockery,  '^  Oh,  you 
haythens  !  why  thin  would  you  begin  to  ate 
without  sayin'  grace  P'^  and  he  arose  as  if  to 
give  a  benediction. 

^^Sacri  nom  de  diable  P  said  the  Frenchman; 
**  Vaut  you  do,  you  old  fool  ?* 

"I'm  goin'  to  say  grace,*'  said  Solomon,  wink- 
ing at  the  rest  of  the  party ;  and  raising  bis 
eyes,  with  a  sanctimonious  air,  he  said  in  mock 

solemnity, 

''  One  word 's  as  good  as  ten ; 
Leather  away, amen  !" 
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The  Frenchman  joined  in  the  laugh  that  So- 
lomon's old  and  brutal  joke  produced,  atid  ei-» 
claimed,  ^^  Old  hOmebogue !  sacre  ckaudrormier 
de  campagneT*  as  he  attacked  his  own  stew, 
which  was  not  long  in  being  demolished,  and 
the  table  was  soon  dear  of  everjihing  but  the 
brandy-bottle,  which  still  continued  to  make  its 
rounds. 

^^  And  ROW,  this  bein'  Sunday,"  said  the 
tinker,  ^  I  brought  the  good  books  wid  me  for 
our  edification :"  and  he  pulled  from  his  pocket 
a  greasy  pack  of  cards,  whose  rounded  comers 
and  nearly  obliterated  faces  bore  testimony  to 
the  many  cont^ts  in  which  they  had  been  en- 
gaged. 

This  movement  of  Solomon's  was  received 
with  welcome  by  the  whole  party,  and  a  game 
was  immediately  called  for.  The  game  they 
played  was  one  which  has  long  been  a  favourite 
in  Ireland,  and  still  continues  to  be  so  amongst 
the  peasantry.  It  is  called  "five  and  ten''  when 
played  between  two  persons,  or  four  engaged 
as  partners;    but  when  a  larger  number   is 
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enlisted,  it  is  called  ^^  spoil  five,*^  and  a  pouk  is 
played  for.  The  same  cards  are  influential  in 
both  games,  though  a  totally  difibrent  play  is  re- 
quired in  one  from  the  other ;  for  in  the  former, 
the  object  is  to  win  as  many  tricks  as  you  can, 
while  in  the  latter  your  own  hand,  if  not  suffi- 
ciently strong  to  secure  triumph,  is  always  sa- 
crificed to  the  common  good  of  ^^  spoiling  "  the 
endeavours  of  a  more  fortunate  holder  of  cards, 
and  thereby  increasing  the  poule : — hence  its 
name  of  *^  spoil  five."  But  in  either  form,  this 
game  is  a  great  favourite  with  the  peasantry^ 
and  is  played  by  them  with  considerable  skill : 
there  is  a  remote  resemblance  between  it  and 
ecartiy  which  is  much  the  inferior  game  of  the 
two,  and  though  ^^  spoil  five  "  does  not  bear  the 
stamp  of  fashion,  it  requires  more  acuteness 
in  playing  than  many  other  games  I  have 
seen. 

**  Sol.  the  dale  is  yours, —  it's  only  fair,  since 
you  brought  the  cards,  my  boy,"  said  Flannerty ; 
"  so  let  us  see  who  '11  play.  We  're  too  many  for 
*five  and  ten,'  so  we  must  have  the  *  spoil  five.' 
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There  *s  too  many  of  us  for  that  same  to  play 
all  at  wanst ;  but  we  must  begin,  anyhow,  and 
we  can  change  hands  by  turns.  Come — there's 
Solomon,  and  myself,  and — ^" 

" — And  the  munseer,  of  coorse,"  said  Regan. 

This  proposition  was  not  relished  by  the 
company,  evidently;  for  the  Frenchman's 
adroitness  witl^  the  pack  was  no  secret  to  them, 
aha  they,  very  naturally,  did  not  wish  to  en- 
gage with  such  an  adversary ;  though  no  one 
likied  to  speak  out  his  objection,  and  the  fo- 
reigner with  great  readiness,  at  once  interposed 
his  6wn  denial  to  such  a  proposal. 

'*No,  no, — muss  not  play — cars  do  for  me 
whatever  he  please  me  —  so  my  honner  is  not 
satisfy ;  for  dough  you  know  parfaitement  I 
woos  not  play  my  treeck  wis  my  frens,  for  dat 
all  de  same  my  honner  woos  not  be  happy." 

**  We're  much  obleeged  to  your  honour,"'  said 
Flannerty  :  "  tobe  sure,  we  know  you're  a  gin- 
tleman  every  inch  o'  you." 

"  Oui!  ouir  said  the  Frenchman  proudly. 

'*  Sure  enough,  "faith,"  said  Flannerty,  **  it  is 
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hind  him  and  say  as  some  card  was  played  ^'  Ha ! 
dat  is  not  goot." 

"  How  do  you  know  ?*"  the  tinker  would  cry 
in  affected  displeasure. 

"  Me  know  ver  well." 

"  Not  you  in  throth — ^go  tache  your  mammy 
to  milk  ducks !  I  know  more  o*  *  spoil  five'  than 
all  the  Frinchmen  that  ever  was  born.  Play  T 
said  he  to  his  fellow-gamesters !  ^^  Hillo !  the 
five  fingers !  by  dad  I  'm  done  !  Well,  the 
game's  spylte^  anyhow.     Dale^  Re^an.'^ 

The  cards  were  distributed  again,  and  Solo- 
mon  having  the  ace  of  trumps,  put  out  a 
weak  card  from  his  hand  to  take  in  the  trump 
card  in  its  place,  saying,  as  is  customary, 
**  I  rob.'' 

^^By  my  sowl,  you  have  been  doin'  that 
ever  since  we  sat  down  almost!"  said  Flan- 
nerty.  *^I  dunna  how  you  conthrive  to  win 
so  often  !*" 

^^  When  you  play  as  long  as  I  have  played, 
ma  bouchal^  you'll  not  wondhcr/'  said  Solomon, 
very  quietly  taking  the  turned-up  trump  card 
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from  its  place  on  the  pack.  ^^  That's  nothing  to 
what  I  can  do.  Give  me  a  dhrop  o'  brandyj 
munseer,  as  you  Ve  idle." 

The  Frenchman  handed  him  the  bottle,  say* 
ing  at  the  same  time,  ^^  wat  is  dat  you  say  abous 
nussing  ?^ 

^^  I  say  that  is  nothing  to  what  I  can  do,*^ 
said  Solomon,  who  put  the  bottle  to  his  mouth 
and  took  a  copious  swig. 

"  Ma  foil  every  ting  in  dis  world  is  nussing,"^ 
said  the  Frenchman — "  nussing  at  all.'' 

^^  Oh,  be  aisy  with  your  larning,  munseer,'' 
said  Flannerty. 

^^  Bote  I  say  dat  is  true,"  repeated  the 
Frenchman  :  ^^  all  de  univer  is  nussing.'' 

^^  And  am  I  nothing  ?"  asked  Solomon. 

^^  Nussing  at  all,"  said  the  Frenchman. 

^^  And  is  this  nothing  ?"  again  he  asked, 
holding  up  the  jar  of  brandy. 

"  Nussing  at  all :  every  ting  is  nussing." 

The  old  tinker  put  the  jar  to  his  mouth,  and 
finishing  the  remaining  spirit  that  .was  in  it,  he 
withdrew  it  from  his  lips,  saying,  '^  Well,  take 
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nothing  from  nothings'  and  nothing  remains;" 
and  he  held  up  the  inverted  bottle  amid  the 
laughter  of  his  companions. 

On  went  the  game,  and  the  laughing  and 
the  drinking  and  the  cheating,  until  a  dead 
pause  was  produced  amongst  the  noisy  group 
by  a  vivid  iBash  of  lightning,  followed  by  a  loud 
peal  of  thunder,  which  suddenly  interrupted 
their  revelry.  The  laugh  was  silenced,  the  win- 
ning card  upheld  in  the  suspended  hand  of  the 
gamester,  and  the  flask  arrested  in  its  progress 
to  the  lips  of  the  bacchanal ;  looks  of  wonder 
tinged  with  terror  were  exchanged  amongst  the 
Hsteners,  and  while  they  were  yet  fear-bound, 
another  flash  gleamed  through  a  narrow  grat- 
ing which  admitted  a  small  portion  of  light 
and  air  to  the  vault,  and  its  white  and  vivid 
glare  made  the  dull  red  blaze  of  the  fire  they 
sat  near  seem  more  lurid.  The  gang,  to  an 
imaginative  mind,  might  have  seemed  like  a 
troop  of  unholy  spirits  round  a  watchfire  of  the 
nether  world. 

**  God  be  good  to  me  !^  said  Regan,  dropping 
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the  cards  from  his  hand ;  ^^  did  you  ever  see 
anything  like  that !  1 11  play  no  more — ^it's  not 
good  to  play  on  a  Sunday  ;**  and  he  arose. 

^^  Bah !  don't  be  fool,^  said  the  Frenchman, 
who  was  the  most  unconcerned  of  the  party, 
and  who  assumed  to  be  more  unconcerned  than 
he  really  was;  "  you  no  philosophe — tonzer  and 
loightening  is  nussing  but  natture.  You  no 
frighten  at  de  sun,  and  de  moon,  and  de  star, 
which  is  natture  as  well  as  de  tonzer :  you 
might  as  well  be  fright  for  de  watter  you  drink 
as  de  tonzer.^ 

Another  tremendous  peal  silenced  the  bab- 
bling of  the  Frenchman,  who,  when  the  lessen- 
ing reverberations  died  away,  said  in  a  very 
altered  tone,  ^^  Dere  is  gret  shange  in  de 
wedder." 

Regan  had  ascended  from  the  vault  when  he 
left  his  game,  and  on  gaining  the  ground  story 
of  the  building  and  looking  forth,  he  beheld 
a  great  change  indeed  from  the  aspect  the 
scene  had  worn  when  he  descended  from  the 
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hill-top  a  short  time  before.  One  of  those 
sudden  storms  peculiar  to  the.  season  had  come 
on ;  the  heavens  were  dark,  the  forked  light- 
ning only  dispelling  the  gloom  with  terrific  and 
momentary  brightness,  the  ra;n  falling  in  that 
deluging  profuseness  characteristic  of  such  ele- 
mentary commotion,  and  the  frolic  stream  that 
ran  through  the  valley  becoming  a  raging  tor- 
rent. He  returned  to  his  companions,  and  had 
scarcely  descended  the  ladder  which  led  to  the 
vault,  when  a  crash  rang  over  the  vaulted  roof: 
there  was  no  mistaking  the  sound — ^it  was  evi- 
dent  the  building  had  been  struck  by  lightning, 
and  every  one  who  yet  held  his  cards  flung 
them  down  and  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  looks 
and   exclamations    of    terror    burst  from  the 

gang. 

*^  Let  us  lave  the  place,"  said  Regan;  ^^  it's 
onlooky." 

"  We  're  safer  here  than  anywhere  else," 
said  Solomon,  he  and  De  Welskein  being  the 
only  persons  who  retained  their  self-possession, 
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though  the  withered  face  of  the  old  tinker  was 
paler  than  ordinary. 

"  Ver  true,  mon  ami^  said  the  Frenchman : 
^^  come — come  round  de  fire,  and  tek  some  bran- 
dee.     Gret  shange  in  de  wedder,  by  gar  !^ 

"  I  never  seen  sitch  rain  in  all  my  days,**  said 
Regan,  who  bore  a  particularly  troubled  aspect 
^<  And  to  think  of  sitch  terrible  thundher  bein' 
so  late  in  the  saison !  I  always  heer*d  it  was 
onlooky  to  play  cards  on  Sunday  ;  and  I  never 
missed  mass  before  !^^ 

"  Bah  !"  said  the  Frenchman;  "  mebbee  you 
better  go  to  shappel  now." 

"  I  wish  to  the  Lord  I  heer^d  mass  to-day !" 
muttered  Regan,  whose  superstitious  nature 
operated  powerfully  upon  him. 

Another  peal  of  thunder  followed. 

"  You  hear  that^  don't  you  ?"  said  Solomon. 

Regan  marked  himself  with  the  sign  of  the 

cross,   and  muttered   the  formula  of  blessing 

himself.     "  Isn't  it  wondherful,  sitch  dhreadful 

claps  o'  thundher  in  October  ?"' 

'^  Not  at  all,"  said  Solomon :  *'  the  heaviest 
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thundbier&stonn    ever  was  in  my  memory  fell 
on  a  Christmas  day/' 

*^It's  rainin^  as  if  heaven  and  earth  was 
comin'  together,'^  said  Regan. 

*<Dotft  you  be  'fraid  of  dat,"  said  De  Wel- 
^kein;  "  de  *eaven  and  de  ert  stay  were  dey  are; 
— tek  some  brandee." 

Some  sods  of  turf  were  thrown  upon  the 
fire  to  increase  it,  and  the  party  stood  round 
the  hearth  in  silence,  awed  by  the  increasing 
storm  and  the  fearful  glare  of  the  lightning ; 
but  instead  of  the  fire  showing  symptoms  of 
reviving  under  the  fuel  cast  upon  it,  a  low  hiss- 
ing sound  gave  warning  it    was  assailed  by 
moisture,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  whole  floor 
of  the  vault  was  covered  with  water.    The  river 
had  risen  to  a  fearful  height,  and  a  rapid  flood- 
ing of  this  subterranean  apartment  was  the  con- 
sequence.   There  was  no  choice  left  now,  and 
the  party  simultaneously  moved   towards  the 
ladder  that  led  to  the  upper  part  of  the  Folly  : 
but  a  cry  of  horror  burst  from  the  lips  of  the 
first  man  who  gained  the  accustomed  opening, 
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when  be  found  it  was  completely  Uoeked  »p 
by  the  fallen  masses  of  the  building  tbt  ligbt- 
ning  had  smitten. 

A  scene  of  terror  and  oonfosion  now  arose 
which  no  language  could  describe.  Even  De 
Welskein,  though  hitherto  heeding  not  the  ele- 
mentary commotion,  was  not  proof  against  sach 
solid  evidence  of  it  as  the  tons  of  fallen  masoniy 
that  choked  the  only  passage  from  the  vault; 
and  Solomon  shared  the  fear  in  conimon  with 
the  rest.  Regan  was  the  most  furious  of  the 
set ;  and  while  the  amount  of  terror  whidi  the 
thunder  excited  only  made  him  pray,  the  in* 
crease  of  it,  which  the  horrible  fate  that  seemed 
to  await  him  furoduced,  made  him  curse. 

**  May  the  divil  resaive  you,  you  owld  vil- 
lian  !*"  said  he  to  Solomon ;  ^^  what  made  yon 
bring  me  here  at  all  ?  I  was  going' to  mass,  only 
for  you,*' 

"  Me  bring  you  !"  said  Solomon ;  **  no,  you 
chicken-hearted  murdherer — for  you  would  be 
if  you  dar — it  was  the  bitther  hate  brought  you 
here.   You  kem  to  get  Rory  O'More  out  o'  your 
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sight ;  but  yoa'll  get  more  wather  than  you  like, 
yourself,  before  him,  —  and  hell's  cure  to  you  l^ 

**  G — d  d — ^n  !  why  do  you  curse  for?^  said 
De  Welskein,  who  now  thought  of  trying  to 
esi^pe^  at  the  grated  window. 

He  induced  them  to  come  down  the  ladder, 
th|i^  he  might  rear  it  against  the  aperture; 
and  having  done  so,  he  ascended  rapidly.  But 
the  grating  was  too  narrow  to  admit  a  man 
%o  pass,  and  too  strong  and  firm  to  be  shaken 
in  a  hurry:  in  ther  mean  time  the  water  was 
rising  fkst,  the  men  being  already  knee-deep. 

^*  Pull  him  down  out  o'  that,''  said  Regan ; 
^^  and  let  us  get  up  the  laddher  agin  to  the 
dobi^f  We'll  have  room  enbugh  to  stand  up 
diere,  and  not^be  dhrownded  like  rats.  PuU 
him  downP 

"  ^  Silencej  poltron  r  said  De  Welskein.  "You 
poor  coVs-heart !  G- — d  d — n  !  let  ladder 
lone ;  lissen,  all  you,  lissen  !" 

He  deisired  that  the  stones  on  which  the 
l^ankd  had  rested  to  form  their  dinner-table, 
and  those  which  had  served  for  seats  also,  should 

m2 


244  RORY  o'morjs. 

be  rolled  over  near  tbe  wall,  where,  by  paling 
them  one  on  another,  a  foundation  would  be 
formed  on  which  to  rest  one  aid  of  a  plank,  while 
the  other  extremity  might  be  supported  higher 
up  on  the  ladder ;  that  thus  they  might  be.  pre- 
served from  drowning,  while  they  could  be  at 
the  same  time  near  the  window,  at  which  they 
could  work  alternately  with  their  knives  till 
the  iron  grating  was  loosened,  and  their  egress 
effected. 

This  plan  was  immediately  acted  upon, 
though  terror  still  prevailed  amongst  them. 
Solomon  was  one  of  the  first  to  follow  the 
Frenchman's  advice ;  and  as  he  approached 
the  table  of  planks,  he  saw  the  stakes  of  the 
deserted  game  lying  untouched :  even  in  such 
a  moment  the  ravening  appetite  for  the  coin 
could  not  be  repressed  ;  —  he  pounced  upon 
the  money  and  made  it  his  own : —  daring  to 
play  the  robber  even  on  the  brink  of  eternity. 
Regan  was  the  only  one  who  perceived  him, 
and  he  had  not  courage  enough  to  speak  out ; 
but  in  his  heart  he  wondered  at  and  cursed  tbe 
undaunted  old  miscreant. 
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The  water  continued  to  gain  rapidly  upon 
them,  and  they  had  no  time  to  spare  in  making 
the  proposed  arrangement  for  their  safety.  When 
it  was  completed,  there  was  a  dispute  who 
should  occupy  the  highest  point  on  the  plank ; 
and  the  terrible  example  of  selfishness  and 
ruiBanism  exhibited,  would  only  disgust  were 
it  recorded. 

It  was  an  awful  scene  !  There  were  those 
whose  lives  were  in  jeopardy  to  whom  an  un- 
prepared call  to  a  final  account  would  have 
been  fearful;  and  yet,  amongst  them  there 
was  less  of  prayers  than  curses. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

4 

DE  LACT  DEPARTS  FOR  FRANCE. — RORY  GIVXS  ▲  RINT  FOE 
MAKING  GOOD  PUNCH;  AND  SCRUBBS  PROVES  THE  FAL- 
LACY OF  THE  SAYING,  THAT  A  MAN  FINDS  HIS  WARM" 
EST   WELCOME  AT   AN    INN. 

The  same  day  that  was  appointed  for  the 
meeting  of  the  smugglers  in  the  Folly  was 
destined  for  the  departure  of  De  Lacy  from  the 
cottage  of  Rory  O'More. 

De  Lacy  had  his  misgivings  whether  it  would 
be  safe  for  Rory  to  remain  in  the  country  after 
what  had  happened,  and  feared  that  his  ready 
and  generous  conversion  of  the  colonePs  pass 
to  his  friend^s  safety  might  become  the  means 
of  his  being  discovered  by  the  colonel  and  his 
party,  and  marked  out  for  their  vengeance. 
This  thought  weighed  heavily  upon  him»  and 
he  expressed  to  Rory  his  fears  upon  the  sub- 
jecty  with  an  offer  of  making  him  the  compa- 
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nion  of  his  voyage,  and  so  securing  his  safety: 
but  Rory  refused  the  offer  with  thankfulness 
for  the  kindness  and  consideration  by  which  it 
was  prompted,  and  declared  his  intention  to  re- 
main. 

"  Sure,  what  would  the  mother  and  Mary  do 
without  me  ?^ 

This  was  his  only,  and  (with  him)  unanswer- 
able argument  against  the  measure;  so,  in  con- 
elusion,  it  was  agreed  that  De  Lacy  should 
make  his  voyage  without  the  companionship  of 
our  hero. 

**  I'll  go  with  you  to  see  you  off,  though," 
said  Rory. 

"No,  Rory  ,*'  said  De  Lacy:  "if  you  will 
not  bear  me  company  altogether,  you  must 
not  in  part.  As  you  are  determined  on  re- 
maining behind,  it  would  be  a  still  further  pre- 
sumptive evidence  against  you  to  be  absent 
even  for  a  day  or  two  from  your  home." 

It  was  therefore  agreed  that  a  couple  of 
horses  should  be  hired  in  Sinockbracken,  and 
Conolly,  instead  of  Rory,  become  De  Lacy's 
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guide  to  the  coast.  Knockbracken  happened 
to  be  the  village  on  Regan's  side  of  the  coun- 
try ;  for  that  in  the  neighbourhood  of  CKMore^s 
was  too  insignificant  to  produce  a  horse  for  hire. 

The  parting  of  De  Lacy  from  the  cottage  was 
painful  to  all  parties  —  they  did  not  know  h6w 
much  so,  until  the  moment  came.  The  women 
cried,  andDe  Lacy  was  silent — a  kindly  pressure 
of  the  hand  of  the  mother  and  daughter  was 
the  last  parting  testimonial  of  friendship  be 
gave  them ;  and  as  he  hurried  from  the  quiet 
little  lane,  the  widow  and  Mary  sent  after  him 
many  a  fervent  blessing. 

Rory  accompanied  him  as  far  as  the  point 
whence  he  was  to  take  horse,  and  they  wended 
their  way  thitherward  in  comparative  silence. 
The  approach  of  the  parting  hour  is  sadden- 
ing ;  and  the  thoughts  which  in  happier  mo- 
ments we  give  to  the  tongue,  the  heart  refuses 
to  part  with  then. 

On  reaching  the  hostel  of  the  "Black  Bull,'' 
the  nags  of  Larry  Finnegan  were  put  in  requi- 
sition ;  and  while  Conolly  went  to  assist  in  their 


preparation  for  the  road,  De  Lacy  kept  Rory 
for  the  few  last  words. 

"  JBory,**  said  he,  ^'  the  kindness  I  have  met 
under  your  mother's  roof  I  can  never  forget, 
jsknd  your  courage  and  conduct  have  been  be- 
yond all  praise.** 

"  Don't  mintion  it,  if  you  plaze,  Mr.  De 
Lacy.'' 

^*  I  should  be  ungrateful  if  I  did  not,"  said  De 
Jjacy.  "  Now,  your  mother,  Rory,  would  not 
per^nit  me  to  make  her  any  acknowledgment ; 

but—" 

^^  Murdher,  murdher  !  don*t  disthress  me !" 
said  Rory. 

**  Listen  to  me,  Rory,"  said  De  Lacy.— • 
*^  Though  your  mother  has  refused  anything  in 
the  shape  of  remuneration,  you,  I  hope " 

"  Is  it  me  !"  said  Rory. 

'VNow,  do  listen  to  me!"  said  De  Lacy. 
**  Surely  you  won't  refuse  some  trifling  gift 
from  your  parting  friend  as  a  keepsake  ?" 

"  Oh  !  a  keepsake,"  said  Rory,  "  is  another 
affair." 
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"  That's  a  good  fellow  r  said  De  Lacy. 
**  Here,  then  —  take  this,  and  keep  it  for  ay 
sake,^  and  he  drew  forth  a  gold  watch. 

Rory  kept  looking  at  the  watch  and  De 
Lacy  alternately  in  wonder,  and  at  last  aud, 
"  Why,  thin,  is  it  a  watch  r 

«  Yes.'' 

"  And  a  gooU  watch  !" 

"  Yes :  what 's  so  wonderful  about  it  P" 

^^  Is  it  me  with  a  gooM  watch  I  -—By  dad ! 
you  might  as  well  see  a  pig  with  a  cocked 
hatr 

"  But  as  a  keepsake,  Rory  ?" 

^^  Oh,  something  less  costly  than  thatj  if  you 
plaze,  Mr.  De  Lacy :  sure,  that 's  worth  a  hand- 
ful o'  guineas.  And  thin,  what's  more,  sure  I've 
no  use  for  a  watch  :  there 's  the  blessed  sun 
that  rises  and  sets  evermore ;  and  if  I  want  to 
know  the  time  o'  day,  I  've  only  to  cock  up  my 
eye  at  him,  and  I  can  tell  it  a'most  as  well 
as  if  he  was  a  clock  —  beggin'  his  pardon  for 
comparin'  him  to  the  like  —  but  all  as  one,  I 
mane,  in  the  regard  of  the  hour." 
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^*  But)  Rory,  it  is  not  for  use,  but  as  a  keep- 
sake,.! wish  you  to  take  it.*"^ 

"  Sure^  auything  else  will  do  as  well  for  a 
keepsake :  give  me  that  switch  out  o^  your  hand, 
and  I  ^11  value  it  as  much  as  all  the  watches  ev^ 
was  made.^ 

'^  That 's  too  insignificant,  Rory— indeed  it 
is  :  think  of  something  else.*"^ 

"  Well,  then,  sir,  since  you  desire  me  to  say 
tbe  thing  myself  and  will  have  it  so,  there 's 
your  sleeve-^buttofls ;  and  if  you  give  thim  to 
me,  it  is  proud  I  ^11  be  to  wear  the  same  things 
on  me  that  you  yourself  wore.'' 

"  There,''  said  De  Lacy,  taking  them  from 
his  wrist — "and  I  only  regret  they  are  so 
worthless  a  gift."" 

^^  Ah,  sir  !  it  is  the  giver,  and  not  the  gift, 
I  think  of,''  said  Rory. 

Gonolly  now  led  forth  the  horses  saddled  ; 
and  though  neither  the  beasts  nor  their  furniture 
were  much  to  be  admired,  De  Lacy  was  assur- 
ed the  rough  hacks  would  do  him  good  service: 
so,  mounting  into  a  very  old  high-pommelled 
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saddle,  he  once  more  shook  hands  with  Bory, 
and  bidding  him  an  affectionate  farewell,  with 
the  hope  of  a  speedy  and  triumphant  return,  he 
took  the  road  towards  the  coast  and  was  soon 
beyond  the  village. 

Rory  then  went  to  chapel ;  and  thoughts  of 
the  expedition  and  hopes  for  his  country  min- 
gled with  his  devotions,  and  a  prayer  fior  the 
safety  of  the  friend  from  whom  be  had  just 
parted,  rose  sincerely  from  his  heart.  Mass 
being  over,  he  returned  to  the '  ^^  Black  Bull,^ 
where  the  host,  Larry  Finnegan,  was  serving 
his  customers  with  tobacco  and  drink. 

"  I  ""m  come  to  ax  you  for  something,  Larry ,"* 
said  Rory. 

^'  And  you  shall  have  it  with  pleasure,  my 
buck,"  said  Larry.  "  What  would  you  like? 
I  "ve  a  fresh  tap  here,  and  it 's  iligant.** 

^•Nothing  in  that  way,  Larry,  to-day;  but 
I  jist  came  to  see  if  you  Ve  done  vrith  the 
crowbar  I  lint  you  some  time  agon,  as  I'm 
in  want  of  it  myself  to  quarry  some  stones  to- 


morrow.^ 
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**  Yi^;  there  it  is,  standin'  over  in  the  corner 
beyant  the  hob  in  the  kitchen  forniust  you : 
I  *m  done  wid  it, — many  thanks  to  you  !^ 

**  Why,  thin,  what  would  you  want  wid  a 
crow-bar,  Finnegan?^  said  one  of  his  customers. 

"Ob,  it^s  the  misthiss  you  should  ax  about 
that,^  said  Rory. 

**  Why,  is  it  for  batitf  her  he  got  it  ?'' 

"  No,''  said  Finnegan.  "  It  's  a  flail  I  have 
for  that." 

*^It  is  Misthiss  Finn^an  that  wants  it," 
said  Rory ;  "  and  I  wondher  you  never  heer'd 
the  rayson/' 

**  Why,  thin,  what  is  it,  Rory,  my  boy  ?  I  '11 
be  bound  it 's  a  quare  one  you'll  give,  anyhow*" 

**  You  see,*"  said  Rory,  "  she  makes  the 
punch  so  sthrong,  that  she  bent  all  her  spoons 
Bthrivin"  to  stir  it;  and  so  she  borrowed  the 
crow-bar." 

"  Long  life  to  you,  Rory,  your  sowl !"  said 
Finnegan,  who  relished  this  indirect  compli- 
ment to  the  character  of  his  establishment. 
^'  Divil  be  from  me,  but  you  won^t  lave  the 
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house  this  day  without  takin^  a  tumbler  with 
the  misthiss,  afther  that! — and  she  AaH  mix 
it  herself  for  you  —  and  with  the  croto-6«f, 
my  boy  T 

Rory  would  not  refuse  the  hospitaKty  o£^- 
ed,  so,  entering  the  kitchen^  he  sat  by  iht 
fire ;  and  Mrs.  Finn^an  endeaycmred  to  mp^ 
port  the  character  he  had  given  her,  by'bnewt- 
ing  one  of  her  best,  and  die  returned  to 
the  kitchen  in  smiles  to  present  to  IWry  i 
*^  screeching**  tumbler  of  punch. 

While  he  was  sitting  there,  chiUthig^  and 
sipping  his  beverage,  the  storm  noticed  in 
the  foregoing  chapter  began  to  threaten,  and 
soon  burst  in  all  its  violence  over  the  village. 
The  women  blessed  themselves ;  and  the  mirth 
and  noise  of  the  public-house  sank  before 
the  peals  of  thunder  which  rolled  above  them. 
Rory,  remembering  he  had  some  miles  to  walk 
before  he  should  reach  his  home,  went  to  the 
door  to  look  out,  and  judge  if  the  storm  seem- 
ed but  a  sudden  burst,  or  threatened  a  longer 
duration ;  and  in  the  angry  aspect  of  the  skies 
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he  saw  nothing  but  the  alternative  of  a  long 
wait  in  the  village  or  a  wet  skin  before  him. 
As  he  looked  up  the  street,  Scrubbs  was  riding 
down  the  road  at  a  furious  pace  to  get  oin- 
der  shelter ;  but  before  reaching  the  **  Black 
Bull,^  a  vivid  flash  of  lightning  made  his  horse 
start  violently,  and  the  suddenness  of  the  action 
brought  horse  and  rider  to  the  ground. 

*^  Ood  bless  usP  exclaimed  Rory. 

*^  What 's  the  matter  ?"  said  some  bystand* 
ers  within  the  house,  who  had  not  seen  the 
occurrence. 

"I  believe  the  Collecther  is  kilt  with  a 
stroke  o'  lightning  P 

A  universal  exclamation  of  ^^  God  bless  us  i" 
echoed  Rory's  first  ejaculation,  and  the  people 
crowded  to  the  door  to  look  out. 

Scrubbs,  who  was  only  stunned  by  the  fall, 
now  made  an  effort  to  rise;  and  Rory  in  a  mo- 
ment  ran  to  his  assistance  and  was  by  his  side. 

"  You  're  not  kilt  P''  said  Rory. 

"  No,"  said  Scrubbs. 

"  Are  you  scorched  itself?" 
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The  fall  of  Scrubbs  rendered  him  as  yet 
unconscious  of  the  meaning  of  the  questioa. 

"  By  dad  !**  said  Rory,  "  I  thought  you 
wor  kilt  with  the  lightning!  Gome  into  th^ 
house  out  o^  the  rain."*^  And  so  saying,  he  led 
Scrubbs  to  the  "  Black  Bull.^ 

Some  others  went  to  the  assistance  of  the 
horse,  but  it  was  found  the  animal  had  slipped 
its  shoulder  and  could  not  rise  without  help. 
This  being  afforded,  the  poor  brute  lioiped 
along  to  the  stable  of  the  hosteL 

After  a  few  minutes  the  Collector  was  quite 
recovered,  having  escaped  with  a  few  bruises ; 
and  his  own  safety  left  him  at  liberty  to  la- 
ment over  the  mishap  of  his  steed,  to  whose 
stable  he  repaired,  exclaiming  as  he  went,  **  It's 
very  unfortunate  !" 

"  'Faith,  it  is  unfortunate,"  said  Finnegan, 
"  that  your  neck  wasnH  bruk ! — I  'd  like  to 
dhrink  at  your  wake."*^ 

'*  Oh,  God  forgive  you,  Larry !"  said  the  wife ; 
"  why  would  you  be  wishin'  the  man's  death  ?** 

**  Bekase  there  would  be  a  blackguard  the 
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less  in  the  world  :  sure,  he  got  me  fined,  come 
Candlemas  next  a  year;  and  you  know  it.**' 

"  Throth,  he 's  a  dirty  blackguard,  I  know," 
said  the  po]ite  Mrs.  Finnegan :  ^^  so  lave  him 
to  God." 

"  To  the  divil,  you  mane,"  said  Finnegan. 

"  Thrue  for  you,  by  my  sowl,  Larry,"  said 
Bome  of  tlie  bystanders,  who  all  hated  Scrubbs 
most  cordially. 

**  I  wondher  he  didn't  keep  a  tight  hand 
over  the  baste !"  said  one. 

"  Faix,  so  do  I !"  said  another ;  "  for  he 
keeps  a  mighty  tight  hand  over  everybody 
else.'' 

**  Sure  enough,'*  said  a  third,  "  it  *s  he  that 's 
the  rale  grinder." 

^^  Whisht !  here  he  comes  back,  bad  cess  to 
him  !"  said  the  former  speaker,  as  Scrubbs  re- 
entered the  house. 

But  the  man  who  dubbed  him  a  grinder, 
though  he  did  not  speak  the  word,  continued 
to  sitig  the  nickname  in  the  Collector's  face; 
and  he  hummed  to  a  lilting  tune  — 
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^TaRy,heigii-hol 
Yoa  Acnow 
Tairy,  lidgfa-lio  1  the  ^[rmcfer:" — 

and  a  low  laugh  and  furtive  glances  exshangeA 
among  the  peasants,  made  Scrubbs  fed  very 
uncomfortable,  for  he  suspected  they  bore  some 
allusion  to  himself. 

There  was  not  one  voice  to  express  sorrow  for 
his  accident,  nor  congratulation  upon  his  escapei 
so  disliked  had  he  made  himsdf  in  the  couo« 
try ;  and  but  for  Rory  O'More,  whose  generous 
heart  was  open  to  the  distress  even  of  a  foe,  he 
would  not  have  had  a  single  being  to  do  him 
a  service. 

Scrubbs  wished  to  push  homewards,  and  asked 
Finnegan  to  let  him  have  a  horse  on  hire. 

^^  I  haven't  one,^  said  Finnegan. 
You  've  two,  you  mean,''  said  Scrubbs. 
They  ''re  both   engaged,"   said   the  land- 
lord. 

**  I  '11  pay  you  whatever  you  ask,"  said 
Scrubbs. 

<^  I  tell  you,  I  haven^t  thim,"  said  Finnegap 
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gruffly  ;  and  he  added  In  an  under  tone,  *^  and 
if  I  had,  you  shouldn't  have  thira." 

"Do  you  mean  they  are  both  engaged ?** 
saidStrubbs. 

**  Yis,*"  vas  the  short  answer. 

The  storm  continued  to  rage  on.  The  pub- 
lic-house, whose  noisy  mirth  was  quelled  by  its 
outbreak,  seemed  to  have  gathered  an  addi- 
tional  gloom  from  the  presence  of  the  Collector, 
One  by  one  the  customers  of  the  "  Black 
Bull''  dropped  off:  those  who  lived  in  the  vil. 
lage,  first ;  who  could  make  a  run  through  the 
storm  to  their  homes;  those  in  the  vicipity^ 
next;  and,  at  last,  when  there  seemed  no 
chance  of  its  abatement,  even  they  wh6se 
homes  were  more  distant  seemed  to  think  theri? 
was  no  use  in  longer  tarrying,  and  so,  wrap* 
ping  their  frieze-coats  round  them,  burying 
their  faces  in  their  collars,  and  pulling  their 
eaubeens  tightly  over  their  eyes,  they  one  by 
one  made  for  the  door,  and  balancing  them-* 
selves  for  a  moment  on  the  threshold  between 
a  wait  or  a  wetting,   they  butted  with   their 
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heads  against  the  wind,  and  ^'pelted**  away 
through  the  storm. 

Rory  and  Scrubbs  were  the  only  guests  left 
within  the  walls  of  the  ^^  Black  Bull,^  and  Rory 
seemed,  at  last,  inclined  to  follow  the  example 
of  those  who  departed.  On  expressing  this  in- 
tention, Scrubbs  manifested  great  uneasiness^ 
for  he  did  not  like  remaining  alone  in  the  pub- 
lic-house, whose  landlord  he  had  mulcted  in  a 
fine  on  some  trivial  pretext;  and  the  savage 
manner  of  the  man,  added  to  the  consciousness 
of  the  cause  he  had  given  him  for  dislike,  made 
Scrubbs  loath  to  become  a  solitary  lodger  in 
the  deserted  inn. 

When  he  found  Rory  determined  to  go,  and 
that  his  way  was  homewards,  he  expressed  a 
desire  to  accompany  him,  for  their  road  lay 
together,  and  it  was  matter  of  great  import^ 
ance  to  the  Collector  to  have  a  companion, — 
for  to  travel  the  country  alone  on  foot  was 
what  he  dreaded  too  much  to  venture  upon, 
and  considered  even  more  hazardous  than  re- 
maining where  he  was. 
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A  fe^w  days  before,  he  would  not  have  chosen 
Rory  for  a  companion  ;  but  the  circumjitances 
of  the  intended  arrest  of  De  Lacy  had  mysti- 
fied him,  and  made  him  imagine  that  perhaps 
Rory  was  not  the  dangerous  person  he  had 
taken  him  for ;  and  at  all  events,  under  exists 
ing  circumstances,  he  could  not  but  be  glad  of 
his  convoy ;  so,  declaring  himself  ready  to  face 
the  road  on  foot  with  our  hero,  and  thanking 
Finnegan,  whose  care  of  his  horse's  shoulder 
he  urged,  Rory  said  "  Good-b'ye  r  to  the  land- 
lord of  the  "  Black  Bull ''  and  his  punch- 
making  wife^  and,  not  forgetting  his  crow-bar, 
sallied  forth  from  the  snug  shelter  of  the  warm 
hostel  to  buffet  the  chilling  storm  which  still 
raged  with  unmitigated  fury. 

They  proceeded  in  silence  until  they  passed 
the  skirts  of  the  village ;  when  Rory,  turning 
from  the  high  road,  struck  into  a  path  through 
the  fields  that  lay  beside  it. 

"  Where  are  you  going,  CMore  ?'^  said  the 
Collector, 

"  A  short  cut,*^  said  Rory. 
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*^  DonH  go  through  the  fields,^  said  Scrubbs : 
*^  the  road  is  safer.'^ 

"  Why,  what  danger  do  you  dhread  in  the 
fields  ?^  said  Rory. 

*'  Only,  the  road  is  safer ;  the  fields  are  so 
lonely y*^  said  the  Collector. 

**  Maybe  you  're  afeard  6*  me,  Misther 
Scrubbs  ?^  said  Rory.  .-  •  • 
No,  no,  my  dear  (yMore  I"  • 
Bekaxe  yoii  may  go  back:  to  the  *  Black 
Buir  if  you  ace.  I  didn't  ax  '^otir  oobh 
pany ;  and  high-road  or  bye-ioad  b'allene  to 
me.**  '.-,.■  .'..».•  - 

^<  Now,  O^MOTe,  I  b^  your  pardc^  — «-doD't 
be  offended — ^but  indeed  these  bye>patha — ''^■ 

<'  Arrah,  don't  be  so  frightful  f"  said  BqfTf, 
with  a  tone  of  contempt  in  his  'voice,  whidli'he 
could  not  control  at  this  exhil»tion  of  poltrooiif 
ery  :  **  it 's  a  short  cut  of  fuD  two  miles  to  quit 
the  road  here  and  head  up  the  banks  of  the 
sthream  through  the  glin  of  the  Folly .'^ 

*^  Bless  my  soul !"  said  Scrubbs,  laying  his 
hand  on  Rory's  arm  and  making  a  dead  stand ; 
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—  *^  surely  you're  not  a-goiog  through  that 
horrid  lonely  place  f 

"  In  throth  I  am,"  said  Rory ;  "  and  if  you 
don't  like  to  come,  as  I  said  before,  you  may 
go  back." 

Scrubbs  was  in  a  painful  state  of  doubt ; 
he   could    not    tell   which    he    dreaded   most 

—  the  Folly  or  Finnegan ;  and  thus  goaded 
by  the  horns  of  the  dilemma,  or  rather  the 
"  Black  Bull,"  he  ventured  to  go  forward  with 
Rory.  After  getting  over  about  half  a  mile  of 
broken  ground,  they  topped  the  hill  that  com- 
manded the  glen  of  the  Folly ;  and  when 
Scrubbs  saw  the  state  of  swollen  turbulence 
in  which  the  stream  swept  down  the  valley,  he 
asked  CMore,  in  one  of  his  coward  tones,  if 
he  would  venture  to  approach  it.. 

"  Sure,  it  won't  bite  you,"  said  Rory. 

**  But  it  might  drown  you,"  said  Scrubbs. 

**  Thim  that 's  born  for  hangin*  was  never 
meant  for  dhrownin',''  said  Rory  in  a  question- 
able tone. 

"  You  say  very  odd  things,  O'More,"  said 
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Scrubbs,  who  could  not  fathom  whether  Borj 
meant  himself  or  the  Collector  in  hia  lait 
speech.  ^^  But  isn'^t  the  valley  dangerous  with 
this  dreadful  flood  in  it  ?^ 

*'^  Faix,  there  will  be  worse  than  the  flood  in 
it  when  you  and  I  are  there  !^  said  Rory,  whose 
contempt  for  the  Collector's  pusillanimity  had 
so  increased,  that  he  deemed  it  fit  subject  for 
mirth,  and  did  not  hesitate  to  toiment  the 
paltry  coward  with  an  ambiguity  of  expreft> 
sion  which  left,  in  the  vagueness  of  the  aHu* 
sion,  the  application  of  it  open  to  either  of 
them ;  so  that  he  might  endure  either  offenee 
or  fear,  as  the  case  might  be. 

*'  Are  you  sure  it  ^s  safe  ?"  said  Scrubbs. 

*'  It 's  safe  enough  for  me,  anyhow,***  said 
Rory  :  ^^  I  don't  know  if  you  be  a  dangerous 
person."'"' 

^*  How  do  you  mean,  dangerous  ?'^  said 
Scrubbs. 

**  Likely  for  hurt  or  harm,^'  said  Rory. 

"  I  hope  not,  O'More,^'  said  the  Collector, 
straining  to  keep  up  with  Rory^s  vigorous  pace 
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as  ht  dadied  into  the  glen ;  and  as  they  ap- 

proadied  the  stream,  he  again  asked  his  guide 

if  be  did  not  consider  the  valley  impassable 

without  much  risk. 

"  Not  in  the  laste,'**  said  Rory :  *'  it 's  over 

a&  iuiur  yet  before  the  pass  up  the  valley  will 

be  flooded." 

*    So  saying,  he  pressed  on,  and  was  drawing 

near  the  walls  of  the  Folly,  when  he  suddenly 

stopped  and  said  to  Scrubbs, 

t    **  Didnl  you  hear  a  shout  ?" 

**  Where  ?^'  said   the  Collector,   getting  as 

close  to  him  as  he  could. 

^^  I  thought  I  heerd  a  halloo,"  said  Rory : 
''  Hsten !'' 

A  burst  of  thunder  followed :  the  Collector 
shuddered. 

**  I  suppose  Hwas  only  the  storm,^  said 
Rory.  ^^  Let  us  push  on ;"  and  he  made  a  few 
more  vigorous  strides,  when  his  course  was 
again  arrested  by  a  loud  shout  which  was 
audible  in  one  of  the  lapses  of  the  tempest, — 
and  this  time  even  Scrubbs  heard  it. 

VOL,   II,  N 
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The  shout  proceeded  fion  the  grated  vm- 
dow  of  the  Taolt  where  De  Wdskcm  and  hit 
oompsnions  were  imprisoned.  They,  seong 
two  men  in  the  Taller,  had  raised  their  oom- 
bined  voices  in  one  wild  chorus  of  despair,  to 
attract  their  attention  ;  and  obserring  the  suc- 
cessful result  of  their  first  effort,  they  again 
essayed  to  arrest  their  observation  in  the  same 
manner :  and  when  the  men  paused  the  seoood 
time,  De  Welskdn  took  his  handkerdiief  fiom 
his  neck,  and  waving  it  through  the  ban  of  his 
dungeon  as  a  further  means  of  attracting  no- 
tice, a  third  tremendous  yell  issued  from  the 
inundated  vault. 

*^  Look,  look  f  said  Rory,  pointing  to  the 
handkerchief  he  saw  waving  from  the  Folly; 
^^  some  one  is  callin'  for  help  there  P — and  he 
was  going  forward  to  the  spot,  wh«[i  Scrubbs 
laid  his  hand  upon  him,  and  said, 

'^  You  wouldn't  be  mad  enough  to  go  ^P 

«  Why  not  ?^  said  Rory. 

"  You  don't  know  who  may  be  there.'' 

"  What  is  it  to  me  who  they  are  ?  —  they 
want  help,"  said  Rory,  "  and  that 's  enough.'' 
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**  Let  me  beg  of  you,  O'More !"  said  Scrubbs, 
endeavouring  to  detain  him. 

Rory  shook  him  off,  and  said  very  decidedly, 
•*  Mr.  Scrubbs,  if  you  \e  afeard,  that 's  no 
raison  I  should  be ;  and  if  you'd  lave  a  fellow- 
craythur  in  want  o^  help,  God  forbid  I  'd  do 
the  like !  There  's  some  accident  there  beyant, 
and  I  '11  go  see  if  I  can  be  of  any  use.^ 

With  these  words  Rory  ran  towards  the 
Folly ;  and  Scrubbs  followed,  because  he  was 
afraid  to  remain  alone. 

On  approaching  sufficiently  close  to  recog- 
nise persons,  the  wonder  was  mutual  between 
those  within  and  those  without  the  vault  at  the 
rencounter. 

»  "  Murdher !  is  it  you,  Mr.  Divilskin  V'  said 
Rory.  **  Why,  thin,  what  brought  you  there 
at  all  r 

It  wotkld  be  vain  to  attempt  to  describe  the 
confused  and  almost  unintelligible  conversa- 
tion that  ensued:  it  was  rather  a  volley  of 
vociferation  on  both  sides, — the  Frenchman 
shouting  **  Ouvrez  viteT'*  while  the  other  pri- 
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soners  were  exclaiming,  *^  Rory,  for  the  love  o' 
Oody  make  haste,  or  we'U  be  dhrownded  P 

«<  Wait  a  minit,  and  I  '11  settle  the  business 
for  you,^  said  Rory.  ^*  Sure,  and  wasn't  it  At 
hoighth  o'  good  luck  I  happened  to  have  the 
crow-bar  with  me  P  And  as  he  spoke^  he  put 
the  powerful  implement  between  the  bars  of 
the  grated  window,  and  wrenched  the  rusted 
irons  from  their  sockets ;  then,  giving  a  hand 
to  De  Welskein,  he  assisted  liim  in  his  egress 
through  the  newly-made  opening ;  and  in  a  few 
seconds  the  whole  party,  so  lately  incarcerated 
in  a  dangerous  dungeon,  were  liberated  even 
by  the  very  man  against  whose  safety  one  of 
their  party  had  endeavoured  to  direct  thdr 
vengeance  !  And  now  a  terrible  example  wis 
given  of  the  facility  with  which  past  mercies 
are  forgotten,  and  of  the  hardness  of  the  huDMUH 
heart  when  brutalised  by  vice:  —  thdse  very 
taen,  rescued  from  a  perilous  position,  and  per- 
haps a  horrible  death,  the  moment  they  were 
released  gave  way  to  their  vengeful  feelings, 
and  thought  not  of  extending  to  a  fellow- 
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creature  the  mercy  that  Heaven   had  shown 
towards  them. 

Flannerty  and  Regan  were  the  first  to  no- 
tice, with  triumph,  the  presence  of  Scrubbs, 
and  they  pointed  it  out  to  the  party  with  an 
exclamation  of  blasphemous  rejoicing. 
.  "  By  the  holy,  we're  in  luck  afther  all ;  for 
there  he  is,  —  the  very  chap  we  were  waitin' 

for  r 

They  pointed  to  Scrubbs  as  they  spoke ;  and 
he,  whose  fears  were  sufficiently  awake  before, 
now  pressed  close  beside  Rory,  who  could  feel 
his  tremor  as  he  leaned  for  support  against 
him.  The  meaning  of  the  desperadoes  was  too 
evident  to  be  mistaken, — it  was  manifest  their 
menacing  intentions  were  directed  against  the 
Collector ;  but  as  Rory  did  not  know  their  mo- 
tive for  such  a  proceeding,  he  said  firmly, 

**  Why,  what  do  you  want  with  him  ?" 

**  We  jist  want  to  take  a  loan  of  him,"  said 
Jack  Flannerty,  who  advanced. 

*^  See,  Flannerty,"  said  Rory,  who  extended 
his  arm  as  he  spoke,  in   token   of  his  desire 
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to  keep  a  ilirtannr  bctitgcu  the  partk^— <^  Mr. 
Scmbbs  was  in  the  Tillage  beyant»  and  bis 
horse  f dl  undher  him ;  aad  bein'  oble^ed  to 
walk  home,  he  said  he  ''d  go  aloog  with  me^ 
When  I  was  coodn'  this  way  by  the  riiort  cut, 
—  as  you  know  it  is  towards  my  pIace»-*-*Mr. 
Scnibbs  asked  me  to  go  by  the  higboroad;  but 
I  towld  him  this  was  the  best  way.  Now, 
boys,"  said  he,  appealing  to  the  whole  partf , 
**  you  wouldn't  like,  yourselves,  if  you  pro> 
mised  to  lade  a  man  safe,  that  he  should  come 
into  throuUe  afther :  and  when  I  tell  yis  this, 
I  'm  sure  jou  'U  put  no  hurt  nor  harm  on  the 
GoUecthor." 

'*  By  gor,  if  you  go  make  a  bellweather  o' 
yourself  to  sitdi  fellows  as  that  over  the  ooun- 
thry,  it 's  a  busy  time  you  11  have  of  it,  my 
buck,*^  answered  Fhmnerty — ^  and  I  'd  reoom* 
mend  you  to  let  it  alone  for  the  futhur :  and 
indeed,  if  you  've  any  r^ard  for  your  own  cha- 
r&cther,  the  less  you  have  to  do  wid  sitch  cattle 
the  betther,  Rory,  my  boy.  So,  jist  be  aisy, 
aod  don't  be  howldin'  your  head  so  high.'' 

^  I  howld   my  head  no  hi^er   than  any 
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h€«est  man  may  faowld  it,*  said  Rory  :  ^'  and 
I  say  that  the  man  who  has  any  honour  in  his 
heart  wouldn't  touch  him  that's  beside  me 
aftfaer  what  I  say." 

**  To  the  divil  wid  you  and  your  honour !" 
shouted  Regan.  ^^  Will  your  honour  save  Dar* 
by  Daly  from  bein^  hanged  when  that  vagabone 
swares  his  life  away  ?'— -and  you  wantin'  to  save 
the  viUian  ! — -but  ^  birds  of  a  feather  flocks 
together/  " 

"  You  're  a  slandherous  scoundhrel,  Regan,'^ 
cri^  Rory,  ^^  and  it 's  not  the  first  lie  you  said 
of  me," 

Regan  was  about  to  advance  on  O'^More, 
who,  raising  his  crow-bar  in  the  act  of  striking, 
exclaimed  fiercely,  **Keep  back,  or  by  the 
mother  that  bore  me  I  '11  brain  you  !'' 

Flannerty  dragged  back  Regan  and  said, 
*•  1 11  tell  you  what  it  is,  Rory,  the  GoUecthor 
there  if  wanted^  and  there  's  no  use  in  your 
roakin"  liny  bones  about  it,  for  we  are  enough 
to  have  our  will ;  so  do  what  we  plaze,  or  we  11 
make  you.^ 

"  Don't  betray  me,  O'More,''  cried  Scrubbs. 
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^  Bethimj  jou  V*  said  Rory,  looking  with 
withering  contempt  on  the  craven  beside  him. 
*'  You  dirtj  hound,  who  would  run  afther  my 
foot, — to  say  sitch  a  word  to  me  afther  what 
you  \e  heerd  !  You  \e  not  worth  saving,  you 
poor-sperited  cur ! — but  it^s  for  my  own  sake 
that  I  won't  have  the  man  undher  my  protec- 
tion  harmed. — Boys,  let  us  pass  !^ 

"No,  we  won't,*"  said  Flannerty ;  "  well 
have  him;"  and  he  was  advancing  with  some 
others. 

"  Boys  !"  cried  Rory  in  an  appealing  tone, 
*^  I  saved  your  lives  five  minutes  ago,  and  all 
I  ask  is  that  you  ^U  let  us  go  quietly  out  o^ 
this.'' 

There  was  a  shout  of  "  No!"  from  the  groups 
The  trembling  Collector  laid  hold  of  Rory, 

**  Don't  grip  me  that  way,  or  I  can'*t  fight  T 
said  Rory:  **mind  yourself,  youM  bettber.^ 
Turning  to  the  group,  he  then  added,  <^  I  towld 
you  I  considher  I  'm  bound  in  honour  to  this  man 
to  see  him  safe,  and  if  you  haven't  the  heart 
to  feel  it ;  more  shame  to  you  !  But  if  it  goes  to 
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that,  by  the  seven  blessed  candles  you  ^11  walk 
over  iny  body  before  you  git  him  !"  And  he 
threw  himself  into  a  posture  of  defence,  and. 
With  the  weapon  he  held,  he  was  a  formidable 
adversary. 

•*  iHdn  't  I  tell  yiz  all  he  was  a  thraitor  !" 
said  Regan.  "  If  he  wasnH,  would  he  do  what 
he  *8  doin^  ? — Do  you  believe  me  now  ?^ 

At  the  moment,  and  under  the  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances, joined  to  foregone  suspicions  of 
Rory'^s  fidelity,  the  words  of  Began  were  like 
sparks  on  gunpowder :  there  was  a  shout  from 
the  group  and  a  rush  on  Rory,  who  felled  two 
of  his  assailants  to  the  earth  as  they  advanced 
upon  him,  while  the  wretched  Scrubbs  struck 
not  a  blow  in  his  own  defence.  While  Rory 
was  keeping  up  an  unequal  fight  against  num- 
bers, his  vindictive  enemy  Shan  Dhu  came  be- 
hind him,  and  giving  him  a  severe  blow  under 
the  ear,  for  the  first  time  had  the  satisfaction 
of  seeing  Rory  stagger  beneath  his  stroke.  In 
a  moment  Rory  was  overpowered  and  secured  ; 
and  he  and  Scrubbs,  the  latter  of  whom  prayed 

N  5 
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in  the  most  abject  mmimer  for  mercj,  iNfe 
dngged  within  the  walb  of  the  FoUj  and  thek 
Kmbs  secured  by  strong  cords ;  for  until  this 
measure  was  put  in  practice^  Rory  continued 
to  struggle  for  his  liberty. 

When  he  was  rendered  quite  powerless,  he 
and  the  Collector  were  placed  in  an  upper  apart- 
ment of  the  ruin,  with  one  man  to  keep  watch 
OTer  them ;  while  the  others  remained  on  the 
ground  story,  to  consult  what  should  be  done 
with  the  prisoners.  Jack  Flannerty  still  re- 
commended ^the  dog^s  knock,^  and  SoIookni 
chimed  in  his  chcmis  of  evil  omen,  that  *<dead 
men  tell  no  tales  ;^  but  the  majority  dreaded 
this  extreme  measure,  and  determined  on  send- 
ing Scrubbs  and  Rory  over  sea.  They  were 
obliged,  however,  to  wait  until  night  should 
favour  their  undertaking,  as  in  the  daylight  to 
transport  their  prisoners  would  be  impossible. 

While  the  council  were  consulting  below, 
Rory  and  the  Collector  were  engaged  with  their 
own  thoughts  in  the  apartment  above.  Rory  in 
his  heart  cursed  the  unlucky  chance  that  had. 
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thzown  Scrubbe;  in  bis  wdy,  as,  to  his  com^ 
pany  he  very  justly  attributed  his  mishap;  and 
yet  the  generosity  of  his  temper  forbade  him 
to  reproach  the  author  of  his  misfortune  with 
being  the  cause  of  it,  while  he  saw  him  trem- 
bling for  his  safety,  and  heard  the  moans  which 
eacped  from  faia  pale  and  quivering  lipa. 

Aa  for  Serubbs,  such  was  his  grovelling 
niiture,  that  even  after  the  noble  conduct  of 
Rory^  he  was  still  suspicious  of  his  having  led 
lum  into  the  trap,  and  that  his  resistance. was 
only  pretence;  and  at  last,  the  base  wretph  ven^ 
tured  to  give  his  filthy  suspicion  words. 

*«Oh,0'MOTe,"  faltered  he,  "why  did  you 
betray  me  into  their  hands  !^ 

"  Is  it  to  me  you  have  the  ingratitude  to  say 
the  word,^  said  Rory,  "  afther  my  runnin^  the 
risk  o'  my  life  to  save  you  I" 

**  Oh,  they  won't  hurt  you,  you  know ;  but 
they  '11  murder  me  !" 

"How  do  you  know  they  won''t  hurt  me? 
There  ^s  thim  among  thim  ready  enough  to  belie 
and  wrong  me ;  and  my  sthriving  to  save  you 
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has  made  me  as  bad  to  thim  in  their  eyes  as 
yourself.'^ 

"  Oh,  they  won^t  touch  you  —  you  knuno 
they  won't;  and  speak  to  them  for  me, — do, 
O'M ore !'' 

^*  I  see  the  mane  suspicions  you  have,  Mf . 
Scrubbs;  and  in  throth  it's  a  pity  an  honest 
man  should  get  into  throuble  on  your  account, 
for  you  Ve  not  worth  it.  You  think  I  'm  cul'- 
logueing  with  these  vagabones,  and  that  I  oniy 
purtinded  to  fight,  and  all  that  ;  and  if  you 
womH  as  bad  yourself  as  to  do  the  lik^  you 
wouldn't  suspect  another  of  it.  Get  out  wid 
you,  you  mane-spirited  dog !  Throth,  your  heart 
is  a  dunghill,  and  suspicion  is  the  cock  that 
crows  on  it  I'' 

Notwithstanding  all  this  abusive  outbreak 
on  Rory's  part,  Scrubbs  contrived  to  writhe 
himself  over  nearer  to  him,  (for  both  men  were 
bound  hand  and  foot  and  lying  on  the  ground ;) 
and  getting  so  close  as  to  be  able  to  whisper  to 
him,  so  that  the  sentinel  over  them  should  not 
hear,  he  said, 


EQRT  o'morb.  277 


« 


If  you  '11  get  me  out  of  their  power,  I  'U 
give  you  a  hundred  pounds,  and  make  a  man 
of  you." 

**  Keep  your  dirty  bribes  and  thoughts  to 
yourself,  if  you  plaze, — I  want  neither  of  thim. 
Make  a  man  o'  me  indeed  !  God  made  a  man  of 
me  already,  and  thanks  be  to  him  for  it ! — it  ^s 
more  than  he  done  for  youj  you  pitiful  cow- 
ard, who  hadn'^t  the  heart  even  to  sthrike  a  blow 
in  your  defence.  Get  out !  and  don^t  pison  my 
ears  with  your  nasty  thoughts.^' 

Regan  soon  after  entered  the  apartment,  bav- 
ing  left  the  group  below,  when  the  consultation 
was  over,  with  the  base  desire  of  enjoying  the 
light  of  Rory's  prostration.  He  told  the  man 
on  guard  he  came  to  relieve  his  watch  and  take 
charge  of  the  safety  of  the  prisoners ;  and  as 
soon  as  the  other  had  descended  he  approach- 
ed O^More,  and  stood  over  him  with  malignant 
enjoyment.  Rory  looked  up  at  him  and  said, 
*«  Shan  Dhu,  what's  this  for  ?'' 

For  thraitors,'*  answered  Regan. 

I  'm  no  thraitor,"  said  Rory. 


it 
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You  lie  t**  growled  the  brute. 

*^  If  I  wasnH  tied  as  I  am,  you  dam't  say  the 
word  to  me,''  said  Rory. 

^*  Keep  a  dvil  tongue  in  your  head,  at  it  ^ill 
be  worse  for  you,^  said  Regan. 

**  You  ''re  no  man,  Shan,  or  you  wouldn't  do 

this  r 

^*  If  you  say  another  undvil  word,  I  'U  kiok 
you  till  I  make  you  black,  as  a  thraitorous  dog 
ought  to  be  kicked.* 

**  You  Ve  a  black-hearted  coward  P  cried 
Rory,  as  fiercely  as  if  he  were  at  liberty. 

The  savage  who  stood  over  him  proved  the 
truth  of  the  words  by  giving  him  a  fierce  kick 
on  the  side  with  his  heavy  brogue,  which  took 
away  his  breath ;  and  it  was  only  the  sound 
of  ascending  footsteps  that  interrupted  Regan 
in  his  brutality :  he  withdrew  from  the  pri- 
soners to  the  door. 

"  YouVe  wanted  below,"  said  the  man  who 
entered  the  apartment  which  Regan  quitted. 

**  CMore,''  said  the  Collector,  who  was  con- 
vinced by  the  fierce  reality  of  Regan's  conduct 
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that  Rory  was  in  the  bands  of  enemies  as  well 
as  himself,  ^^  I  see  I  was  wrong  in  what  I 
thought  about  this  affair." 

^^  It's  likdy  to  be  worse  with  us  too,  I  'm 
afeard,"  said  Rory. 

'^  Do  you  remember  what  you  said  when  I 
asked  you  if  the  valley' wasn''t  dangerous,  when 
we  came  into  the  glen?'" 

*^  You  said  we  should  find  something  more 
dangerous  than  the  flood  in  it.  You  spoke  it 
in  fun,  O^More:-^it  has  come  true,  to  your 
sorrow." 

^  I  found  more  than  I  bargained  for,  'faith  i 
i*— But,  now  that  you  remind  me  of  sayin'  that, 
tbere^s  something  else  it  puts  me  in  mind  of  that 
I  said  also  —  and  equally  thrue,  to  our  cost."' 

"  What  was  that  ?"  asked  the  Collector. 

^^  I  said,  ^  thim  that  was  born  to  be  hanged 
would  never  be  dhrownded  ;^  and  sure  enough, 
I  saved  the  vagabones  from  the  dhrowndin'  — 
and  ^pon  my  sowl  I  '*m  much  mistaken  if  the 
gallows  won't  be  busy  wid  some  o^  thim  yet !" 
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"^  I  t^il  Toa  wixat  it  is^  Borj  (KlCoce*  sid 
tat  can  vbo  va»  ieepng  guard  over  dhcm  — 
"^  (fiiil  2  znocfi  harm  I  wish  joo,  aid  naflr 
there  §  orx  Bnid  ham  rntiniliif  joa.  ^  Bat  T^ 
recornnenrj  joa  to  Leep  a  cxrS  tDagiK  m  joair 
head,  or  marbeit'tlxtdeBore  joaHewrspdte. 
Nov  take  that  as  a  word  to  die  wise.* 

Rorr  took  the  bnit — for  die  words  wtrr 
spokea  in  a  tooe  that  iiB|iCed  tht  qpeafccr  hi 
TwAtr  a  ffiendl T  lieefing  tfaaa  udmake,  aad  to 
adWcr,  so  gt^cn,  he  attrndcd.  Powcikia  as  he 
lar.  howerer.  and  m  die  hands  of  ^^jMiia  ai 
hevas,  he  didBoldopair:  his  frftile  bram  wai 
at  vork  in  inaBT  a  wild  coojertme  as  to  what 
the  ictcDtiaD  ai  his  caqMors  eoidd  be,  and  is 
fonning  coptrirancrs  how  he  mi^t  outwit  thcB 
and  make  good  his  escape. 

After  fotae  hours  thos  spent,  at  length  be 
and  hi5  fdlow.prisoner  were  raised  from  their 
recumbent  posidon ;  and  the  I^tures  being 
remoTed  from  their  legs,  ther  were  taken  from 
their  place  of  coofinement  and  desired  to  walk 
in  sflenoe  in  the  midst  of  the  smugglers.    It 
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was  night,  and  still  continued  to  rain  and  blow 
yioiently;  so  that  no  time  could  be  more 
favourable  to  their  purpose  of  removing  Rory 
and  Scrubbs  with  all  speed  and  secrecy  to 
the  coast.  After  walking  some  miles,  they 
stopped  at  a  cabin  in  a  very  lonely  situa- 
tion ;  where  having  knocked  for  admittance,  the 
door  was  opened  by  a  man  of  ruffianly  appear- 

■■'■  M 

ance^  whom  Rory  had  never  seen  before,  though 
th^  rest  of  the  party  were  known  to  him. 
Here  refreshment  was  called  for ;  and  though 
the  fare  was  coarse,  it  was  acceptable  after  their 
walk  in  the  rain.  To  Rory  it  was  particularly 
so,  for  he  had  been  fasting  since  breakfast,  and 
notwithstanding  his  questionable  position  he 
had  too  much  courage  to  let  such  an  occurrence 
spoil  his  appetite.  But  fear  had  taken  such 
possession  of  the  cowardly  Collector,  that  he 
could  not  swallow  a  morsel,  and  a  glass  of  spi« 
rits  was  all  he  could  get  down. 

During  the  time  they  were  in  the  house, 
nothing  was  spoken  in  presence  of  the  prisoners 
which  could  enlighten  them  as  to  the  smuggler'^s 
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intentions.  Indeed,  there  was  more  silence  than 
usual  amongst  so  many  Irishmen  ;  and  whenever 
any  communication  seemed  to  be  desired  be- 
tween any  of  the  parties,  they  either  conversed 
in  low  whispers  beside  the  fire,  or  beckoned 
towards  the  door,  and  preferred  making  their 
confidences  outside  in  the  rain,  to  incurring 
the  risk  of  being  overheard  by  Rory  or  the 
Collector. 

After  some  time,  a  car  and  horse  were  profid- 
ed,  and  Scrubbs  and  Rory  again  bound  by  the 
feet  and  placed  on  the  car.  In  vain  did  Rory 
request  the  privilege  of  being  allowed  to  walk ! 
**  Tare  an  ^ouns  !**  said  he,  "  whatever  you  do, 
don't  make  a  pig  or  a  cawf  o^  me,  and  span- 
shel  me  up  on  a  car  as  if  you  wor  dhrivin^  me  to 
market !" 

'^  Howld  your  tongue  and  do  what  you're 
bid  !^  was  the  only  answer  he  received. 

In  this  fashion  they  pushed  on  some  miles  fur* 
ther,  and  then  making  another  halt,  two  of  the 
men  and  De  Welskein  obtained  horses,  and  the 
prisoners  being  consigned  to  their  care,  the  rest 
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of  the  escort  dropped  off.  They  travelled  thus 
all  ni^t^  and  the  horse  which  drew  the  car  was 
uiged  to  as  much  speed  as  he  could  effect  un* 
der  the  draught  of  so  lumbering  a  vehicle,  to  the 
no  small  cost  of  poor  Bory^s  ribs ;  for  when  at 
dawn  they  came  to  a  halt,  at  a  house  equal  in 
loneliness  to  the  one  they  had  first  entered,  and 
loosening  Bory'*s  bands,  desired  him  walk  in, 
it  was  as  much  as  he  could  do  to  command  the 
use  of  his  limbs,  so  benumbed  and  bruised  had 
he  become  in  the  course  of  this  nocturnal  kid- 
napping joomey. 


:^  • 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

GIVING    AN    EXAMPLE   OF   MAGISTERIAL   SEVERITY  AKD 

MATERNAL  TENDERNESS. 

In  some  days,  the  disappearance  of  the  Ccd- 
lector  produced  a  great  sensation  in  the  coun- 
try. As  far  as  a  day  went,  his  absence  from 
home  without  being  accounted  for,  however  it 
might  cause  surprise,  gare  nobody  any  uneasi- 
ness ;  but  when  a  second  day  elapsed  without  his 
reappearance  within  his  own  walls,  it  caused  in- 
quiry, and  inquiry  seemed  only  to  perplex  people 
more, — that  is,  as  long  as  they  inquired  where 
most  they  expected  to  find  intelligence  of  him. 
But  in  this  case,  as  in  most  others  of  the  sort, 
chance  did  more  than  intention,  and  the  due  to 
the  disappearance  of  the  Collector  was  found 
by  the  casual  visit  of  a  customer  to  the  ^^Black 
BuIL^  This  person  was  no  other  than  Sweeny, 
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who  was  a  crony  of  Scrubbs,  and  supplied  bis 
wife  with  patent  medicine,  while  her  husband 
gave  him  pettyfogging  jobs  of  various  sorts: 
therefore,  when  his  patron  was  missing,  Sweeny 
offered  his  services  in  the  endeavour  to  find  him. 
In  so  doing,  he  had  overridden  his  horse  one 
day;  and  arriving  at  the  ^^ Black  Bull,^'  he  stop- 
ped to  give  the  animal  some  rest  and  a  feed,  for 
it  was  yet  some  miles  to  his  own  home. 

On  following  his  horse  into  the  stable,  what 
was  his  surprise  to  see  Scrubbs^  steed,  which 
still  remained  under  the  care  of  Larry  Fin- 
negan,  who  kept  him  until  he  should  be  seDt 
for,  and  had  not  as  yet  heard  of  the  Collector's 
disappearance ! 

**  Hillo  r   exclaimed   the  attorney,  "  what 
brings  Mr.  Scrubbs'  horse  here  ?^ 
-    ^*  He  left  him  here  himself  last  Sunday,*^  was 
the  answer. 

"  And  where  is  Mr.  Scrubbs  himself  ?*" 

**  How  should  I  know  ?^ 

*^  Because  he  was  here  last  !^ 

^'  Last  Sunday  he  was,  sartainly ;  but— *-'^ 
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*<  Ay,  but  — -  there 's  the  thing !  —  what  bat 
become  of  him  since  ?'^ 

"  How  should  I  know  ?^ 

*^  Because  this  is  the  last  place  at  whidi  I 
have  heard  of  him :  and  if  you  can^t  give  a 
satisfactory  account  of  the  matter,  I  can  tdU 
you  it  will  be  a  serious  business.^ 

This  led  at  once  to  an  explanation  of  the 
circumstances  which  had  occurred  at  the  **Black 
Bull ;"  and  the  upshot  of  the  business  was,  that 
Scrubbs  had  left  the  house  in  company  with 
Rory  (yMore,  and  had  not  since  been  beard  of. 
The  next  step  to  take,  of  course,  was  to  go  to 
Rory  O'More  and  ask  him  what  had  become  of 
the  Collector  :  but  Sweeny  did  not  like  to  make 
the  visit  alone,  for  this  bit  of  mystery,  connected 
with  Rory's  name,  aroused  all  the  latent  suspi- 
cions of  him,  which  the  appearance  of  the  Cede- 
nePs  pass  had  somewhat  qualified,  if  not  dis- 
pelled; and  the  remembrance  of  De  Lacy^s 
case  of  pistols,  and  his  manifest  promptness  to 
use  them,  exercised  so  potent  an  influence  over 
the  attorney,  that  he  determined  to  visit  Rory 
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with  witnesses.  This  was  his  legal  reason  for 
the  step ;  but  the  fact  was,  that  Sweeny's  cou- 
rage  was  of  a  very  companionable  nature. 

To  the  captain  of  the  yeomanry  corps,  there- 
fore, he  hied  him;  and  that  noble  commander, 
on  SweeDy'*s  detailing  the  occasion  of  his  appli* 
cation,  determined  to  pay  a  second  visit  to 
Rory^s  cottage,  with  all  the  force  of  his  troop 
he  could  muster  at  a  short  notice. 

In  this  determination  let  us  leave  them  for 
the  present,  and  take  a  peep  at  the  quiet  domi* 
cile  they  threatened  with  their  visit. 

Though  Rory  was  expected  to  return  to  his 
home  the  day  he  left  it  with  De  Lacy,  yet  his 
absence  created  no  alarm,  though  Mary  and 
his  mother  sat  up  late  in  expectation  of  his 
coming  home.  When  the  next  day  elapsed 
without  his  making  his  appearance,  they  con- 
cluded he  could  not  prevail  on  himself  to  part 
with  De  Lacy  at  the  village,  and  that  he  had 
accompanied  him  all  the  way  to  the  coast. 

In  this  satisfied  belief  they  had  indulged  up 
to  the  period  that  the  yeomanry  captain  put  his 
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plan  of  making  an  armed  descent  on  the  widow's 
cottage  into  execution ;  and  it  was  with  no  small 
surprise  and  alarm  she  saw  her  humble  walls 
again  environed  by  the  amateur  dragoons.  The 
captain  and  Sweeny  demanded,  on  entering  the 
house,  to  see  Rory. 

'^  He 's  not  here,  plaze  your  honour,*^  said  the 
widow. 

"Where  is  he?*"  said  they. 

Now  this  was  rather  a  poser,  for  the  widow 
did  not  like  to  tell  the  cause  of  Kory^s  absence— 
or,  indeed,  it  would  be  fitter  to  say,  did  not  dare 
to  tell  it, — and  so  she  "beat  about  the  bush**  as 
well  as  she  could  for  some  time,  until,  from  the 
nature  of  her  answers,  the  captain  had  his  deep^ 
est  suspicions  strengthened,  and  he  said, 

^^The  fact  is,  he  is  afraid  to  show  himself, 
and  is  concealed.'^ 

<^  What  should  he  be  afeard  of,  sir  ?"  said  the 
widow. 

"He's  concealed!"  said  the  captain,  "and 
we  must  search  for  him. — And  where  is  the 
gentleman  you  had  living  here  with  you  ?^ 
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*MIe's  left  the  place,  sir.*'  ^ 
,**  Ho,  ho  i  the  same  story  of  him  too  1     We 
must  look  for  them,  then/^ 

.  With  these  words,  they  proceeded,  with  those 
voder  their  command,  to  pull  to  pieces  a  stack 
of  hay  and  another  of  corn  that  stood  in 
Ilocy's  haggart,  much  to  the  dismay  of  the 
poor  widow.  In  vain  she  protested,  in  vain 
she  besought:  they  were  bent  on  the  work 
they  had  set  about. 

**  Sure,  if  you  think  they're  hid,  gintlemen, 
'sarche  the  house  first,  at  laste,  before  you  go 
pull  my  little  bit  of  hay  and  whate  to  pieces  !" 

>*0h,  we  know  better  than  that!  They 
wouldn^t  hide  in  the  house ;— -but  they  may  be 
here.'' 

^  Welly  sure,  if  they  be,  you  can  prod  the 
stacks  with  your  swoords ;  but,  for  God's  sake, 
don^'t  pull  the  stacks  to  pieces,  and  it  rainin\ 
Sure,  you  won't  lave  them  worth  a  thraneen  I 
and  you  tvouldn^t  ruin  the  little  thrifle  of  sub- 
stance the  poor  widow  has  left !" 

The  appeal  was  unheeded  ;  they  searched  not 
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within  the  house,  nor  did  they  satisfy  them- 
selves by  prodding  the  stacks  with  their  Uades, 
(which  was  a  common  practice  in  those  times») 
but  they  puUed  down  the  scanty  savings 
of  her  little  farming,  under  the  pretence  of 
finding  those  they  were  in  search  of;  and  in 
doing  this,  they  were  not  guilty  of  any  extraor- 
dinary atrocity,  for  in  those  times  it  was  the 
common  practice  to  destroy  as  much  of  the 
property  of  suspected  people  as  the  slightest 
pretext  would  admit.  But  these  merciless  fel- 
lows did  not  only  bereave  the  lone  woman  of 
the  accumulated  produce  of  her  little  fiEirm,  but 
bragged  of  their  humanity  in  not  burning  her 
baggart  before  her  eyes. 

*^  God  help  me  !^^  said  the  distracted  womm, 
wringing  her  hands.  ^^  Sure,  it  ^s  all  one 
whether  you  desthroy  me  by  fire  or  wather! 
YouVe  pulled  my  little  hay  and  corn  about 
the  place  in  the  middle  of  the  rain ;  and  what 
good  is  it  afther  that  ?  Oh,  how  will  I  ever 
pay  my  bit  of  rint !  Oh,  weira !  weira  I  Burn 
it,  indeed!"  said  she  as  her  wrongs  gave  her 
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welcome  to  burn  it>  if  you  're  able^  afthef  the 
wettin'  it  has  got  now.'' 

In  the  Dublin  Castle  journals  of  the  day, 
this  circumstance  was  set  forth  at  great  length, 
with  a  flourishing  encomium  bn  the  Christian' 
forbearance  of  the  **  —  Horse,  in  having 
merely  searched  the  haggart  of  the  person 
who  had  murdered  (as  it  is  believed)  Jonathati 
Scrubbsj  Esq.  of  — -  Lodge,  in  the  County  of 
"  '■•'•  ,  without  having  burned  to  the  ground 
{as  they  ought  to  have  done)  every  stick  and 
stone  belonging  to  the  papist  ruffiaui" 

The  widow,  as  yet,  had  hot  heard  of  the  dis- 
appearance of  the  Collector,  nor  of  his  hav* 
ing  been  last  seen  in  company  with  Rory ; 
therefore  she  waet  unconscious  of  any  cause 
of  uneasiness  i>n  the  score  of  her  son,  atid  had 
nothing  to  lament  over  but  her  ruined  haggart. 
Another  day,  however,  had  Hot  passed  without 
her  hearing  of  the  occurrence,  with  all  the  varie- 
ties of  account  that  rumour  with  her  hundred 
tongues  sends  far  and  wide  on  such  occasions. 
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The  <<  Black  Bull"*  was  the  centre  whence 
these  reports  radiated ;  for,  from  the  moment  ci 
Sweeny's  visit  there,  and  recognition  of  Scrubbs' 
horse,  curiosity  was  at  work  to  know  ^  what  in 
the  world  could  have  become  of  the  Collector  C* 
and  when  Rory  0*More  could  not  be  heard  of, 
the  anxiety  to  unravel  the  mystery  increased. 
In  this  state  of  things  it  was  that  the  crowbar 
which  Rory  O^More  had  taken  with  him  from 
the  public-bouse  was  found  in  the  glen  of  the 
Folly  :  — this  led  to  further  investigation ;  re- 
cent footmarks  near  the  ruin,  bearing  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  struggle,  were  observed.  The 
bars  wrenched  from  the  grated  window,  and  the 
evidences  of  the  recent  habitation  of  the  vault, 
gave  rise  to  many  ccmjectures ;  and  a  grand 
field  of  mystery,  with  a  noble  standing  crop 
upon  it,  was  thus  opened  to  the  whole  commu- 
nity, who  began  to  reap  away  at  it  with  might 
and  main,  and  a  very  noble  harvest  of  wonder 
was  soon  gathered;  nor  were  there  wanting 
gleaners  to  follow  up  the  work  and  bring  in 
the  last  precious  grains  of  the  incomprehensible* 
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The  widow  heieded  not  the  various  forms 
which  the  story  assumed,  for  every  Suljordi- 
nate  interest  was  lost  in  th^  one  dl-ab90tbing 
considei'ation  to  her,  that  her  son  was  missing ; 
sind  in  this  feeling  Mary  participated.  In  sL 
few  days,  howeVer,  ail  additional  pang  was 
added  to  her  grief;  fbr  the  Sctubbs  party 
had  no  he^tdtion  in  saying  the  Collator  had 
been  mtil'derfed,  tad  that  Itory  CTMofre  ^as 
guilty  of  th0  crime.  When  the  pbbr  womalft 
becatbe  possessed  of  this  report,  her  agony  of 
mind  was  excessive— ^ta  agony  relieved  only  by 
ocCiisional  itidignaf iern  that  her  b6y  should  be 
&o  inaligned  i  but  this  temporary  relief  being  of 
kn  exciting,  ini^tead  of  a  soothing  character, 
het  mihd  was  kept  in  sL  state  ot  tumult  almost 
bordering  on  distraction. 

"  Oh,  that  I  evtr  should  see  the  day^" 
she  ^btild  eiclaini,  "  my  darlin'  boy  should 
be  accused  of  murdher!  Oh,  that  my  grey 
hairs 'should  suffer  the  disgrace!  Oh,  Rory, 
Rory  I  where  are  you  ? — wh6re  are  you  ?  Why 
dori'*t  you  come  and  give  them  the  lie  ? — for  you 
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never  done  it, —  never,  never,  never!  You 
murdher?  —  You,  that  wouldn't  hurt  a  fly? 
Oh,  my  boy  !  my  boy  r 

^^  Mother  dear !"  exclaimed  Mary,  weeping  as 
she  spoke,  *^  don'^t  take  on  so— don't,  mother 
dear,  or  you  ''11  break  my  heart !" 

^^  Oh,  Mary,  Mary !  isn'^t  it  bad  enough  we've 
lost  our  darlin',  our  pride,  and  our  prop— isn't 
it  bad  enough  he 's  gone  for  ever  from  us,  with- 
out his  name  bein^  blackened  to  the  world? 
Sure,  when  my  darlin^  was  taken  from  me,  the 
laste  they  might  have  left  me  was  the  bright 
remembrance  of  him  without  stain  or  blame! 
Oh,  the  hard-hearted  crew  ! —  to  rob  the  lone 
widow  of  a  mother^s  pride ;  and  when  the  gravQ 
had  swallowed  her  darling  to  put  disgrace  over 
him  for  his  tombstone !" 

She  wrung  her  hands  and  kept  rocking  in 
her  seat,  while  Mary  in  vain  attempted  to 
soothe  her. 

"  Don'^t  be  talkin'  of  his  grave,  mother  dear; 
sure,  we  don't  know  but——" 

Here  the  mother  interrupted  her  with  a  wild 
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burst  of  thought  caught  up  from  the  passing 
word— 

*'  Thrue,  thrue ! — we  don't  know  where  he 
lies  :  — Oh,  if  I  did,  I  'd  go  there  and  throw 
myself  on  my  Rory's  grave,  and  brake  my 
heart,  and  make  my  last  bed  there  with  him  I 
But  my  heart  is  broke  —  broke  —  broke !  and 
the  sooner  the  grave  closes  over  me  the  bet- 
ther  !^ 

**  Oh  !  don*t  talk  that  way,  mother,  —  for 
God'^s  sake  don*t !  Sure,  you  wouldn't  lave 
your  poor  Mary  alone  l'^ 

**  No,  alanna ! — ^no,  if  I  could  help  it : — but 
how  can  I  live  afther  him  1  And  you  —  you 
won't  live  afther  him  either — for  you  loved 
him  like  your  life  ;  and  soon  we  '11  follow  him, 
and  lave  the  cowld  world,  for  it  is  cowld  and 
blake  to  us  now  without  him.  And  the  dis- 
grace— the  disgrace  !  He  a  murdherer  ! — But 
who'll  believe  it  ? — Will  thim  that  knew  him 
believe  it  ? — Never,  never  I'* 

**  No,  mother  dear — no,  they  won't !" 

♦*  You  don't  think  they  will,  Mary  ?     God 
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bless  you,  child^  for  the  word  !  No  —  who 
could  believe  it  of  Atm,  that  had  the  kindest 
heart  and  the  proudest  spirit  ? — he  disgrace  his 
name  —  he  lave  reproach  for  his  sisther's  por- 
tion, and  despair  for  his  mother^s  closing  days ! 
— no,  they  can't  believe  it.*' 

"  No,  mother  dear,  they  canH  !" 

'*  Thim  that  could  scatther  the  widow's  sub- 
stance to  the  winds  may  say  it,  —  but  they 
won't  be  believed ;  and  the  fair  name  of  my 
dead  boy  will  be  sthronger  than  the  lies  of  the 
living.'' 

In  this  belief  the  forlorn  woman  was  right ; 
and  when  she  foUnd  the  peasantry  gave  no 
credit  to  the  rumour,  and  that,  however  they 
were  unable  to  account  for  Rory's  disappear- 
ance and  the  suspicious  circumstances  attend- 
ing it,  they  entertained  no  doubt  of  bis  inno- 
cence, the  widow  became  more  reconciled,  and 
bore  her  loss  with  greater  fortitude.  The  uni- 
versal sympathy  also  which  she  found  in  her 
neighbours  tended  to  support  her;  and  when 
she  heard  the  accusation  against  Rory  repelled 
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as  indignaDtly  in  his  own  class  as  by  herself, 
she  was  much  soothed,  as  the  exemption  of  her 
son's  name  from  disgrace  relieved  her  from  more 
than  half  the  weight  of  her  affliction. 

Foremost  in  the  tender  offices  of  condolence 
was  Kathleen  Regan  —  if  that  might  be  called 
condolence  which  was  rather  a  communion  of 
affliction.  The  meeting  of  the  two  girls  in  the 
Widow  0'More*s  cottage  was  very  touching* 
Without  their  having  ever  spoken  on  the  sub- 
ject, the  love  of  Rory  and  Kathleen  was  per- 
fectly well  understood  between  them;  and  when 
Kathleen  crossed  the  threshold  of  her  lost 
lover's  cottage,  she  could  not  speak  a  word,  — 
but  both  girls  looked  at  each  other  for  a  mo- 
ment in  silent  agony,  and  rushing  with  open 
arms  into  an  embrace  of  sorrowing  endearment, 
they  wept  upon  each  other's  neck. 

The  girls  had  always  liked  each  other,  but 
now  a  fresh  motive  of  attachment  existed  be- 
tween them»  Kathleen  saw  in  the  sister  whom 
Bory  loved  so  well  an  object  to  be  additionally 
fond  of  for  his  sake ;  and  Mary,  in  looking  on 
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the  gill  to  whom  her  bradier  had  given  In 
heut,  was  snoBikrlj  influeneed :  and  thos  their 
friendship  at  once  hecame  inoeaaed  to  aflee- 
tioci,  and  a  portion  of  the  lore  that  endi  had 
borne  to  Rorj  thej  transferred  upon  eadi 
other.  Thej  often  met,  and  for  hours  togedier 
would  talk  oTer  their  bereaTement,  and,  after 
flome  time,  were  forced  to  admit  the  long^ 
combated  belief  to  their  hearts,  that  Rory  was 
dead ;  for  as  Concdlj^s  eridenoe  was  condafire 
that  he  did  not  accompany  De  Lacy^  thej 
knew  of  no  cause  diort  of  death  for  his  absencesi 
It  was  in  one  of  these  conTersations  Maiy 
O'More  tcdd  Kathlera  that,  after  all  whidi 
they  heard  about  the  glen  of  the  Fdly^ 
and  the  many  times  it  had  been  examined, 
die  would  wish  very  much  to  Tisit  the  plaoe 
herself,  and  search  it  carefuUy  up  and  down, 
*— >but  it  being  so  solitary,  she  did  not  like 
going  alone,  and  asked  Kathleen  to  bear  her 
company.  A  ready  assent  was  given  to  the 
proposal,  and  the  girls  spent  a  whole  day  in 
making  a  careful  survey  of  the  valley, — from 
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th^  FpUy  up  to  the  wild  and  rocky  gorge  where 
the  glen  was  shut  in  by  a  bluff  barrier  of  cliff 
down  which  the  stream  tumbled. 

Though  making  no  observation  tending  to 
clear  up  the  mystery,  their  visits  were  often 
repeated ;  and  notwithstanding  their  continued 
ill-success  in  every  endeavour  to  elucidate  the 
fatal  cause  which  had  bereft  them  of  Rory,  yet 
there  was  a  melancholy  pleasure  in  being  on 
the  spot  he  was  last  traced  to.  The  frequency 
of  their  walks  in  the  glen  had  so  accustomed 
them  to  the  place,  that  habit  had  overcome 
their  fear  of  its  loneliness,  and  sometimes  each 
girl  went  there  alone. 

It  was  on  one  of  these  occasions  when  Mary 
CMore  had  wandered  nearly  to  the  end  of  the 
glen,  that  she  was  startled  by  hearing  the 
sound  of  a  coarse  voice  which  made  her  blood 
run  cold.  She  paused  and  listened,  and  in 
the  lapse  of  a  few  moments  became  conscious 
she  heard  the  voice  of  Shan  Regan,  and  with 
a  hasty  and  cautious  step  the  terrified  girl  ran 
higher  up  the  glen ;  and  doubling  swiftly  round 
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a  projectiDg  rock,  she  struck  into  a  small  hazel- 
wood  that  promised  shelter,  and  crouching 
under  the  bushes  and  rank  grass,  sought  con- 
cealment from  the  man  whose  presence  she 
loathed  and  dreaded.  The  sound  of  footsteps 
approached  ;  she  could  scarcely  breathe :  they 
came  nearer ;  she  trembled  so  violently,  as 
scarcely  to  prevent  the  bush  which  sheltered 
her  from  rustling  with  her  tremor,  —  and  in 
another  instant  Regan  was  visible  a  few  paces 
below  her,  standing  at  the  foot  of  the  rock 
round  whose  angle  she  had  just  passed. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

SHOWING   now   LIKE  A  GENTLEMAN    A   TINKER    IS    WHEN 

HE  THINKS  HE   IS   DYING. 

**  When  the  devil  was  sick,  the  devil  a  monk  would  be ; 
When  the  devil  was  well,  the  devil  a  monk  was  he/' 

To  account  for  the  presence  of  Regan  in  the 
^len  of  the  Folly  at  this  time,  it  becomes  neces- 
sary to  revert  to  the  events  of  the  night  the 
smugglers  carried  off  the  collector. 

When  the  kidnappers  and  their  prisoners  made 
their  first  halt  at  the  lonely  hut  where  the  car  was 
procured,  the  old  tinker  determined  to  remain 
there  for  the  night,  as  he  felt  unable  to  proceed, 
being  attacked  with  fits  of  shivering,  probably 
iiccadoned  by  his  remaining  standing  so  long 
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nearly  up  to  the  knees  in  water  during  the  im- 
prisonment of  the  smugglers  in  the  vault.  Co- 
pious draughts  of  hot  punch  failed  to  relieve 
him  ;  and  as  this  wretched  hovel  was  unprovided 
with  a  bedy  a  bundle  of  straw  was  all  the  tinker 
had  to  lie  upon ;  and  this  was  a  share  granted 
to  him  by  Morty  Mooney  from  his  own  wi^ 
which  served  himself  for  a  bed  whenever  be 
used  the  hut  as  his  resting-place,— the  hovel 
not  being  meant  for  a  regular  domicile^  but 
serving  the  disorderly  set  with  whom  Morty 
was  leagued,  as  a  place  of  rendezvous  or  halt, 
as  occasion  required ;  for  from  its  lonely  situ- 
ation it  was  admirably  adapted  to  the  purposes 
of  those  with  whom  secrecy  was  often  an  objedt 
of  importance. 

During  the  night,  Solomon's  tnoans  some- 
times disturbed  the  sleep  of  Morty  Mooney, 
who,  as  morning  approached^  was  besought  by 
the  tinker  to  get  **a  spark  o^  fire^  and  nu&e 
some  more  hot  punch,  for  in  the  course  of  the 
night  the  fire  had  become  extinguished.  The 
request  was  complied  with ;  but  Sdiomon^s  ptfin 
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remained  unalleviated ;  he  continued  his  moan- 
ing  protestations  that  he  was  ^*  racked  intirely,^ 
and,  at  kngth,  expressed  his  fear  that  he  was 
dying.  As  this  belief  became  strengthened, 
the  unfortunate  old  reprobate  exhiUted  consi- 
derable apprehension  of  the  final  hour,  and 
showed  his  dread  of  approaching  judgment  by 
many  pious  ejaculations  that  long  had  been 
strangers  to  his  withered  lips.  At  last,  he  said 
lie  should  like  to  see  the  priest,  and  urged 
Morty  to  go  for  him.  But  Morty  said  he  could 
not  do  his  errand  until  the  return  of  Shan  Re- 
gan, who  had  accompanied  the  party  overnight 
and  promised  to  be  back  early  on  the  following 
morning;  but  that«s  soon  as  he  arrived,  the 
priest  should  be  sent  for. 

"Oh,  don't  lose  any  time,  Morty, — I'*m  very 
bad ! — Oh,  if  I  should  die  without  seein'  the 
priest  r 

<<  You  -re  not  so  bad  as  all  that  comes  to 
yet,**  said  Morty. 

'<Oh,  I'm  racked  insicfe,  and  I  feel  myself 
growin'  wake !'' 

b2 
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*"  Here^s  more  hot  dhrink  for  you."" 

**  It  *s  no  use.** 

**  It  *s  bniTe  and  sthrong,  and  as  hot  as  the 
dxTtL'* 

^Oh^  doQ^  my  divil— God  be  merdfbl  to 
ttwl— ikm*t  say  divil,  Morty, — donH! — Oh!  ohi 
I  'm  racked !  Gf  me  the  dhrink,  then : — is  it 
hot  ?- is  it  hot  P"* 

^  Vis^  hraTe  and  hot  ;^  and  he  handed  him 
the  steaming  pundi  in  a  jug,  which  trembled 
in  th«  old  tinker^B  hands  and  rattled  against  Ui 
tveth  as  be  drank. 

'^  It  ^s  no  use,^  said  Solomon ;  <^it  warms  mj 
heart  nv^  more  than  if  it  was  cowld  wather.— 
I  \n  covid — I  'm  cowld ! — Oh,  the  rackin^  pain ! 
— Fivr  the  lore  o*  God  go  for  the  priest,  and 
don't  Wt  me  die  this  ft-way  !"" 

**  The  roinit  Rqpin  oomes.^ 

^^  Oh«  he  can  wait,  but  my  poor  sowl  canH 
wait !  You  wouldnH  stand  between  me  and  the 
light  o  glory,  would  youP-^-Oh,  go,  Mortj^ 
go ! — ^jrou  ^U  be  dyin^  one  day  yourself.^ 
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"Well,  whenever  that  may  be,  I  won't  be 
sitch  a  coward  about  it,  anyhow.^ 

**  YoU  don't  know  that, — you  don't  know 
that.^ While  the  life  is  sthrong  the  courage  is 
i^Eoog,  but  the  heart  fedls  you  when  you  feel 
the  life  gettin''  low." 

'■  ^^Tut  i  don't  be  so  afeard,  a  man  ought  al- 
ways to  be  a  man." 

;  f*Oh,  you  dunna  what  it  is  to  be  hangin'*  over 
the  pit,  and  the  thread  o'  life  goin''  to  brake !  I 
thought  like  you  wanst,  but  now  it 's  dhreadful 
to  be  near  it ! — Oh,  don't  let  me  die  out  o'  sal- 
Tationl  go  for  the  priest  if  you  hope  to  see 

gkwy," 

Morty  went  outside  the  cottage  to  avoid  So- 
loBi^s*  importunity ;  for  he  did  not  like  com- 
plying with  his  request  without  seeing  Regan, 
as,  under  existing  circumstances,  he  dreaded 
that  the  tinker  should  make  some  discoveries 
in  the  course  of  his  confession  with  his  ghostly 
vidtor  which  might  prove  inconvenient  to  his 
confederates.     He  walked  therefore  towards  the 
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point  whence  be  expected  Begin  to  approach, 
and  was  not  long  without  meeting  him.  He 
oommmiicated  to  him  SdamoBLS  precarioas 
state,  and  his  desire  to  see  the  priest,  and 
pointed  out  his  apjnrdiensions  of  the  danger- 
ous consequences  that  might  arise  from  com- 
plying with  his  request  They  consulted  toge- 
ther on  the  course  to  be  pursued  in  this  matter, 
as  they  walked  dowly  back  to  the  hut  where 
the  tinker  still  hty  groaning  and  calling  uo- 
ayailingly  on  Morty  to  hasten  fcnr  the  con- 
fessor. 

**It  would  be  well  he  was  dead,  the  owM 
thief  !^  said  Morty,  "  for  he  'd  be  no  loss  to  aoy 


one.*^ 


(C 


That  ^8  thrue  indeed,  and  by  what  you  tdl 
me  it^s  like  he^s  not  long  for  this  world :  don't 
you  say  he 's  dyin'  ?^ 

^^  He  thinks  so  himself,"^  said  Morty ;  <<  but 
that  ^8  the  cowardly  heart  of  him ;  for  be^s  as 
tough  as  a  gad,  and  I  don^t  think  he'^ll  go  with- 
out a  hard  stbrugg]e.  Suppose  we  lave  him 
there  and  let  him  die  ?^^ 
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"  H,0!wr  woi4d  it  b^  wid  us  thin  ?*'  said  Re- 
gan, who  did  not  in  the.  smallest  degree  revolt 
at  tji^e  cruelty  of  the  suggestion,  but  had  an 
^ye  tq  the  consequences. 

^[Suf^f  we  wouldn't  have  at  band  in  puttin'  any 

,ha|fm,on  him,  and  who  could  say  a  word  to  us  ?''" 

..^    *^'yhat'*s  thi[;ue,  sure  enough,*'  said  Began, 

wiip  W^ed,  a  few  paces  in  silence  while  he  re- 

^yoJived  in  hia  own  mind  the  proposition. 

^'  If  t^e  wa&  found  dead  there,  it  might  k^d 
to  inq|i|iry.'' 

"  When  he's  dead,  can't  we  throw  him  into  a 
']^g-hole  ?"  said  Morty :  ^*  who  cares  enough  for 
.him  to  ax  any  questions  ?^ 

^'Do  you  know  where  the  ass  is?'^  said  Regan, 
.stiU  considering. 

No,"  md  Morty. 

You  see  that !"  said  Regan,  "  the  cunnin' 
owld  rascal  always  left  the  ass  somewhere  else 
whenever  he  kem  to  the  Folly,  thai  it  might  be 
to  the  fore  to  rise  a  question  if  anything  hap- 
pened him  and  he  didn't  go  back  to  claim  it. — 
Do  you  mind  ?" 


6€ 
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*^  Bad  luck  to  his  '^cuteness !  what  a  head  he 
hasr 

^*  He 's  the  biggest  owld  rogue  in  Irelaiid  T 
said  Regan. 

**  Well,  what  are  we  to  do  F"  said  Morty. 

"  We  11  see  how  he  is  first/'  said  Regan  as 
they  approached  the  lonely  hut.  On  getting 
near  the  door,  they  paused  for  a  moment,  and 
heard  the  groans  of  Solomon,  mingled  with 
ejaculations  which  were  uttered  aloud  : 

"  Oh,  Morty  Mooney,  are  you  gone  for  the 
priest  ?  —  bring  him  to  save  my  poor  sowl !  — 
Oh,  if  you  desaive  me,  may  a  dead  man'^s  curse 
be  an  you,  and  may  you  never  see  the  light 
o'  glory  at  your  own  dyin'  hour  !^' 

*'  That 's  a  bitther  curse  he 's  puttin**  an  you, 
Morty, — arenH  you  afeard?'*  said  Regan,  whose 
superstitious  nature  was  worked  upon. 

'^Betther  for  him  pray  for  himself  than 
curse  me,^  said  Morty. 

"  Well,  it 's  betther  see  him  agin,  anyhow,'* 
said  Regan,  who  entered  the  hut  followed  by 
Morty* 
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When  SolomoD  heard  the  approaching  foot- 
steps, he  turned  on  his  straw,  and  cried  in  a 
TOiee  of  anxious  earnestness,  ^^  Is  that  his  reve- 
rence ?" 

"  Are  you  betth^  now  ?''  was  the  answer  he 
^ot  from  Regan. 

"  Oh,  didn^t  you  bring  the  priest  ?'' 

**  By  an'  by^  man,— ^by  an'  by.** 
^  -  The  old  tinker  groaned  in  mental  and  bodily 
anguish :  ^^  Oh,  if  I  die  out  o*  salvation  P 
•■■   '^  Listen  to  me,  man,''  said  Regan* 
-  A  conversation  now  took  place  between  them, 
in  which  Solomon  worked  upon  the  superstitious 
*  feelings  which  he  knew  Regan  to  be  under  the 
control  of,    and  threatened  him  with  the  ap- 
pearance of  his  unlaid  ghost  after  death  if  he 
permitted  him  to  die  without  seeing  the  priest. 
Regan,  in  turn,  made  Solomon  swear  by  ^^  the 
holy  vestments  and  the  seven  blessed  candles," 
that  he  would  not  in  his  confession  to  the  clergy- 
man commit  his  companions. 

This,  in  his  urgency  for  haste,  Solomon  pro- 
mised,  and  offered  in  proof  of  his  sincerity 

B  5 
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that  Regan  might  be  present  while  he  recdved 
absolution  from  the  confessor.  This  point  being 
carried,  the  pastor  was  sent  for,  and  Morty 
Moouey  was  urged  to  use  all  speed. 

^^And  suppose  I  go  for  the  docthor  .^  said 
Regan. 

^^  No,  no,^  said  Solomon,  ^^it  's  no  use,— «iid 
don^t  lave  me  to  die  alone,  for  Gbd*8  sake  !— 
stay  wid  me, — ^let  me  howld  you — there,  there! 
sure  it  ^s  comfcnrtin^  to  have  a  grip  o^  somethin' 
in  this  life,  while  you're  in  it, — not  to  be  left 
alone  in  the  last  minit,  to  quit  the  world  like  a 
banished  sthranger.*** 

Solomon  continued  in  great  pain  and  was 
apparently  sinking,  and  his  anxiety  for  ghostly 
consolation  continued  to  increase  in  a  fearful 
degree.  Nevertheless,  Regan,  having  acquitted 
his  conscience  in  sending  for  the  priest,  was  ia 
hopes  the  tinker  would  die  before  his  arrival, 
and  so  put  the  secrets  Solomon  was  in  posBosaion 
of  out  of  danger.  This  inhuman  desire,  how- 
ever, was  not  gratified :  the  approaching  tramp 
of  a  horse  was  heard,  and  Regan,  on  going  to  the 


RORY   O'MORE.  11 

door,  saw  Father  Frank  riding  towards  the  hut 
at  a  smart  pace.  R^an  returned  to  the  straw 
litter  where  Sdbmon  lay,  and  said, 

**  Now,  remember  your  oath, — don't  betbray 
us;  for  if  you  do,  hell-fire  will  be  your  portion !" 
**  Lord  be  merciful  to  me  l'^  said  the  dying 
Bian« 

Regan  now  returned  to  the  door  to  receive 
the  pHest,  and  with  the  disgusting  words  he 
uttered,  to  the  dying  sinner  yet  hot  on  his 
lips,  be  said,  "  God  save  your  reverence  T  as  he 
made  a  low  obeisance  to  the  priest,  who  alighted 
and  entered  the  hovel,  while  Regan  secured  the 
bridle  of  the  horse  to  the  staple  on  the  door-post 
and  followed  fast  into  the  hut. 

"  Well,  my  poor  man,  are  you  very  ill  ?"  said 
Father  Frank. 

"  Oh,  God  be  praised  you  're  come !"  said  So- 
lomon. "  I  'm  dyin',  your  reverence, — dyin' ! — 
give  me  the  comforts  o^  the  church,  and  God 
bless  you  !  Oh,  I  'm  a  poor  sinner !  give  me 
absolution  for  my  sins,  and  save  my  poor 
sowl !" 
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*<  LeaTe  me  alone  with  him,'*  waid  die  dcrgj- 
man  to  Regan :  '^  he  wants  to  coofeaa." 

^^  Plaze  your  reTerence,  he  has  nothin*  to  con- 
fess: he  says  he  only  wants  the  comforts,  o*  the 
church  before  he  departs.^ 

**  Retire,^*  said  the  pastor.  ^*  You  oi^fat  to 
know  he  cannot  receive  the  sacrament  without 
making  a  confession.*^ 

Solomon  declared  he  had  nothing  to  confess : 
*'  I  have  no  time  for  confession,  more  than  that 
I'm  a  wicked  sinner,  and  repent  o^  my  sins, 
and  hope  to  see  glory,  if  your  reverence  will 
give  me  absolution.** 

^  God  help  you,  poor  man  !'*  said  Father 
Frank  humanely,  **  you  shall  have  the  consola- 
tions of  the  church  in  your  last  moments ;  but 
you  should  make  a  clean  breast,  and  unburthea 
your  conscience  :  you  have  sins  to  confess.* 

^'  More  than  I  have  time  for,*^  said  Solomon 
faintly :  *^  I  *m  dyin*.  I  confess  I  'm  a  miserable 
sinner,  and  I  ax  God's  pardon,  and  my  blessed 
SavWs  pardon  ;  and  won'^t  you  give  me  absolu- 
tion, your  reverence,  and  promise  me  the  light 
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o^^^ory?— Oh,  take  pity  on  my  poor  sinful 
sowl,  and  give  me  the  absolation  ! —  and  I  have 
money,  money  enough^  your  reverence.^' 

*^  Don^t  think  of  your  money,  you  poor  sinful 
mortal !  but  think  of  saving  your  soul,  and 
confess  youf self  before  God,  who  knows  your 
erimes,  and  is  willing  to  pardon  them  if  you 
confess  them.'^ 

*^  Oh,  I  lave  all  that  to  his  own  honour, 
your  reverence,  if  you  '11  only  gi'  me  the  abso- 
lution, and  say  masses  for  my  poor  sowl 
when  I  'm  gone ;  — and  I  Ve  money  to  pay  for 
thim  —  plenty  o'  money  —  will  you  say  the 
masses  for  me?'' 

"  Let  me  confess  you  first" 

"  Sure,  I  Ve  nothin'  to  confess,  more  nor  I 
cdnfessed  already, — I  'm  a  poor  sinner,  and  ax 
absolution ;  and  if  your  reverence  goes  to  the 
glin  o'  the  Folly  —  and  there  at  the  upper  end 
there 's  a  big  rock  stands  out  in  the  glin,  and 
some  hazel-threes  near  it  higher  up  the  hill.'' 
Here  he  writhed  in  agony,  and  gave  his  accus- 
tomed cry  that  he  was  racked.     He  seemed 
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weaker  after  the  spasm,  and  in  a  Toice  more  ffint 
than  hitherto,  besought  the  priest  for  absolutioQ, 
with  a  look  so  imploring,  that  Father  Fxtak 
could  no  longer  resist  the  appeal,  and  fearang.lM^. 
should  expire  every  instant,  the  extremity  q(  tbe. 
case  induced  him  to  dispense  with  a  confespiis^ 
and  he  administered  the  last  rites  of  tbe  chwdh^ 

The  poor  wretch   seemed  much  soothed  bj 
the  act,  and  after  a  short  pause  continued. 

**  Undher  that  rock,  near  a  big  bundi  V 
dock>laves,  if  you  dig  up  the  ground,  you  11 
find  a  leather  bag  with  goolden  guineas  in  it,"r 
more  -*  more  —  than  you'd  think  —  the  poor 
tinker — '"    Here  he  paused  again  in  appannt 
pain ;   but  recovering  again,   he  said  fiuntly- 
"  The  goold— your  reverence — I  give  the 
goold  to  you  —  for  the  masses  —  for  my  sovL 
Oh,  say  the  masses !  —  the  masses !"    He  coold 
add  no  more,  and  sank  back  on  his  heap  of 
straw. 

<^6od  be  merciful  to  his  soulT  said  tb 
priest  devoutly,  as  he  joined  his  hapda  9 
prayer  over  the  poor  sinner,  whose  spirit  ^ 
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thought  had  passed.  But  Solomon  had  not 
yet  given  up  the  ghost ;  he  still  continued  to 
breathe,  but  his  state  of  exhaustion  seemed  to 
be  such,  that  no  hope  could  be  entertained  of 
his  recovery,  and  as  there  was  no  apparent  like- 
lihood eten  of  returning  consciousness,  Father 
Fi^ank  prepared  to  go. 

**  This  should  be  an  awful  warning  to  you," 
said  he  to  Kegan,  who  attended  him  to  his 
horse.  **  See  how  the  deathbed  of  the  sinner 
shakes  the  heart !  I  hqpe  you  may  profit  by  the 
lesson.  After  the  poor  man's  decease,  you  must 
accompany  me  to  the  place  where  he  said  his 
money  is  concealed,  to  witness  how  much  is 
there,  and  I  will  divide  it  between  masses  for 
his  soul  and  o£9ces  of  charity.'^ 

When  the  priest  had  gone,  Regan  returned 
to  the  hut  and  found  Solomon  had  sunk  into  a 
sleep.  "  I  suppose  he  11  go  off  that  way,"  said 
he  to  himself.  "  And  to  think  o'  the  owld  va- 
gabone  having  such  a  power  6'  money,  all  by 
chatin'  and  robbin'  —  the  way  he  robbed  the 
stakes  o*  the  game  yestherday  in  the  Folly  !'' 
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To  every  one's  surprise^  Solonum^  ioAt^ad  of 
dying,  awoke  the  better  of  his  sleep  —  mueh 
exhausted  it  is  true,  but  manifestly  out  of  dan- 
ger. While  in  this  state,  he  was  often  visited 
by  Father  Frank,  who  endeavoured  to  imprestf 
upon  him  how  sacred  the  duty  became,  to  thank 
God  for  his  mercy,  in  granting  the  time  for 
repentance  of  his  sins,  and  not  hastening  him 
away  in  the  unprepared  state  in  which  the  pa^t 
tor  found  him,  when,  trembling  at  the  tennrs 
of  death,  he  prayed  {pr  absolution,  which, 
under  the  extreme  circumstances  of  the  case> 
had  been  given  him  then :  ^^  but  now,''  added 
Father  Frank,  *^  I  expect  you  to  lead  a  good 
life  for  the  remainder  of  the  period  Heaven 
may  please  to  grant  you,  and  I  desire  you  come 
to  your  duty  regularly.*' 

Solomon  promised  fairly ;  but  the  moment 
the  priest's  back  was  turned,  his  thoughts  were 
far  from  heavenward.  To  the  earth,  to  the 
earth  they  returned  again;  for  he  thought  of  his 
concealed  treasure,  and  trembled  for  its  safety, 
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M  be  remembered  that  Regan  was  present  when 
he  named  the  spot  where  it  was  buried. 

For  some  days  he  could  not  rise  from  the 
Utter  wherieoB  he  lay  ;  and  when  he  was  enabled 
to  move,  it  was  but  to  crawl  feebly  along.  But 
even  in  this  exhausted  state  he  made  his  way 
to  the  glen  c^  the  Folly,  to  try  if  his  hoard  was 
safe.  The  appearance  of  the  spot  alarmed  him, 
for  the  place  bore  marks  of  being  recently  dis- 
turbed, and  he  began  eagerly  to  upturn  the 
soil.  Wretched  was  the  work  of  the  old  miser : 
digging  up  the  earth  that  so  soon  must  cover 
him,  to  seek  that  which  was  dearer  to  him  than 
life.  What  was  his  agony  when  he  found  his 
misgivings  at  sight  of  the  place  were  well  found* 
ed,  and  that  his  gold  was  gone  ! 

At  first  he  stood  as  stiff  and  cold  as  stone ; 
and  had  he  been  of  a  nature  sensible  to  emotion, 
the  shock  would  have  killed  him.  At  length  he 
gave  way  to  groans  and  wrung  his  hands  in  de- 
spair—he threw  himself  on  the  ground;  and 
tears,  that  had  never  since  childhood  wetted  his 
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cheek,  now  streamed  down  the  furrows  that 
crime  and  craft  had  worn  there.  He  cursed  bit 
fate  in  having  been  spared  from  the  grave  only 
to  taste  a  bitterness  beyond  that  of  death,  and 
his  wailing  was  mingled  with  blaspheming. 

The  sweet  echoes  of  the  quiet  glen  were 
startled  at  the  disgusting  sounds,  and  the  pure 
peace  of  Nature  violated  ! 

But  the  master-spirit  of  the  miser  at  kngtil 
came  to  his  aid : — craft  rose,  phoenix-like,  £roD 
the  ashes  of  his  heart.— *-Wbere,  a  &w  minutes 
before,  he  wept  in  despair,  and  wrung  his  handi, 
he  now  sat  motionless,  with  knitted  brow  and 
compressed  lips,  planning  within  the  dark  and 
tortuous  labyrinths  of  his  deceitful  mind  stra- 
tagem after  stratagem  to  regain  his  lost  tret'* 
sure.  With  the  patience  and  cunning  of  a  spi- 
der, thread  after  thread  he  spun  s  and  if  the 
breath  of  doubt  shook  his  fabric  and  broke  his 
meshes,  on  he  toiled,  unwearied,  until  the  web 
was  completed :  and  now  he  only  wanted  te 
lure  his  game  within  his  grasp. 

Having  determined  on  his  plan,  he  replaced 
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^le  earth  he  had  dug  ap ;  and  so  carefully  did 
he  restore  the  appearance  of  the  spot  as  it  ex- 
isted before  his  visit,  that  no  one  would  have 
6uq)ected  it  had  been  so  recently  disturbed* 

He  then  left  the  place,  muttering  curses 
upoo  Regan,-T-&r  that  he  was  the  person  who 
purloined  tl^  treasure  there  was  no  doubt ; 
and  the  plan  he  adopted  to  make  him  restore 
k  was  this:— rHe  contrived  an  opportunity  of 
speaking  to  Regan  without  exciting  his  suspU 
dona  ;  and  aftear  allttding  to  the  circumstances 
of  hi&  sickness,  and  of  the  hidden  money  which 
be  had  told  the  priest  of,  —  ^^  as  you  heerd  me 
tdl  him  yourself,^  said  he,  —  Solomon  then 
proceeded  to  inform  him  that  he  had  hid 
imotber  hoard  of  money  in  another  place,  but 
that  he  did  not  think  it  was  as  safe  as  it  would 
be  in  the  glen  of  the  Folly :  ^^  and  as  the  priest 
and  you  knows  that  place/'  said  Solomon, 
*^  and  as  I  can't  live  much  longer  now,  I  would 
wish  it  to  be  known  where  my  money  is,  —  for 
it  ^s  a  pity  it  would  be  lo$t ;  and  when  I  ^m 
gone,  sure  I'd  wish  to  lave  sometbin^  to  my 
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friends  to  remimber  me,  and  some  to  say 
masses  for  my  sowl ;  —  for  to  give  it  all  to  the 
priest,  you  see,  Shan,  is  more  ncnr  I  think  right 
or  raysonable.  But,  as  I  was  saying  it  ^s  bet- 
ther  hfive  it  all  in  one  place ;  and  so»  if  you  'II 
go  wid  me  to  the  ^in,  1^11  put  the  rest  o' 
what  I  have  there  too.^'  Here  he  produced  a 
small  leather  bag,  in  which  he  had  put  some 
pieces  of  clipped  tin  to  resemble  the  chink 
of  coin,  and  just  shaking  it,  to  deceive  the 
ears  of  R^;an,  as  he  gave  him  a  glimpse  of 
the  purse,  he  replaced  it  in  his  pocket,  asking 
R^an  to  accompany  him  the  next  day  to  the 
glen  — "  For,  you  see,^  said  he,  *'  people  some- 
times goes  there  now,  to  see  the  Folly,  since 
the  night  we  done  the  thrick  there ;  and  I  ''m 
wake  and  owld,  and  would  be  afeard  to  go  by 
myself  wid  so  much  money  about  me.  So,  Shan 
agra^  come  wid  me,  and  thin  you  11  know 
where  every  rap  poor  owld  Solomon  has  saved 
is  hid — jist  yourself  and  the  priest; — and 
when  I^m  dyin\  I  won't  forget  you,  Shan  — 
throth  I  won't.*' 
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Regan  fell  into  the  trap,  for  the  finished  de- 
ception of  Solomon'*s  acting  induced  the  belief 
that  he  really  had  more  treasure  to  hide,  and 
Shan  Dhu  lost  no  time  in  restoring  the  bag  he 
had  stolen  to  its  former  place  of  concealment, 
intending,  when  the  additional  treasure  was 
placed  there,  to  seize  it  all  and  decamp.  It 
was  the  following  day  he  went  with  the  tinker 
for  the  purpose  of  making  the  second  deposit ; 
and  it  was  on  this  mission  he  was  engaged  when 
Mary  O^More  heard  his  voice  in  the  glen  and 
fled  at  his  approach.  Let  us  now  return  to  her, 
whom  we  left  trembling  in  her  place  of  conceal- 
ment. 


.I.J 


Mast  iXM ou  imrlT  fkiDtied  from  terror  tf 
the  sesc  of  Rcgu,  vho  stood  in  sQcoee  w 
tbe  rock:  and  the  thon^it  of  Iiis  duooveiing 
ker  akne  in  sack  n  docrted  pfaioe  shot  n  jMUig 
of  j^oBT  tfaraogh  her  finme. 

Rfgsn  at  last  nised  his  Toioe^  and  cried, 
^  Art  TOO  coadn*  r^ 

The  vords  were  ddigfatfol  to  Mary's  ear, 
for  thej  implied  he  had  a  companion,  and  the 
sense  cf  her  deaolalion  was  kasened. 

^  Come  on,"  said  Regan  again ;  and  Solo- 
mon soon  was  TisiUe  to  Mary.  It  was  the 
first  time  in  h^  life  she  had  ever  been  g^ad  to 
see  the  old  tinker. 
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^^  Let  me  rest  a  bit,^  said  Solomon,  seating 
himself;  ^^  the  walkin'  tires  me:  I^m  wake 
yet.'' 

"  No  wondher,"  said  Regan.  "  Taith,  I 
thought  you  wor  gone  th'  other  day  I*' 

**  Well,  I  cad't  stay  very  long  now,  any- 
how !  I  feel  myself  goin^  fast ;  and  whenever 
that  '11  be,  you  '11  know  where  to  get  the  goold, 
^han  agrdy  —  for  it's  yourself  will  have  the 
mo§t  of  it.** 

("  All  of  it,''  thought  Shan  in  his  heart.) 

^^  And  so,"  continued  Solomon,  who,  with 
admirable  presence  of  mind,  did  not  seem  to 
be  in  any  hurry  to  look  for  his  money,  —  "  So 
you  tell  me  that  the  Frinchman  went  aboord 
himsdf?'' 

«  Yis." 

"And  the  collecthor  is  out  o'  the  way  .?" 

"finug,"  daid  Regan. 

Mary,  at  the  name  of  the  collector,  was 
breathless,  and  listened  till  the  anxiety  of  hear- 
ing made  her  ears  tingle  again. 
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And  Kary  ?*  said  Solomon. 
D — n  his  sowl !  he'^s  out  of  the  way  too,* 
said  Regan. 

Poor  Mary  gasped  for  breath. 

^^  And  not  one  can  make  head  or  tail  of  it 
through  the  counthry,**^  said  Solomon. 

*^  'Faith,  they  may  look  for  him  long  enough 
before  they  "^U  find  him  !"  said  Regan. 

**  Well,  we  may  as  well  look  for  what  we 
kem  for,  now  that  I  ^m  rested,'*  said  Solomon. 
"  There's  the  very  spot  where  it  is.** 

"  Show  it  to  me,  jist,^  said  Regan,  *^  and  I H 
turn  up  the  earth  for  you,  bekaze  you  are  wake 
yet,  and  don't  fataigue  yourself." 

^*  Thrue  for  you,"  said  Solomon,  who  knew 
Regan's  motive  was  to  prevent  the  recent  re- 
moval of  the  earth  being  noticed. 

Shan  Dhu  now  opened  the  blade  of  a  large 
clasp  knife,  and  commenced  the  act  of  unearth- 
ing the  treasure. 

Mary  was  in  a  state  of  confused  horror  all 
this  time.      She  had  heard   them   say  RiNrjr 
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might  be  looked  for  a  long  while  before  he  was 
found,  and  she  imagined,  from  these  words,  that 
they  had  concealed  his  body  after  he  was  mur- 
dered, (for  she  had  given  up  all  hope  of  Rory'^s 
being  alive ;)  and  perhaps  this  was  the  spot 
where  his  mangled  remains  were  hid, — perhaps 
these  were  his  murderers  before  her; — if  she 
were  seen,  her  life  would  be  forfeited  also  !  She 
could  observe  Solomon's  face  from  where  she 
lay,  and  she  saw  his  eyes  fixed  with  a  look  of  fas- 
cination upon  the  spot  where  Regan  was  delving 
with  his  knife  and  turning  up  the  clay  with  his 
hands. 
Regan  said  at  last, "  I  think  I  *m  near  it  now.** 
Mary's  blood  ran  cold ; — was  it  her  brother's 
dorse  they  were  uncovering?  Solomon's  look 
became  more  intense,  and  in  a  minute  more  he 
exdaimed,  "  That 's  it,  that 's  it !"  and  with  his 
hands  outstretched  like  the  claws  of  a  bird  of 
prey,  he  pounced  upon  the  hole  that  Regan  had 
made  and  rooted  up  the  bag.  **  I  have  it,  I 
have  it  T  said  he,  unable  to  contain  his  trans- 
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port  at  the  sight  of  his  r^ained  treasure,  which 
he  hu^ed  up  dose  to  his  breast*  as  a  mother 
would  hug  her  first-bonu 

Regan  looked  at  him  with  a  mixture  of  sus- 
picion and  ferocity  in  his  countenaaoe  perfecdy 
horrible,  and  neither  of  them  spoke  for  some 
seconds. 

Solomon  was  the  first  to  break  silenoe^  and^ 
rising  from  his  seat,  he  said,  ^^  I  b'lieve  we  may 
as  well  go  now." 

"  Go  where  ?'^  said  R^an* 

^^  Out  o'  this,"  said  Solomon :  ^^  we  need  not 
stay  here  any  longer." 

"  Why,  aren't  you  goin'  to  bury  it  again  ?^ 

"  Yis,  in  another  place." 

^^  Why,  you  towld  me  you  had  more  to  put 
to  it !" 

^^  Ay,  ay,  and  so  I  will  put  this  along  wid 
th'  other." 

^'  But  you  said  you  M  put  what  more  yeu 
had  here !"  said  Regan,  who  began  to  see  the 
trick  the  tinker  meant  to  play  him. 

''  Well,  that 's  what  I  intindid,''  said  Soic 
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mon ;  ^  but  I  changed  my  miod  sence,  and  I 
think  this  will  be  safer  along  wid  th'  bther : 
come  wid  me,  and  we  'U  put  it  there  T'  and  he 
arose  to  depart  as  he  spoke. 

Regan  laid  his  hand  on  the  skirt  of  the  tin- 
ker's ragged  coat,  and  dragged  him  to  his  seat 
again  as  he  said,  *^  You  won^t  go  that  way,  as 
cunnin^  as  you  think  yourself !  Don't  be  catch- 
in'  your  young  birds  with  chaff  that  way,  Solo- 
mon Sly,  my  darlin^ :  owld  sojers  are  not  to  be 
done  with  gingerbread  f^ 
~  ^^  What  do  you  mane,  Shan  avic  ?""  said  So- 
lomon, endeavouring  to  affect  composure. 

^  I  tell  you  what  I  mane,"  said  Regan  with 
decided  ferocity  in  his  manner:  ^^  I  mane,  that 
the  divil  an  out  o'  this  you  take  that  money  so 
aisyr 

"  Why,  you  wouldn't  hendher  me  o*  puttin' 
my  money  where  I  like,  would  you,  Shan 
agral^  said  Solomon,  still  endeavouring  to 
maintain  a  quiet  state  of  things ;  but  while  he 
assumed  so  much  indifference^  he  kept  an  iroB 
grip  of  his  money-bag. 

c2 
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-  1 11  hoidker  too  ukin*  it  out  o'  this— by 
this  knife  I  wiU  1^  said  R^an,  as  he  clutched 
tins  w^npoQ  fierodj  and  shook  it  with  vdie- 
nxeace  in  the  traker^s  lace. 

SoIomoQ  changed  counteoaiice  a  little  as  he 
attempted  fiixther  whecdiiiig. 

*^  Can't  jou  oome  and  see  iriiere  I  put  it 
jloag  wid  the  rest  t^  said  he. 

^Alim^  wid  ike  rtU  imdeed !  That  was  t 
purtT  humbug  tou  made  me  bliere,  you  owU 
Tillian !  Along  wid  the  rest ! — go  and  see  wheie 
TOU  put  it !  YiS)  JOU  thieacherous  owld  thief! 
go  out  on  the  puhtic  road  wid  you,  and  then 
TOU  *I1  make  some  fine  excuse  as  ^cute  as  a  le 
prauchaun^  and  give  me  the  sUp  !  No,  no;  I 
have  TOU  now,  and  1 11  make  my  own  o^  you! 
You  promised  me  some  of  it,  and  1 11  have  it, 
or  I'll  know  why* 

**  You  wouldn't  take  the  money  from  a  poor 
owld  man,  would  you,  Shan  dear  ?*" 

^^  Poor,  indeed  i^  said  R^an.    ^*  Why,  you 
owld  starred  ^ottomy,  that  never  had  the  heart 
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to  buy  a  male^s  mate  or  a  hearty  glass,  you  have 
more  goold  than  many  a  sportin^  fellow  in  the 
counthry,  and  more  than  ever  you  can  want ; 
and  I  do  want  it,  and,  what  ^s  more — and  take 
one  word  for  all — by  the  blessed  light  111  have 
it  before  you  lave  this  I'' 

**  Why,  Regan,  it 's  not  robbin**  an  owld  man 
you'd  be?'' 

"  Rpbbin' ! — you  talk  of  robbin' !  Tell  me, 
you  grey  owld  vagabone,  who  was  it  stole  the 
stakes  o'  the  spoil-five  in  the  Folly?  You  thought 
no  one  saw  you,  did  you  ?  but  I  seen  it — I  did, 
and  now  I  '11  see  who  can  play  the  best  game 
here!  6i'  me  the  half  o'  that  bag,  and  be 
thankful  I  don't  take  it  all!  — you  know  you 
promised  me  share  of  it." 

«  Yis,  yis,  I  did,"  said  Solomon,  "and  I'll 
keep  my  word,  Shan  dear,— I  will ;  but  you 
remember  I  said  it  should  be  afther  I  die." 

"  Die?*  said  Regan  with  terrible  meaning  in 
his  voice,  —  "  die  ?  Take  care  how  you  put 
me  in  mind  o*  that  P'  ^ 
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Solomon  looked  ghastly  at  the  impUed  threat, 
and  said  imploringly,  *^  Oh,  Shan,  Shan  !  sure 
you  wouldn't  murdher  me  T 

*<  Who  was  it  taught  me  last  Sunday  three 
weeks  ?  —  who  was  it  said  in  the  Folly,  that 
^  dead  men  tell  no  tales  T — eh  P'  and  his  voiee 
assumed  a  deeper  tone. 

*^  Oh,  Shan,  Shan !  you  wouldn't,  you 
wouldn't !"  And  Solomon  again  attempted  to 
rise  and  depart ;  but  Regan  laid  a  still  fiercer 
grasp  upon  him  than  he  had  yet  done,  and 
said,  ''  Wouldn't  I  ?"  with  the  scowl  of  a  fiend. 
*^  Give  me  the  half  o'  that  money,  or  111 
make  a  way  to  your  throat  nearer  than  your 
mouth — by  the  'tarnal  I  will !  Will  you  gite 
it?" 

Solomon  did  not  speak,  but  clutched  his 
money.bag  faster. 

"  Will  you,  I  say  ?"  said  Regan,  getting  more 
excited,  and  gripping  his  knife  with  as  deter- 
mined a  purpose  as  the  tinker  clutched  his  trea« 
sure. 

Solomon  now  gathered  all  the  strength  be 


RORT  o'MORE.  si 

had  kft  into  one  desperate  effort,  and,  in  the 
hope  of  alarming  Began,  he  raised  his  voice  and 
shouted,  ^^  Murdher  !  muJrdb^r  (" 

^^  You  will  have  it,  then  !"  said  Regan,  who, 
step  by  step,  was  worked  up  to  desperation, 
and  rushing  on  the  old  man,  he  caught  him 
by  the  throat,  flung  him  to  the  ground,  and, 
with  uplifted  knife,  was  about  to  throw  himself 
upon  him  with  a  horrible  curse,  when  Mary 
O^More,  whose  mind  had  been  wrought  to  the 
highest  pitch  of  terror-stricken  excitemept, 
could  contain  her  feelings  no  longer,  and  ut- 
tered an  appallipg  shriek;  and  as  the  echoes 
of  the  valley  rang  to  the  scream,  Regan  stood 
petrified  with  alarm. 

Solomon  took  advantage  of  his  terror,  and 
looking  towards  the  spot  whence  the  scream 
proceeded,  he  saw,  as  he  arose  at  the  same  in- 
stant, the  girl  emerge  from  her  place  of  conceal- 
ment ;  and  with  an  activity  surprising  for  one 
in  his  weakened  condition,  he  was  at  her  side 
in  a  moment,  and  clinging  to  her,  prevented 
the  escape  she  meditated.     ^^Save  me!   save 
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meV*  he  exdaiined,  as  he  held  her  with  the 
energy  and  tenacity  of  terror. 

The  consequences  of  a  witness  being  present 
at  what  had  taken  place  flashed  upon  Regan'^s 
mind  in  an  instant ;  and  once  being  committed 
in  an  act  of  outrage,  desparation  urged  him 
onward,  and  seeing  Mary  CKMore  in  sudi  a 
position  inflamed  his  brutal  nature  with  thoughts 
fitter  for  hell  than  earth.  To  divide  Solomon 
and  the  giii,  and  dispose  of  them  separately, 
was  his  object ;  so,  stimulating  Solomon  by  the 
hope  of  saving  his  gold,  he  said, 

"  Go  ofi*  wid  you  —  be  off,  you  and  your 
money,  and  lave  this  young  woman  with  me  :  I 
want  to  have  some  words  with. her:*  • 

Mary  was  now  the  person  to  cling  to  the 
tinker,  who  endeavoured  to  shake  her  ofi^  while 
she  begged  for  the  love  of  Ood  he  would  not 
desert  her. 

^^  Let  him  go,  I  tell  you  i"  said  Regan. 

*^  No  I  no  I**  screamed  the  girl. 

The  vile  old  miser  whose  life  she  had  just 
saved  now  eagerly  endeavoured  to  loose  him- 
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self  from  her  hold,  and  leave  her  in  the  hands 
of  the  ruffian  from  lyhose  knife  she  had  deliver- 
ed him,  and,  in  the  desire  to  save  his  gold, 
would  have  left  her  in  peril  of  worse  than 
death. 

"  Let  me  go,  I  bid  you !"  cried  the  tinker 
impatiently,  and  striking  as  fiercely  as  he  could 
at  the  straining  hands  which  held  him. 

"  For  the  Blessed  Virgin,  I  beseech  you,  So- 
lomon darlin',"  cried  the  agonised  girl,  "  donH 
lave  me  with  that  horrid  man  !  Oh,  Solomon  ! 
afther  savin'  your  life,  don't  lave  me  this  way  !" 

Solomon  seemed  for  an  instant  to  have  a 
touch  of  compunction ;  but  Regan  said,  ^^  If 
you  stay  here  two  minutes  longer,  the  divil  a 
guinea  you'll  ever  lift  out  o'  this!  Be  off, 
and  lave  this  spyin'  young  lady  with  me /' 
.  The  threat  roused  Solomon  to  action,  and 
again  he  endeavoured  to  shake  Mary  from  him. 
She  threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  him,  and 
clasping  him  firmly  round  his  trembling  limbs, 
besought  him  in  the  most  earnest  and  touching 
manner  not  to  abandon  her. 

'     c  6 
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^^Oh,  sure  yoa  wouldn't  desert  the  poor, 
helpless,  innocent  girl,  —  sure  you  wouldn't  1 
God  won^t  forgive  you  if  you  do.  — -  Oh,  sweet 
Virgin,  protect  me  P 

'^  Shake  her  off,  I  tell  you,  and  save  your 
money,  or,  by  all  the  divils  in  hdl,  1 11  have 
the  lives  o'  both  o'  yiz  !"  shouted  Regan  as  he 
laid  hold  of  Mary  O^More  and  dragged  her 
fiercdy  from  Solomon,  who  struggled  to  disen- 
gage himsdf  from  her ;  and  at  last,  by  his 
striking  ha  heavily  on  the  hands,  the  unfortu- 
nate girl  was  forced  to  relinquish  her  grasp; 
but  at  the  same  mommt  she  made  a  despe- 
rate ^ort  to  regain  her  feet,  and  springing 
from  her  knees,  turned  with  the  energy  of  des- 
peration upon  Regan  and  cried  with  vehe- 
mence^ ^  May  the  God  that  loc^s  down  on 
us  judge  and  punish  you  if  you  wrong  me, 
Shan  Regan  r 

The  moment  Solomon  found  himself  free,  he 
exerted  what  speed  he  might  in  getting  away ; 
and  Regan,  bidding  Mary  with  a  grip  of  iron, 
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smd  looking  on  her  with  demoniac  triumph, 
said, 

*'  Now  I  'U  tache  you,  my  saucy  lady,  how 

you  ^11  gibe  and  jilt  a  man  !  and  you  '11  larn 

more  in  the  glin  than  you  came  to  watch  for  !'^ 

With  these  words,  he  attemped  to  seize  her 

round  fh^  waist ;  but  Mary  made  an  active  re- 

sifitanc^,  and  maintained  a  surprising  struggle 

i^gianst  his  ruffian  assault;  but  every  instant 

;h^.  {iower  to  repel  became  less,  her  exclama- 

tirnift  to  Heaven  grew,  weaker,  and  at  last  her 

.short  and  gasping  shriek  gave  token  that  she 

'Mi  her  remaining  strength  fast  failing. 

'.    Just  at  this,  moment,  when  she  was  nearly 

:  within  the  irrecoverable  gripe  of  Shap  Dhu, 

.the  baying  of  hounds  reached  her  ear,  and  she 

.screamed  with  wild  joy, 

*^ThehuntI   the  hunt  r 

.   .  Regan  made  a  last  desperate  effort  to  drag 

her  into  the  hazel-wood,  where  he  might  effect 

concealment  and  drown  her  cries,  but,  inspired 

by  the  hope  of  succour,  Mary  redoubled  her 
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efforts,  and  whfle  she  was  writhing  in  the  un* 
equal  struggle,  a  fox  ran  dose  beside  them 
and  dashed  across  the  glen  as  the  cry  of  the 
hounds  grew  louder. 

*' They're  coming!  they're  coming!"  she 
cried ;  ^'^  you  villian,  they ^re  coming!  there ^s  the 
fox  !    Oh,  blessed  Virgin,  you  Ve  saved  me  !^ 

The  cheering  cry  of  the  dogs  again  rang  up 
the  glen,  the  pack  opened  louder  and  louder 
every  instant,  and,  in  dread  of  discovery,  Began 
dashed  into  the  wood  and  climbed  up  the  cliff. 

The  moment  she  was  freed  from  his  grasp, 
Mary  O'^Iore  ran  with  wild  speed  down  the 
glen  towards  the  point  whence  the  sound  of  the 
chase  proceeded,  and  soon  saw  the  horsemen 
urging  forward.  The  moment  she  beheld  them, 
the  certainty  of  protection  produced  so  violent 
a  revulsion  of  feeling,  that  her  brain  reeled  as 
she  rushed  onward,  and  she  fell  prostrate  to  the 
earth. 

Among  the  foremost  of  the  horsemen,  was 
Mr.  Dixon,  a  magistrate,— a  gentleman  of  a 
kinder  nature  than  the  generality  of  his  class. 
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He  rode  beside  Squire  Ransford,  and  they  both 
saw  the  precipitous  flight  of  Mary  O'More 
down  the  glen.  Mr.  Dixon  remarked  the  cir- 
cumstance to  the  squire,  who  attributed  the 
headlong  speed  of  the  girl  to  her  fear  of  the 
hounds.  Still  Mr.  Dixon  kept  his  eyes  fixed 
on  Mary ;  and  seeing  her  fall,  he  exclaimed, 

**  Down  she  goes  !" 

^*  Let  her  pick  herself  up  again  !'^  said  the 
squire,  as  he  dashed  forward  in  the  chase. 

Biit  the  magistrate,  though  fond  of  hunting, 
thought  there  were  other  things  in  this  world 
worth  thinking  of;  he  had  some  heart  about 
him,  with  which  the  squire  was  not  troubled, 
and,  despite  the  alluring  notes  of  "  Sweet-lips  *** 
and  ^^  Merry-lass,^  who  gave  tongue  ahead  in 
good  style,  he  drew  his  bridle  when  he  saw  the 
fugitive  sink  to  the  earth,  and  rode  up  to  the 
prostrate  girl,  while  the  rest  of  the  hunt  fol- 
lowed the  squire,  and  left  the  office  of  charity 
to  him :  and  well  for  poor  Mary  O'More  that 
there  was  one  to  pity  and  protect  her ! 

Mr.  Dixon  alighted,  and  was  some  time  be- 
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n  aoat  iiit  •anieng  £zi  fti^  the  ootk, 
Sssnc  :^iB  2z  i&ssk:  ker  would  leqnke 


JI&  iiiid:*nfiiBL  anwriTj  ht  led  Ub  hotse,  wiiA 
sdL  auiLei  ^  ks  sbi  vEib  iBpstieBce^  to  a 
ni7!i^o»s:.  mi  -fiw.iJJjy  the  bridle  to  i^  he 


R^rnm^  3^0*  CcbsIt  from  the  enth,  he  ciiried 
her  dcfut  13  tbe  nrer;  and  there,  by  oc^ousljr 
yrsk'-^e  the  cool  stzeam  orer  her  face,  which 
m  dfa:r.lfke  paknfsw  orerspread,  <— a  paleness 
rendered  nsore  striking  by  the  dark  hair  that 
streamed  kweely  around  her  head  and  neck,  be 
gnuiually  restored  her  to  life ;  but  it  was  some 
time  before  consciousness  returned.  The  sound 
of  many  waters  was  in  her  ears  as  she  opened 
her  eyes  and  looked  vaguely  around.  When 
she  caught  the  first  glimpse  of  Mr»  Dixon, 
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the  sight  of  a  htiman  face  seemed  to  startle 
her,  and  she  attempted  to  scream ;  but  her 
exhausted  energies  could  only  give  vent  to  a 
hard-drawn  sigh.  The  soothing  tone  in  which 
she  was  spoken  to,  tended  to  restore  her,  and 
after  some  time  she  uttered  a  few  broken  sen- 
tences; but,  from  previous  terror,  such  was 
the  incoherency  of  her  expressions,  that  Mr. 
Dixon  could  only  conjecture  she  had  been 
in  personal  danger,  and  therefore  besought  him 
to  protect  her. 

« I  will,  my  poor  girl,— I  will.'' 

"God  bless  you,  sir!  you  won't  lave  me 
alone  ?^ 

**  Certainly  not ;  calm  yourself 

"  Are  they  gone  ?"  said  she,  looking  wildly 
up  the  glen. 

Mr.  Dixon  thought  she  might  have  been 
frightened  by  the  hounds,  as  the  squire  had 
supposed;  and  as  she  looked  in  the  direction 
they  had  taken,  he  said,  ^^  Yes,  the  dogs  are  all 
gone." 

Oh,  it 's  not  thim ;  sure,  they  were  the  sal- 
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oBir  finr  die  hunt;^  I  wbb  hatit— 


TTifr  Jia^iiUMe  bnr  dtyniEs  leacnt  the 
jr 'kt  liarnL.  and  asked  ber  iiaine»  Wboi  she 
3iid  nm.  iie  Md  b^  aumMiaJ  diet  Bay 
«.>*Mure  ^vas  baar  bvodiBr. 

•*Bioiti«rr  aid  she^  wildly  —  ^^  Oh,  I'f« 
3u  Jioifacr  3inrTMid  neiapGed  into  tear& 

-^  Sdw  Jd  you  knowr^  aid  Mr.  Dtssm. 

*^  Oh.  r^n  jfiami  tfa^^^e  mnrdhaai  him! 

ThxS'  led  to  ffirthfr  qoesdons  an  the  magis- 
nsce^  iTVtz  ;iiid  Hastj  at  length  told  til  the 
pararoLan  of  what  ^le  had  witnesaed  between 
^>«T  Phu  jod  1^  tmkier. 

W9«EL  At  was  wfkiymdji  rearreied  to  walk, 
Mr.  IXxoa  accQatpaaied  her  firom  tbe  glen  to 
tbe  rSBjige,  and  there  Harj  got  a  firiend  to 
caupit  her  to  her  home ;  for  eren  od  the  open 
load  she  feared  to  be  akme,  80  shaken  had  her 
nerres  become  by  the  terrible  scene  she  had 
gone  through. 

Mr.  Dixon    determined    on    having  Mary^s 
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depositions  taken  and  sworn  to  in  regular  judi- 
cial form,  and  for  that  purpose  rode  over  next 
day,  with  the  squire  and  Sweeny,  to  the 
widow's  cottage. 

On  leaving  the  house.  Sweeny  suggested 
that  this  story  of  Mary's  might  be  all  a  strata- 
gem to  divert  the  suspicion  which  attached  to 
Rory,  on  the  subject  of  the  collector's  disap- 
pearance, into  another  channel.  Mr.  Dixon 
said  she  had  done  more  than  divert  suspicion, 
for  that  she  had  named  the  guilty  parties. 

"  But  how  can  you  tell  she  speaks  truth  ?" 
said  the  spiteful  little  attorney,  whose  hatred 
of  Rory  for  the  tombstone  affair  was  so  bitter, 
that  all  of  his  name  were  sharers  in  it. 

**  We  must  have  Regan  and  the  tinker  ar- 
rested,''  said  Mr.  Dixon. 

"  If  you  can  find  them,''  said  Sweeny. 

"  Well,  if  they  keep  out  of  the  way,  it  will 
be  strong  presumptive  evidence  of  their  guilt." 

"  Ah  I  You  're  not  up  to  them  as  well  as  I 
am  :  they  may  be  all  in  the  plot  for  what  you 
know." 
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**  They  're  a  pack  of  rebels  altogether,^  s^id 
the  squire ;  *^  and  until  the  countrj  is  deiu^ 
of  them,  we  shall  have  no  peace/' 

**  You  "re  right,  squire,*'  said  Sweeny. 

"  Wdl,  I  have  not  quite  so  bad  an  opwon 
of  them,*"  replied  Mr.  Dixon ;  *^  nor  do  I  thiok 
the  girl's  story  a  mere  fiction.  We  must  haye 
Regan  and  the  tinker  arrested  as  the  next 
step.** 

The  proper  authorities  were  despatched  for 
this  purpose  to  Regan's  house ;  but  they  found 
him  not,  and  for  many  days  a  useless  search 
was  prosecuted.  As  for  Solomon,  he  had  no 
home  where  to  seek  him,  and  the  officers  had 
therefore  a  roving  commission  to  lay  hands  od 
him  as  they  might :  but  he  eluded  their  vigi- 
lance; and  no  one  interested  in  their  appre- 
hension could  catch  the  smallest  dew  to  the 
finding  of  Shan  Dhu  and  the  tinker. 

The  priest  suggested  a  visit  to  the  lonely 
hut  where  he  had  seen  Solomon  in  his  sick- 
ness, and  a  party  undertook  the  search  irnme- 
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diately ;  but  the  hut  was  deserted.  Traces, 
however,  of  the  recent  visit  of  man  were  mani- 
fest: the  fresh  peelings  of  some  boiled  pota- 
toes were  strewn  upon  the  floor,  and  the  yet- 
warm  embers  of  a  turf  fire  were  in  the  comer 
of  the  hovel. 


.1 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

IN  WHICH   RORT   MAKES   HIS   FIRST  TRIP  TO  SEA  A  VOYAGE 

OF   DISCOVERT. 

It  was  in  a  low  and  retired  fishing-hut  De 
Lacy  was  housed  the  evening  he  reached  the 
sea-coast,  there  to  await  the  arrival  of  the 
lugger  off  the  shore.  He  felt  lonely  on  his 
removal  from  those  with  whom  he  had  been 
lately  sojourning,  and  to  whom  he  had  in  a 
manner  become  attached,  and  the  efforts  the 
inmates  of  the  fishing-hut  made  to  entertain 
him  were  unavailing ;  so  he  retired  to  rest 
earlier  than  usual,  wishing  to  indulge  the 
thoughts  in  solitude  which  the  presence  of 
others  interrupted  without  dissipating* 

When  on  his  bed,  the  influence  of  rest  in- 
duced a  pleasant  state  of  mind;  and  leaving 
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the  remembrance  of  those  he  had  parted  from, 
Hope  led  him  onwards  to  the  shores  of  France, 
where  he  trusted  soon  to  land  in  safety,  and 
gather  the  materials  for  a  victorious  return  to 
his  friends  and  country.  Of  Ad^le,  too,  he 
thought,  and  Love  whispered  the  joys  of  again 
beholding  and  clasping  to  his  heart  the  girl  of 
his  affections.  It  was  with  such  pleasing  pro- 
mise on  his  imagination  that  he  closed  his 
eyes;  and  the  downy  wing  of  slumber,  waving 
over  his  senses,  fanned  this  spark  of  hopefulness 
into  flame,  and  all  night  long  he  dreamt  of 
his  Ad^le, — of  their  joyful  meeting,  —  of  her 
blushes  and  her  smiles,  — of  her  enthusiasm  at 
the  prospect  of  his  name  yet  living  amongst 
the  bright  ones  that  should  be  dear  to  his 
country,  —  of  their  anticipation  of  future  plea- 
sures on  the  war  being  past — when  the  warrior 
should  subside  into  the  husband,  and  Love 
bind  the  garland  of  victory  on  his  brow  I 
Oh,  youth !  youth  ! — how  dost  thou  teem  with 
golden  visions,  —  while  the  dreamy  impressions 
of  age  are  but  cast  in  lead  ! 
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De  Lacy  arose  from  his  slumbers  as  though 
he  had  fed  on  ambrosia  overnight — with  that 
elastic  feeling  of  existence  which   belongs   to 
the    hopeful    lover.     Influenced   through  the 
whole  day  by  his  dreamy  intoxication,  be  re- 
velled in  alternate  visions  of  glory  and  of  love. 
As  he  roved  along  the  strand,  if  he  turned  to 
watch  the  changeful  effects  of  the  sea,  he  look* 
ed  upon  the  noble  ocean  stretched  before  him 
as  the  high-road  to  his  glorious  aspirations; 
and  Hope  seemed  to  beckon  him  across  the 
deep ;  while,  as  the  surge  thundered  at  his  feet, 
and  was  swept  backwards  in  foam  to  the  main, 
he  heard  the  voice  of  victory  in  the  sound, 
calling  him  to  enterprise.     If  he  looked  up- 
ward, and  beheld  the  seaward  clouds  sailing 
towards  the  land  of  his  Ad^le,  his  musing  was 
in  a  softer  mood ;  and  as  some  touch  of  sun- 
shine tipped  their  delicate  forms,  it  was  recog- 
nised by  his  heart  as  a  good  omen.     He  was  all 
excitement,  and  while  he  fed  on  such  sweet 
fancies  he  drew  forth  his  pencil  to  play  with 
the  pleasant  thoughts  as  they  arose ;  and  soon 
imagination  bore    him  beyond  the   world  in 
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which  he  breathed.  The  roar  of  the  booming 
sea  was  lost  in  the  silver  sounds  of  fairy  foun< 
tains ;  the  whistle  of  the  brisk  wind  sweeping 
across  the  waves,  to  which  his  blood  danced  as 
he  mused,  was  unheard  amid  the  whisper  of 
the  breeze  through  rustling  groves;  and  the 
rough  shingle  of  the  shore  whereon  he  walked, 
felt  under  the  foot  of  the  enthusiast  like  the 
golden  sands  of  the  classic  fountain.  — He  was 
in  the  land  of  dreams. 

THE  LAND  OF  DREAMS. 

There  is  a  land  where  Fancy's  twining 

Her  flowers  around  life's  fading  tree, — 
Where  light  is  ever  softly  shining, 

Like  sunset  o'er  a  tranquil  sea. 
'Tis  there  thou  dwelKst  in  beauty's  brightness, 

More  fair  than  aught  on  earth  e*er  seems ; 
Tis  there  my  heart  feels  most  of  lightness, — 

There,  in  the  lovely  land  of  dreams ! 

Tis  there  in  groves  I  often  meet  thee, 

And  wander  through  the  sylvan  shade, 
While  I  in  gentlest  accents  greet  thee. 

My  own,  my  sweet,  my  constant  maid  1 
There,  by  some  fountain  fair  reposing. 

Where  all  around  so  tranquil  seems. 
We  wait  the  golden  evening's  closing, — 

Thoe,  m  the  lovely  land  of  dreams  1 
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But  when  the  touch  of  earthly  waking 

Hath  broken  slumber's  sweetest  spell. 
Those  fabled  joys  of  Fancy's  m^lfjpg 

Are  in  my  heart  remember'd  well  I 
The  day,  in  all  its  sunshine  splendour, 

Less  fair  to  me  than  midnight  seems. 
When  visions  shed  a  light  more  tender 

Around  the  lovely  land  of  dreams ! 

But  while  De  Lacy  was  indulging  his  poetic 
mood,  inhaling  the  fresh  breeze  and  treading 
the  open  strand,  poor  Rory  was  lying  cap- 
tive not  many  miles  distant,  confined  in  a 
close  hovel,  almost  smothered  with  smoke,  and 
revolving  far  other  notions  in  his  busy  brain. 
So  closely  were  he  and  the  Collector  watched, 
that  it  was  impossible  to  make  an  attempt  at 
escape ;  and  Rory,  from  the  character  of  the 
fellows  who  had  undertaken  the  business,  look- 
ed upon  any  plan  for  deliverance  within  his 
power  to  execute  as  hopeless:  they  were  all 
up  to  everything  in  the  way  of  finesse  and  ex- 
pedient ;  and  however  he  might  overreach  a 
booby  ensign,  a  chuckle-headed  sergeant,  or  an 
amorous  colonel,  a  party  of  smugglers  were  as 
much  masters  offence  as  he  was  himself;  there- 
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fore  he  felt  there  was  nothing  left  but  to  meet 
with  fortitude  whatever  fate  awaited  him.  At 
the  same  time,  however,  he  cast  many  an  anx- 
ious thought  homewards;  and  the  uneasiness  he 
knew  his  mother  and  sister  would  suffer  at  his 
absence  caused  him  more  anxiety  than  any 
other  consideration.  When  the  day  was  over, 
— and  to  Rory  it  seemed  the  longest  he  had  ever 
passed, — another  removal  of  the  prisoners  took 
places  and  under  cover  of  darkness  they  were 
conducted  to  the  sea-coast,  and  put  on  board  a 
small  fishing-boat  that  lay  at  anchor  a  short 
way  from  the  shore :  they  were  stowed  away  in 
the  fore  part  of  the  boat,  and  Rory  could  hear 
them  making  preparations  for  putting  to  sea. 
In  vain  did  he  inquire  what  they  were  going 
to  do  with  him ;  he  could  not  get  any  answer  to 
his  questions,  and  was  desired  to  ^'howld  his 
whisht  r     . 

In  the  mean  time  De  Welskein  had  gone  for- 
ward to  the  fishing-hut  where  De  Lacy  was  re- 
maining, and  told  him  to  be  in  readiness  to  put 
to  sea  that  night. 

VOL.  III.  n 
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-^  Is  the  logger  on  the  comstj  then?*  said  Be 


*^  No»  moBsMr;  we  shdl  find  her  some 
fa^gncs  to  ses.  She  keeps  a  good  offing ;  but 
the  sauck  will  run  us  out  to  meet  her.** 

When  the  night  fdl,  De  Lacy  was  summoii* 
ed  to  go  ahoard,  and  getting  into  the  puni  of 
the  fehing4nat,  was  rowed  aloi^sde^  in  com- 
paoT  with  De  Welskein. 

The  pont  was  hanled  np,  the  sails  hoistedi 
and  awar  bare  the  smack  for  the  ocean. 

Poor  Ronr  soon  got  wretchedly  sea-sick;  and 
nerer  havii^  heard  of  the  nature  of  that  most 
distressing  of  all  sensations,  thought  he  w«s 
going  to  die,  and  lamented,  in  the  lapses  of  his 
paroxysms  of  nausea,  that  he  was  doomed  to 
suffer  so  miserabk  a  death.  ^'  Ob,  if  they  'd 
shoot  me  itself,  or  dhrown'd  me  at  wanst  I — ^but 
to  bare  a  man  turned  inside  out  this  way,  like 
a — ow  ! — ^murdber  !  my  beart/*ill  be  up  next!* 

De  Welskein  lay  bis  course  all  night  towards 
the  point  where  be  expected  to  find  bis  lugg^^ 
and  as  the  morning  dawned  she  was  paxepti- 
ble:  signals  were  exchanged,  the  two  vessek 
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approached  each  other,  and  a  boat  being  low- 
ered from  the  lugger,  De  Welskein  and  De 
Lacy  went  aboard. 

De  Lacy  had  been  pn  the  deck  of  the  fishing- 
smack  all  night,  wrapped  in  his  cloak,  for  the 
mingled  stench  of  fish,  tobacco,  and  bilge- 
water,  rendered  the  little  crib,  they  called  cabin, 
intolerable.  When  he  went  up  the  side  of  the 
smuggler,  De  Welskein  said  he  must  want  rest 
after  so  long  and  cold  a  watch,  and  recommend- 
ed him  to  turn  in.  De  Lacy  declined  doing  so 
immediately,  but  as  De  Welskein  wanted  to 
make  a  transfer  of  the  prisoners  from  the  fish* 
ing-smack  without  De  Lacy's  knowledge,  he 
assumed  a  sort  of  laughing  consequence  as 
captain  of  his  own  vessel,  declared  he  was  ab- 
solute there,  and  insisted  on  De  Lack's  going 
to  rest,  ofiPering  him  his  own  berth  for  the 
purpose.  The  moment  De  Lacy  was  below, 
Rory  and  Scrubbs  were  brought  on  board 
the  lugger,  which  put  on  every  stitch  of  can- 
vass she  could  carry,  and  stretched  away  at  a 
spanking  rate  for  France. 

1)2 
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But,  sick  as  poor  Rorj  was,  his  senses  were 
suScieDtly  dbout  him  to  observe  that  they  were 
letwwi  to  a  laiger  Tessel ;  and  as  be  passed 
aloD^  tke  deck,  he  heard  the  Yoioe  of  De  Wel- 
skcin :  this  vas  eaough  for  Bory's  eoli^ten- 
■WDt,  and  he  became  certain  that  De  Lacy  must 
be  OB  board.  When  condcicted  with  ficeiibbs 
belov,  and  placed  there  in  eonfinementy  the 
excitement  prodnoed  by  this  last  .discovery 
made  him  rally  against  the  searfiickness  matt 
than  he  had  hitherto  done,  and  in  the  inter* 
Tals  of  the  malady  his  head  was  at  work  in 
planning  by  what  means  he  could  let  De  Lacy 
know  he  was  in  the  same  ship.  *^  Roaring  b 
no  usev*^  thought  he  ^^for  they  make  sitch  a 
hullabaloo  here,  that  one  might  roar  their  heart 
out  and  never  be  heerd:  for  there  is  such  thump- 
in'  and  bumpin\  and  crashin^  and  squashing  and 
rumbtin^  and  tumUin',  and  first  up  on  one  side 
and  then  down  on  th*  other,  that  I  don'*t  won- 
dher  they  are  roarin*  and  bawlin^  up  there,  on  the 
roof  over  us.*"  (The  roof  was  the  name  Rorj 
gave  the  deck,  because  it  was  over  his  bead.) 
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By  gor!    I    wondber  how   they   howld  on 
there  at  all  1  for  here,  even  in  this  room, — and 
inifised  Ihere  's   but  little  room  in  it, — ^it  's  as 
mil^Ti  as  I  can  do  to  keep  my  brains  from  bein^ 
knbok^   out   agin  th^  other  side  o'  the  wall 
sometimes :    and    how   the  dickins   ean   thim 
chtipa  keep  from  bein'  thrown  off  the  roof  and 
dhnynrnded  !**-only,  as  I  said  of  thim  before, 
tfahn  tbat^  born  to  be  hanged — ^  Here  Rory^s 
>tiiougfat»  were  cut  short  by  getting  a  jerk  to 
the  opposite  side  of  his  prison  and  having  an- 
other qualm  of  his  new  malady.     The  wind 
bad  ebanged,  and  becoming  adverse,  De  Wel- 
skein  was  obliged  to  go  about  very  often ;  and 
this  produced  so  much  delay,  that  their  course, 
which  they  were  likely  to  run  in  twenty*four 
hours  bad  the  wind  held  as  it  promised  in  the 
morning,  was  not  completed  under  two  days. 
'   At  the  close  c^  the  first  day,  the  prisoners 
were  visited  by  a  black,  who,  by  order  of  De 
Welskein,  brought  them  something  to  eat :  but 
the  sight  of  food  only  produced  loathing. 
"  Ott  be  berry  sick  now,  eh  ?**' 


^  lO&T  O'MOKE. 

«Ofa,Inikihr 

**  Take  uib  lillj  fait ; — do  ani  good.* 
"*  Oimake it  out  o'  that,  lor  God's  sakeT 
^  Bcrrj  nice; — mn  nice  an*  fat/" 
The  nameof  fiu  vasenough.  and  poor  Bory 
was  set  off  again. 

The  negro  laughed,  as  afl  sailors  do  at  the 
suffering  of  anoriee  to  the  motion  of  a  ship; 
and  haring  had  Us  joke,  he  did  not  offer  waj 
more  fat,  but  suggested  to  Rorj  to  take  some 
brandj. 

*^  Berry  good  far  sea-sick.* 
*^  Oh !  let  me  die  vhere  I  am,  and  don't  tase 
me  r  said  Rory. 

^  Nebber  be  sitdi  dam  fool !  Brandy  beriy 
good; — best  ting  um  can  take  for  sea-sicL 
Come,  come,  poor  hm'-labber !  open  im  moat 
Dere,  ou  dam  fool ! — brandy  berry  good.* 

The  drop  of  spirit  Boty  swallowed  did  him 
serrice ;  and  the  black,  who  was  a  godd-natoted 
fellow,  before  he  left  the  prisoners,  gave  them 
both  some  brandy-and-water ;  and  the  dry  and 
parching    sensation   which  poor    Rory  expe- 
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rienced,  as  well  as  his  exhaustion,  was  much 
relieved  by  the  negro's  recipe. 

After  some  hours  the  negro  came  again  ;  and 
though  Rory  could  not  eat,  he  took  some 
more  of  the  diluted  spirit ;  and  that  night  he 
experienced  some  sleep,  after  having  had  an- 
other talk  w|th  blackee. 

/l\he  next  oiorning,  when  Rory's  sable  friend 
m^e  his  appearance  offering  some  breakfast, 
the  course  pf  the  vessel  was  far  smoother  than 
it  had  hitherto  been,  and  Rory  was  better  able 
to  listen  to  the  proposal  of  eating. 

Try  lilly  bit,  man,"  said  the  black. 
I'm  afeard  almost,''  said  Rory. 
*'  Nebber  be  'fraid :  ou  not  sick  dis  day,  like 
oder  day ;  him  cheek  not  so  white^  him  eye  not 
so  like  dead  fish,— Try  bit,  man ;— berry  good. 
Me  know  'tis  good— me  uiake  it  myself." 

«  Why,  thihj  God  bless  you !  did  you  make 
it  on  purpose  for  me  ?"  said  Rory. 

The  negro  grinned.     "  No,  no, — me  not  so 
good  to  lan'-lubber  as  dat !     Me  cook.'' 

*'  Well,  I  *ni  obleeged  to  you,  anyhpw.   And 
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<^Ofa^  ixzni  berxT  wdl  bov; — liDj  tiA  first; 
but  oofT  snood  wafter — near  de  bey  now. 
Me  ^  gJEfe  Un  and  de  Ga|]^n  anmprirt^  for 
hrckTs  aooL— T^e  aiidder  fillj  bit,  matt." 

^  Xo^  thank  too,  aar,^  said  Roty.  ^  And  is 
it  jDQ  tbat  is  goiai*  to  lake  the  captain  and  Mr. 
De  Lacj  the  biequcst  ?* 

"  Iss.  Me  wait  on  am ; — me  de  oook,  — 
black  man  always  cook.^ 

'^The  denl  sends  cooks,*  thought  Rory,  and 
he  coold  not  help  smiling  at  the  thought. 

^  What  am  fauigh  at?"* 

'*  Why,  I  was  laughin*  to  think  how  quare  it 
is  that  one  may  find  a  friend  where  they  laste 
expect  it,  and  in  the  gratest  sthranger.    Give 
us  a  dhrop  o*  brandy,  if  you  plaze.^ 
**  Dere,  man  ; — make  um  better.** 
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"  That 's  a  grate  relief  to  me  r  said  Rory. — 
*^  But,  as  I  was  saying  how  a  man  may  meet  a 
friend  in  the  gratis t  j^tbranger !  You  Ve  been 
mighty  good  to  me;  and  I  tell  you  what  it  is, 
I  'm  behowlden  to  you  and  obligated  to  you, 
and  I  'm  grateful  to  you ;  and  you  must  take  a 
present  from  me.  to.  show  you  how  sinsible  I 
am  of  your  tindherness,  for^ '* 

Hece  there  was  a  call  fpr  "  Scipion.''* 

^^  Massa  Oap^n  caU  me/^  said  Scipio. 

"  Well,  give  me  your  fist  before  you  go," 
said  Rory,  who,  when  he  caught  the  negroes  hand 
said,  "  Gi'  me  these  sleeye-buttons  o'  yours 
and  I  '11  give  you  mine,  and  it  '11  be  a  keepsake 
between  us  f '  and  with  the  words  he  unfastened 
the  button  from  the  negro's  wrist,  and  inserting 
in  its  place  one  of  the  sleeve-buttons  De  Lacy 
gave  him,  the  negro  ran  off  hastily  to  a  second 
and  louder  summons  from  the  deck. 

"  Now,''  said  Rory,  **  if  Mr.  De  Lacy  has  the 
luck  to  remark  the  sleeve-button  in  the  blackey's 
shirt,  all's  right  yet." 

The  negro  was  ordered  to  bring  De  Welskein 


RORT   o'MOKK. 


^rak&BC  aad  Die  Lacr  was  sufficiently 
reicuwnsd  br  dfecsr  cnteriiig  smoodi  wator  to 
ynt  ^  :iW  rep^  aad  was  diarp-seC,  as  men 
aEwAj^  AT^  dtae  first  tme  tbej  are  able  to  eat 
j£  sesL  T!ie  aesro  set  out  the  rough  sea-fare 
:i?  ^e  b»c  jdraacage :  and  as  he  held  a  diA 
baiaaccd  ia  one  hand  on  the  edge  of  the  table, 
vli£ie  be  remored  some  plates  that  were  oppo- 
shie  to  IV  LacT  to  make  loom  for  it,  De  Lacy 
cbi2Cifd  to  look  at  what  sort  dt  fiure  was  coming, 
acid  his  eve  caught  the  sleeTe-buttoD,  which  he 
nKvignisied  as  his  own,  and  the  same  he  had 
giTen  as  a  parting  gift  to  Rofy. 

-  Wbene  did  you  get  that  ?"  said  De  Lacy 
quickly. 

"  A^Tiat  r  said  De  Welskein,  with  a  pene^ 
trating  glance  of  his  dark  eye,  as  he  marked 
the  hurried  question  of  De  Lacy. 

De  Lacy  was  put  on  his  guard  by  the  jealous 
quickness  with  which  De  Welskein  noticed  his 
words,  and  said,  **  The  beef —  where  did  you 
get  that  fine  beef  .^ 

**  Why,  to  bee  sure,  in  Ireland  :  what  ees  to 
soorfHrise  you  so  moshe  ?^ 
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^^I  thought  you  never  had  any  but  salted 
beef  on  board,''  said  De  Lacy,  who  turned  the 
conyersatiQU  directly  into  another  channel,  and 
as  soon  as  the  meal  was  ended,  went  on  the 
deck.  There  he  saw  they  were  within  a  short 
sail  of  land,  and  while  they  were  approaching 
it,,  be  mentally  turned  over  the  circumstance 
that  had  excited  his  notice,  and  was  lost  in 
conj^ture  as  to  the  means  by  which  the  negro 
could  have  become  possessed  of  the  sleeve?- 
button.  He  gave  it  to  Rory,  at  a  distance  of 
many  miles  from  the  coast,  two  days  before 
he  embarked  on  board  the  lugger,  which  is 
found  at  sea  many  leagues ;  and  there  one  of 
these  buttons  is  in  the  possession  of  a  black 
man  aboard  that  lugger,  and  De  Lacy  did 
not  remember  the  negro  to  be  on  board  the 
fishing.smack. 

There  was  a  mystery  in  this ;  and  any  mys- 
tery on  board  De  Welskein's  boat  respecting 
Rory,  in  whom  he  was  known  to  have  such  con-^ 
fidence,  awakened  De  Lacy's  suspicions  of  some 
foul  play  to  Rory.  But  while  he  was  on  board 
the  craft  of  the  smuggler,  whom  he  knew  to  be 
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m  wilj  and  desporale  fellow,  he  thought  it  ad- 
Hsdhle  not  to  fafcsthe  m  word  nor  exhilnt  a  sign 
of  his  miagiTing  ;  and  80»  having  run  all  this 
oT«r  hi  his  own  mind,  he  walked  up  and  down 
the  deck  with  seeming  unconcern,  and  spoke  to 
the  smuggler  as  if  nothing  had  ruffled  him. 

As  they  doubled  a  snudl  headland  that  shut 
in  the  bay  they  were  entering,  De  Lacy  saw 
a  frigate  lying  in  the  harbour,  and  De  Wdskein 
said,  ^^  There  is  La  Coquette.'** 

''  Indeed  T  saidDe  Lacy. 

^'^  Why  does  monsieur  exclaim  ?*** 

^*  Because,  if  that  be  the  Coquette^  the  captain 
is  a  friend  of  mine,  and  I  will  go  aboard  and 
see  him.^ 

On  nearing  the  ship,  De  Welskein^s  notion 
was  found  to  be  correct  —  it  was  La  Coquette, 
The  lugger^s  boat  was  lowered,  and  De  Lacy 
went  up  the  side  of  the  frigate. 

The  captain  was  on  board,  and  mutual  kind 
greetings  passed  between  the  two  friends.  After 
De  Lacy  had  given  a  hasty  sketch  of  the  state 
of  affairs  in  Ireland,  and  the  motive  of  his  pre- 
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sent  visit  to  France,  he  told  the  captain  the 
suspicions  he  entertained  that  De  Welskein  had 
been  playing  a  trick  with  a  friend  of  his,  and 
begged  his  assistance  in  setting  matters  right. 
Certainly ;  but  how  ?" 
I  suspect  the  fellow  has  secreted  a  man  on 
board,  and  I  Want  to  ascertain  the  fact  —  and 
if  so,  to  get  him  out  of  his  power.**' 

"  But  why  not  order  the  rascal  to  give  him 
up  to  you  before  ?'' 

**  Monsieur  le  Capitaine  forgets,  on  the  deck 
of  his  own  ship,  that  I  was  only  a  passenger 
on  board  the  smuggler's  boat ;  and  her  captain 
is  a  very  desperate  fellow  when  he  chooses, — 
so  I  thought  it  preferable  to  say  nothing  until 
I  could  speak  to  some  purpose.  Now,  under 
the  guns  of  the  Coquette^  Monsieur  De  Wel- 
skein will  be  extremely  polite  when  he  knows 
her  captain  is  my  friend." 

"  Oh  ho !  is  that  the  sort  of  gentleman  ? 
— we  11  soon  finish  this  afiair.'' 

Reordered  his  boat  to  be  manned  directly, 
and  entering  it  with  De  Lacy,  they  pulled  into 
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xht  hubofor^  where  the   lugger  had  already 
dropped  ber  asdnv* 

It  vas  DoC  king  before  De  Lacy  and  the 
captain  vere  oo  board  the  smuggler. 

^  De  Wdskem,**  said  De  Lacy,  <«  I  want  to 
see  Rorv  O^Moie.^ 

^  Rory  O^Moie  T  said  De  WeUkein  with 
wdl^feagued  surprise :  ^*  Blonsieur  must  go  I^ok 
to  IieliDd  if  he  wants  to  see  him." 

**  No,  DO,  De  Wdskdn,  he  ^s  on  board.^ 

''^  YoQ  mistake,  sir,*  said  De  Welskein : 
*^  what  cttm  make  you  entertain  such  a  sus- 
picion ?" 

**  No  matttf  what,"  said  De  Lacy,  who  did 
not  wish  to  bring  the  black  man  into  trouble 
for  being  accessory  to  the  secret  having  escaped 
— "  but  I  know  he's  here." 

**  'Pon  mv  honour  !^  said  De  Welskein  the- 
atrically,  and  laying  his  hand  on  the  place 
where  his  heart  ought  to  have  been. 

*^  Search  the  boat  T  said  the  captain  sternly 
to  a  couple  of  his  men  who  were  on  the  deck 
beside  him. 
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De  Welskein  took  off  his  hat  with  a  prodi- 
gious air  to  the  captain,  and  said,  ^^  Monsieur 
should  consider  I  am  commander  here.^^ 

The  captain  laughed  at  his  swagger;  but 
seeing  that  several  desperate-looking  fellows 
crowded  round  the  hatches,  as  if  to  prevent 
the  search  the  captain  ordered, — for  he  had  but 
half  a  dozen  men  with  him,  and  the  lugger  was 
armed  and  powerfuUy  n,anned,-he  said  in  a 
decided  tone  to  De  Welskein,  "  You  are  under 
the  guns  of  my  frigate :  give  up  the  man  you 
have  concealed,  or  you  shall  be  sunk  like  a 
nutshell  T 

De  Welskein  saw  there  was  nothing  else  for 
it,  but  told  De  Lacy  he  considered  it  not  treat- 
ing him  with  the  respect  one  gentleman  owed 
another^  to  interfere  in  such  a  manner  with  his 
affairs. 

De  Lacy  could  only  laugh  at  his  imper- 
tinence. 

De  Welskein  fell  back  from  his  dignity  upon 
his  true  resource  —  impudence  and  reviling  — 
and  swore  he  was  very  sorry  he  took  De  Lacy 
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«K«f  IniBBdiyJBdHTedliis  neck,  and  socbeat- 
fltt  :^  jIbOows  of  its  doe.  ^  Bat  the  next  time 
TOc  W0I  Be,  JOB  V  find  me  — if  you  can  T 
UDC  Dc:  WckfceiB,  tfmttiiig  back  to  the  stern 
of  Ins  boat,  vUle  Bflrj  vas  walked  up  the 
far  hatA^mv. 

It  v^oGiIi  be  WB|wwiWe  to  describe  the  scene 
iMi  UlDMd,  fa  Baiy^s  wiU  deligfat  at  seeing 
Bt  LacT  jBd  Sm£Dg  himsdf  out  of  De  Wel- 
skciB*spcver  ispastdescnption.  DieWdskem 
ssamped  up  aad  dova  one  eod  c{  the  deck,  whik 
Bflsy  daixed  oo  the  other.  The  French  cap- 
tain looked  amay>fd  when  be  remeinba!ed  that 
De  Lacy  called  this  man  his  friend;  and  sup- 
posing tfcat  none  except  a  genllenian  could  be 
I>e  Lacj's  friend,  he  turned  to  him  and  said, 
with  the  extreme  of  wonder  in  the  tone  of  his 
Toice,  ^^  Are  aO  the  Irish  gentlemen  like  him?^ 

^  I  wish  they  were,^  said  De  Lacy. 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 

GOVTAfNtKO  M4MT  SAPIEfTT  OBSERVATIONS  ON  FRENCHMEN 
AfXD  FRIGATES,  ENGLISU  SUBJECTS,  FOREIGNERS,  BTC. 

Whek  tbe  captain  had  sufficiently  satisfied 
his  wonder  in  looking  at  Rory^s  vagaries, 
he  ordered  a  return  to  the  frigate.  With 
what  delight  did  our  hero  jump  into  the  boat 
of  the  Coquette! — though  he  lost  his  footing 
when  he  alighted  there,  and  broke  his  shins 
as  he  stumbled  over  her  thwarts.  ^*  Bad  luck 
to  thim,  for  boats  and  ships !"  said  Rory ; 
^^  a  man  ought  to  have  the  legs  of  a  cat,  to 
keep  his  feet  in  thim/'  One  of  the  sailors 
caught  hold  of  him,  as  he  feared  Rory  would 
go  overboard  from  the  rocking  he  caused  in 
the  boat,  and  desired  him  to  sit  down. 

"  What's  that  you  say  ?^  said  Rory. 
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**  You  say  what  ?* 

The  sailor  again  spoke ;  and  Bory  called  out 
to  De  Lacy,  who  was  coming  over  the  side  of 
the  lugger  ^*  Arrah,  thin,  will  you  tell  itie  what 
this  fellow  is  sthriving  to  say  to  nie  ?  for  the 
divil  a  word  be  spakes  I  can  make, out;  and 
my  heart's  broke  with  my  shins,  that. -I  cat 
over  thim  dirty  little  sates." 

*^  He 's  bidding  you  sit  down/*  said  I>e  Laqr ; 
**  and  do  so,  or  you  may  go  overboard^" 

*^  Oh,  that  indeed  !^  said  Rory,  sitting  down. 
*^  Sure»  if  he  towld  me  that  at  wanst,  I M  ha* 
done  it :  but  he  wint  jabberin*  and  mumbl]n\ 
that  I  couldn't  make  him  out.** 

*^  You  forget  he  's  a  Frenchman,''  said  De 
Lacy. 

"That  's  thrue  indeed,  sir,**  said  Bory; 
"  and  it 's  wondherful  how  hard  it  is  for  these 
furriners  to  make  themselves  undherstud." 

Tbe  boat  was  now  pushed  off;  and  Rory 
looked  up  at  De  Welskeip,  who  stood  in  an 
attitude  of  theatrical    defiance  frowning  over 
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the  quarter  at  the  whole  boat^s  crew.  Rory 
took  off  his  hat,  and,  with  a  mocking  salutation 
to  the  smuggler,  shouted  out,  **  Good  mornin' 
to  you,  Mr.  Divilskin." 

De  Welskein  wrapped  himself  up  in  the 
dignity  of  silence,  and  scowled  after  the  barge, 
as  she  cleft  the  waters,  and  cast  a  silvery  rip- 
ple behind  her,  in  her  course  to  the  frigate, 
towards  which  the  men  pulled  swiftly;  and 
every  bound  she  made  to  the  strokes  of  the 
bargemen  seemed  to  excite  Rory's  wonder, 
until  be  said  to  De  Lacy,  *^  What  a  lively 
craydiur  she  is  !«— one  'ud  think  she  was  alive 
a'^most,  she  jumps  so  sprightly  l^ 

^*  Wait  till  you  get  on  board  the  frigate, 
Rory,''  said  De  Lacy :  *^  that  *s  what  will  sur- 
prise you." 

^^  'Faith,  I  Ve  been  surprised  enough  where 
I  was,  and  I  don't  want  any  more  o'  the  same. 
I  thought  I  'd  be  turned  inside  out  fairly ; 
and  I  suppose,  if  I  was  so  bad  in  a  small  ship 
like  owld  Divilskin's,  that  a  big  one  would 
kill  me  intirely.** 


<S  mamr  o'xokk. 

Ikr  Lacy  mamnd  iim  to  die  cootrary,  and 
»  tkcT  appnoodked  die  chip  of  war,  punted 
o«l  •»  Bonr  her  aoble  fsrai  flod  fine  pro- 
perrkttSi.  Ikt  gnoefid  bows,  her  spreadiDg 
lank  aad  toocriog  asts,  and  the  beaotiful 
ami  iaiiicate  tnoerr  of  her  Taiious  eoidage.-^ 
**  Is  ah^  Mt  a  heaiitT*  Roiy  ?^ 

^  DmI  a  In  BB<  I  I  can  see  hi  her,  nor  in 
Eke  her  T  oad  Boiy;  <*  fcr  afther  the  tat- 
aad  taacin'  I  got  ooanuT  over  the  say, 
I  H  never  aaj  a  good  woid  for  a  ship  as  long 
as  I  five* — and  hideed  that  wooldnH  be  long 
if  I  vas  to  be  on  hoard;  and  I  hc^ie,  Mr. 
fie  £iacT,  it  *s  not  goin^  joa  are  to  take  up 
vad  the  saj&rin^  business."^ 

''No,  no^  Rocy,  —  don^t  be  afraid:  I'm 
onhr  goii^  to  dine  on  board  the  fiigate  widi 
my  friend  here,  who  is  her  captain,  and  at 
night  we  '11  go  ashore.* 

«Onthe  knd  is  it?— Ob,  God  be  pndsed! 
butit'sl  Ubeglad."" 

^In  the  mean  whil^  Rory,  you  will  have 
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time  to  tell  me  how  it  came  to  pass  that  you 
were  4^ii  board  the  luggen^^ 

**  Not  with  my  own  will,  Yaith,  I  can  tell 
yo^^    . 

'M, thought  aa  much:  and  was  it  De  Wel- 
skeiQ^jfe  doing  ?"  ^       . 

"  Throth,  I  don't  know,  —  it  was  among 
thim .  aU  ;r-but  you  see  I  had  the  misfortune 
to  coiHe  across  that  dirty  Scrubbs,  and—*'   -^ti 

."  Stop*  Rory,''  said  De  Lacy;  ^^heaceme 
arc^al^th^  ship's  side — ^you  must  give  me  your 
story  in  full  when  we  get  aboard." 

On  reaching  the  deck  of  the  frigate,  Rory's 
wonder  was  immense :  the  height  of  her  masts, 
the  mazes  of  her  rigging,  her  great  size,  4md 
her  rows  of  guns,  were,  successively,  objects  of 
wonder  to  him,  and  a  tap  on  the  shoulder  from 
De  Lacy  was,  required  to  arouse  him  from  his 
state  of  entrancement. 

"Well,  by  gor  !  it  is  wondherful,"  said  Rory : 
"  I  own  it." 

"  You  shall  see  all  the  wonders  of  a  ship 
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of  wmr  by-and-by,**  said  De  Lacy ;  *^  but  for 
the  present,  follow  me  to  the  cabin,  and  tell 
me  all  the  details  ot  this  strange  adventure  of 
yours  which  has  carried  you  oyer  seas.^ 

Rory  followed  him  below,  and  related,  at 
length,  the  particulars  of  his  meeting  witb 
Scrubbs — his  becoming  his  guide,  his  fredog 
De  Welskdn  and  his  party  from  the  vault, 
and  their  capture  of  the  Collector  and  bims^ 

**And  is  Scrubbs  a  prisoner  on  board  tk 
lugger  ?" 

"  Snug,**  said  Rory. 

^^And  do  you  know  why  all  this  has  bees 
done?" 

**  Not  a  one  o*  me  knows  a  word  about  it 
more  than  I  towld  you.'' 

**  I  am  sorry  all  this  has  occurred — I'm  afraid 
it  may  do  mischief  in  Ireland ; — that  such  a  ras- 
cal as  the  smuggler  should  dare  to  interfere  ia 
such  matters  ! — ^'tis  too  bad  : — I*m  very,  wrf 
sorry  for  this." 

*^  So  am  I,  'faith,**  said  Rory ;  "and  my  heart's 
brakin'  to  think  what   the  poor  mother  ioi 
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Mary  will  suffery  not  knowin"  one  word  about 
what  'a  become  o'  me  1" 

^^Tbis  Collector  being  taken  away  will  make 
a  great  noise,"  said  De  Lacy. 

'^jl^aix,  he  made  a  great  noise  himself  when 
tt^y  wpr  takin'  him  away  !  And  what  do  you 
i^tind.  to  do  about  him,  sir  ?" 

,  *^JS^othing :  it  is  not  for  him  I  care,  but  for 
the.  mischief  his  disappearance  will  produce^ 
But,  since  they  have  taken  him  away,  the  matter 
is  as  bad  as  it  can  be,  for  his  being  restored 
would  not  mend  the  matter;  so  they  may  do 
what  they  please  with  him.  —  But  I  want 
to  consult  with  my  friend  here,  Rory,  about 
the  bestway  of  providing  for  your  removal  on 
shore." 

**  Sure  you  wouldn't  send  me  on  shore,  sir, 
without  you  were  comin'  too!  'Faith,  I'd 
rather  stay  at  say  with  you,  bad  as  it  is,  than 
be  on  land  without  you." 

^*I'm  not  going  to  make  a  separation  be- 
tween us  Rory,"  said  De  Lacy :  "  but,  remember 
that  we  are  on  the  shores  of  France,  and  your 
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but  the  protection  of  which  I  speak  is  regard- 
ing your  legal  safety, — ^for  there  are  such  things 
as  laws,  Rory." 

**  Divil  sweep  thim  for  laws  I — ^they  're  always 
givin'  people  throuble,  sir/' 

*^  That  canhot  be  helped,  Rory.  The  Cap- 
tain and  I  must  consult  on  the  management  of 
this  affair,  and  in  the  mean  time  I  will  put  you 
into  the  hands  of  a  person  who  will  show  you  all 
the  wonders  of  the  ship ;  and  as  you  have  never 
been  on  board  a  man-of-twar,  it  will  amuse 
you." 

Rory,  accordingly,  was  entrusted  to  a  person 
whom  the  captain  ordered  to  the  cabin,  and  to 
whose  care  Rory  was  especially  entrusted. 

**You  have  no  notion,  Gustave,"  said  De 
Lacy  to  his  friend  when  they  were  tite-ortitty 
**  what  a  fine  fellow  that  is ! — full  of  address,  of 
courage,  and  fidelity,  with  a  love  of  country 
and  a  devotion  to  its  cause  worthy  of  a  hero ; 
and  yet  he  is  but  a  simple  Irish  peasant."' 

"  And  are  they  all  like  him  ?'* 

VOIi.  III.  E 
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^^  He  is  a  specimen  of  the  best,*  said  De  Lacy : 
<^  but,  take  them  all  in  all,  they  are  a  very  supe? 
rior  people.  And  yet  the  Helot  of  the  Spartan 
was  not  a  more  degraded  slave  than  the  poor 
Irish  peasant  is  made  by  his  taskmasters:  — 
worse  than  the  Helot ;  for  he  was  a  slave  by 
the  law  of  the  land,  and  the  law  which  was  crud 
enough  to  make  him  so  was  at  least  honest 
enough  to  avow  it ;  but  the  poor  Irishman  it 
mocked  with  the  name  of  freeman — while  the 
laws  of  the  land  are  not  the  same  for  him  as  for 
his  more  favoured  fellow-subjects." 

^^  That  will  soon  be  mended,^  said  the  cup- 
tain,  ^^  when  the  e:i^peditiQn  is  ready/' 

^^  I  am  delighted  to  hear  you  say,''  mi  Jk 
Lacy,  ^'  that  there  is  some  appearance  of  ^tion 
going  forward.'' 

^^  There  is  a  good  deal  of  bustle  in  the  ma^ 
rine,  at  least,"  said  Gustave;  "and  some  of  our 
best  line-of-battle  are  fitting  out  in  other  ports^ 
I  understand.^' 

**  Good  !''  said  De  Lacy.  "  I  must  hasten  to 
Paris,  to  lay  before  the  Directory  ray  report  of 
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the  state  of  Ireland,  as  well  as  for  some  more 
t^qder  affairs  than  armaments  and  invasions." 
^^  Ha,  ha !  Pour  hs  beaux  yeux  de  Mademoi^ 

"  Certainly/' 

*VNothing  like  it  f  said  Gustave :  **  love  and 
wax  for  ever !" 

^^  A  charming  creature,  Gustave  !  Do  you 
remember  Ad^le  Verbigny  ?" 

**  Adele  Verbdgny  ?^  said  the  officer,  repeat- 
ing the  name  in  a  tone  that  was  not  pleasing 
to  De  Lacy. 

"  Why  do  you  echo  the  name  so  ?''  asked  the 
lover. 

^^  Merely  from  surprise,"  said  the  captain  — 
^^  for  I  did  not  know  you  were  tender  in  that 
quarter.*" 

D!e  Lacy  said  no  more  on  the  subject  of  his 
lii^ve,  for  there  was  something  in  the  manner  of 
his  friend  when  he  spoke  of  it  that  he  liked 
pot,  —  too  slight,  for  words  to  define,  but 
^whicb  the  delicate  perceptions  of  the  lover  are 
?yeir  olive  to  as  gunpowder  to  the  spark.     In. 
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sttsd  tiiaefore  of  pursuing  the  tender  topic,  De 
Lacy  coBsuked  with  the  nayal  officer  the  best 
ifamof  aecming  Rory's  safety  when  he  should 
so  ashore.  ''If  he  were  near  my  own  regi- 
ment,"' said  De  Lacy,  ^  I  could  manage  it  well 
enough,  by  enrolling  him  in  it :  but  as  it  is  ^"^ 

^*  Leave  that  to  me,*^  said  the  sailor :  ''  if 
fOM  W  not  with  your  r^ment,  /^m  on  board 
my  ship,  and  can  arrange  the  matter  for  you.* 

''^  I  can't  lei  him  ranain  here,  mon  am-^ 
ihanks  to  you  for  your  offer  of  protection,  but  I 
know  it  would  grieve  him  to  be  parted  from  me.^ 

"'  I  don^t  mean  him  to  be  separated  from  his 
friend,"*  said  the  captain.  ''  He  shall  have  a 
sailor^s  dress,  and  a  discharge  from  my  ship  as 
if  he  had  been  one  of  the  crew  ;  and  that  will 
be  protection  sufficient." 

^'  Good,"**  said  De  Lacy  ;  ^^  nothing  can  be 
better.^  And  the  captain  gave  orders  for  a  suit 
of  sailor's  clothing  to  be  provided  for  Rory. 

He  in  the  mean  time  was  being  conducted 
over  the  ship  by  the  captain's  appointed  guide, 
who  spoke  some  half-dozen  words  of  Ei^Ushy 
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which  he  made  go  as  far  as  he  could  with  Rory  ; 
but  that  was  not  half  far  enough,  for  the  inqui- 
sitive spirit  which  prompted  his  numerous  ques- 
tions was  an  overmatch  for  the  English  of  his 
cicerone.     Whenever    Rory  could  not  get   an 
answer  from  him,  he  asked  any  one  else  who 
was  near  him  ;  and  the  strange  position  in  which 
he  found  himself,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
amongst   his  own  species,    yet  without  means 
of  communing  with  them,  bothered  Rory  ex- 
cessively :  when  he  found  English  fail,  he  tried 
Irish,   which   was   equally   unsuccessful;    but 
still  Rory  did  not  give  up  the  point  —  when 
English  and  Irish  failed,  he  employed   signs, 
and   he  and  the  Frenchmen  became  mutually 
pleased  with  each  other'^s  expertness  in  pan- 
tomime. 

On  Rory's  return  to  the  cabin,  De  Lacy  ques- 
tioned him  as  to  his  tour  round  the  ship,  with 
which  Rory  declared  himself  to  be  much  de- 
lighted. 

'     "Did  you  ever  see  anything  like  it  before, 
Rory?** 
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^  Nothin',  sir  — banin'  a  bee-liive.* 

^^  How  the  deuce  can  you  fiken  a  frigate  to 
a  bee-luTe  r* 

*'  Bekaxe  erefj  comer  of  it  is  made  use  of, 
and  there's  sitch  a  power  o'  people  in  it,  and 
everybody  busy.* 

**  Well  done,  Rory  f  you  Ve  made  out  your 
simile,  and  you  might  carry  it  still  farmer: 
they  can  sting  sometimes,  and  are  often  killed 
by  the  burning  of  Ironstone.* 

*^ 'Faith,  an^  you're  right  enough,  dr,  liboot 
the  Frinchmin  not  bein'  sitch  little  chaps  sA  I 
thought  they  wor.** 

*^  You  have  seen  some  good  stout  fellows  ofi 
board  this  diip,  then  .^ 

^^  'Pon  my  conscience  very  dacent  boys ;  and 
the  captain,  there,  is  not  an  ill-lookin^  aflttki 
at  all.'' 

**  What  does  he  say  of  me  ?"  asked  the  com- 
mander, who  perceived  by  Rory^s  expressfam  of 
eye  that  he  alluded  to  him. 

De  Lacy  repeated  to  him  exactly  Roty^s 
speech,  and  the  captain  enjoyed  it  extremely. 
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**  Then  the  French/'  continued  De  Lacy, 
^>  are  not  exactly  what  you  conceived  them  to 
be,  Rory  ?'* 

"  Nd,  in  throth :  I  always  thought,  and  I 
4.unna  why^  but  I  always  did  think,  thw  Frinch- 
miur^aS  dirty,  starved  ottomies— poor  little 
ydtlow  go-the-grounds,  hot  the  half  of  a  man, 
b^td  ^rt  of  a  spidhogue!^ 

"Arid  wh^t'd  a  spidhdgue,  Rory  ?'' 

"  Why,  I  can't  well  explain  to  you :  only, 
^h^tiever  one  cchnes  adross  a  poor  ill-begotten 
starved  ^pidhdr  of  a  craythur,  we  call  him  a 
spidhogue.^^ 

The  cfqptain  was  much  amused  on  hearing  of 
Rory's  preconceived  notions  of  Frenchmen,  and 
his  surprise  at  seeing  them  other  than  he 
thought  them ;  and  he  requested  De  Lacy  to 
interpret  to  him  the  most  of  his  colloquy  with 
the  Irishman. 

The  day  was  passed  pleasantly  enough  to 
all  parties  on  board  the  frigate;  and  towards 
evening,  De  Lacy,  accompanied  by  Rory  attired 
in  a  sailor's  dress,  was  rowed  ashore,  where  the 
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iUxer  cf  a  quirt  inn  was  sought  for  the  night, 
lai  Uie  zfecxt  noraing  De  Lacj  obtaining  pass- 
pam  icr  h^nwrif  and  Rorr,  set  out  for  Paris. 

B<r}*^  thoosaad  and  one  strange  observa- 
tiutts  as  ther  procccdtd  often  raised  a  smileon 
:rie  lip  jf  De  Lscjy  who,  nererthdess,  fdl  into 
trains  of  xausE^  as  he  drew  nearer  to  his 
and  oonjared  up  anticipationa  of  their 
tg.  But«  ndng^ing  in  all  these  dreams^ 
the  UBn.inhfce  of  the  Toioe  of  his  friend 
GttsssTe  as  be  spoke  of  her ;  the  tone  in  which 
he  ec!»i>»l  the  name  of  Adele  dwdt  upon  his 
fiDCT  and  seemed  of  eril  omen :  it  was  the  hoot 
of  the  owl  from  the  turrrt  of  his  hcqpea. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

CUPID   IN   PARIS. 

Rochefoucauld  lays  it  down  in  his  Maxims, 
that— 

**0V    OARDE    LONG-TEMPS    SON    PREMIER    AMANT    QUAND 
ON   n'eN    PREND    PAS    UN    SECOND." 

Which  may  be  thus  freely  translated  : 

Your  first  love  most  precious  is  reckon'd 
Until  you  have  taken  a  second. 

And  the  same  thing  might  be  said  of  a  glass 
of  claret;  the  best  judges  of  that  cool  and  gen- 
tlemanly beverage  declaring  you  cannot  get 
the  taste  of  it  under  half-a-dozen.  Whether 
the  comparison  holds  between  fits  of  love  and 
glasses  of  claret  as  far  as  the  half-dozen,  I 
leave  to  persons  more  conversant  with  the  sub- 
ject and  better  able  to  decide. 

The  keen  and  sarcastic  Rochefoucauld  wrote 
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of  wbich  the  world  has  taken  great 
to  prore  the  tnith.  Whether  Ad^  Ver- 
b^T  wms  profoond  in  the  '*  moral  reflections* 
of  the  wittT  Duke,  is  little  matto- ;  but  if  she 
wete  moij  then  with  her,  intiution  sopo^ed 
tfiidr. 

When  Horace  De  Lacy  1^  Paris  for  Ire- 
land. pi>ettT  little  Adele  thought  of  him  a  gopd 
deal  for  some  time  after,  and  evm  engaged  on 
a  piece  of  elaborate  needlework  to  enscroll  his 
name ;  which  work,  I  believe,  was  then  called 
**  tambour  :^  perhaps  I  am  wroi^ — but,  at  all 
erents,  l«aiioicr-work  would  haye  been  very 
appropriate  in  any  complimentary  tribute  to  a 
soldier's  name.  But,  whatever  it  was  called,  the 
work  was  beguo;  and  Ad^le  used  to  sit  fbr 
hours  and  hours  together,  surrounded  with  kng 
akems  of  silk  of  all  manner  <^  colours,  add 
beads  of  all  manner  of  sizes,  and  gdid  thread; 
and  Lord  knows  what  else  besides;  and  there 
was  a  certain  laurel  wreath  to  encompass  a 
scroll  of  the  three  letters  she  valued  most  ia 
the  whole  alphabet,  namely,  H.  D.  L.  —  they 


RORT.  O'MGfRE.  83 

were  the  isitxal  letters  of  her  hei'o^s  name: 
takdf  with  a  nice  little  bit  of  French  and  female 
k^enuity^  she  ooiE^tenipIated  the  interweaving  df 
fflnaller  lettersf  after  each  initial,  to  expfess,  as 
it  were,  the  attributes  of  her  lover;  so  that  the 
work  when  finished,  would  give  to  tho^e  wll6 
would  be  at  the  trouble  of  htm  ting  the  involved 
sentence  through  all  its  twi^tings  and  twiningis 
these  words : 

HoNNiuR.  DfevotioN.  L'amour. 
She  was  enchanted  at  the  thought,  and 
Worked  very  industriously  for  three  weeks ;  but 
as  she  got  on  at  the  rate  of  about  half  a  laurel* 
leaf  a  day,  there  was  a  good  chance  that  a  real 
teee  might  be  grown  in  the  time  it  would  take 
40  make  the  needlework  chaplet.  Nevertheless, 
on  she  went,  and  though  the  canvass  in  the 
centre  of  her  design  was  vacant,  her  imagination 
filled  up  the  space  in  the  most  beautiful  colours, 
and  twistings,  and  curvetings,  that  needle  ot 
fancy  had  ever  worked  or  conceived,  and  she 
looked  forward  to  the  pleasure  of  interlacing 
H.  D.  L.  in  some  months,   and  having  the 
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work  ready  to  exhibit  to  her  knrer  on  bis 
turn.  As  she  worked  her  web,  she  thougbt  of 
Penelope  and  Ulysses :  but,  alas !  She  and  De 
Lacy  were  not  married  ^r^;  and  moreover^  then 
were  no  lovers  to  come  and  tease  her  from  her 
fidelity.  Now,  although  the  first  part  of  ^ 
comparison  did  not  exist  between  her  and 
Horace,  the  second  part  might;  and  Ad^ 
was  such  a  classic  creature,  that  she  almost 
wished  to  have  the  temptation  of  a  lover,  that 
she  might  enjoy  the  triumph  of  fidelity. 

It  was  too  charming  a  thought  not  to  be  put 
into  execution,  and  Ad^le  got  herself  up  in  ikt 
character  of  Penelope* 

Amongst  those  who  indulged  her  in  her 
classic  whim,  was  one  who  was  a  great  admirer 
of  tambour-work ;  and  moreover,  he  could 
thread  her  needles  admirably:  this  saved  Ad^ 
time,  and  drew  her  nearer  to  the  delightfid 
period  when  she  might  commence  the  initial 
scroll  of  H.  D.  L.  Then  he  sang  very  pretty^ 
chansonnettes ;  and  they  were  so  lively,  thai. 
Ad^le'*s  pretty  little  fingers  moved  more  tags* 


tily  to  the  measure  and  facilitated  hei^  ifoA 
prodigiously^  They  got  on  femousty. '  Ad^Ie 
could  not  be  so  ungenerous  as  not  to  give  a  song 
sometimes  in  return:  but  hers  were  always  in 
tbe  tender  line,  as  they  ought  to  have  be^rt, 
because  Horace  was  away ;  there  was  no  unbe- 
cbffiing  levity  about  them  —  something  in  the 
^^iinple  and  tender  style  of 

"  Oiseaux,  tendre  Z^phire, 
: .    .  Youlez^vous  bien  me  dire 

La  cause  de  mes  soupirs  V* 

-^to  say  nothing  of  the  politeness  of  ^^  Voulez^ 
poos  bien^^  to  the  birds. 

Well,  Hippolyte  D^lier — for  that  was  the 
name  of  the  needle-threader — thought  the  ten- 
der  songs  of  Ad^le  far  more  beautiful  than  his 
libnely  chansonnettes^  and  so  he  took  to  the 
oueaux  and  tendre  Zephire  style,  and  Ad^le 
declared 

y^^  She  liked  him  still  better  in  that  than  his  own/' 

And  a  thought  occurred  to  them  then,  which 
they  both  were  surprised  did  not  occur  to 
them    sooner;    which   was,   that   their  voices 


tt  momr  o^moul 


go  m  wA  ktgiikgr :  wai  m  thej  totk 
ms^ag  daels — aad  TCfj  nioely  they  did 


All  thb  tiae  the  cmbroiderj  went  on,  and 
«Be  daET  tke  thicHls  got  entangled  midenieitli 
dbe  wkxk,  aad  ffippoljte  was  «dEed  finr  a  hd^ 
Ib^  haad  to  aMiiiii  disengaging  them;  and  in 
docoe  SIX  thor  hands  came  in  oootact  nnder  die 
frame  T^erj  often,  and  Adele  never  remarked 
befive  what  a  tcit  soft,  nice  hand  Hippolyte 
potsseased;  and,  aomdiow  or  othor,  the  work  was 
m  such  fenible  cntai^lement,  that  their  handi 
went  on  pokii^  and  pidling  for  some  minntet 
witfaont  the  extrication  of  either  the  threads  or 
thcDrfingcrs,  till  at  last  Hippcdyte  6dAj  caught 
faoldof  Ad^le^s  hand  and  gave  it  a  tender  preas- 
atre  mmJer  the  frame,  whDe  his  eyes  met  biers 
orer  it.  And  Terr  prettj  eyes  Hippolyte  had,-^ 
and  indeed  so  had  AdMe,  to  do  her  justice ;  and, 
with  a  look  of  the  sweetest  reproof,  she  said, 
^  R  dome  r  But  it  was  singular,  from  that  daj 
forth,  how  proTokingly  frequent  the  entangle- 
ment of  threads  became,  and  how  often  Hip- 
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poiyte  was  called  on  ta  aBsist  in  disengaging 
them. 

What  could  conie  of  poor  l)e  Lacy  having 
sacb  a  hewing  hand  givcfn  to  his  piece  of  eiti-- 
broidary?  Why,  that  Ad^le  found  there  WHs 
not  room  for  three  letters  in  the  centre  of  her 
Ia«n^l**wreath ;  and  so,  instead  of  H.  D.  L.,  she 
ce^Id  only  entwine  H.  D.  How  singular!  they 
were  the  initials  of  Hippoli/te  Delier  ! 

They  could  not  help  remarking  the  coinci- 
dence, and  the  singularity  too  of  his  liaMe^ 
DSlier,  and  he  so  clever  in  unloosing  entangle- 
ments. ^^HelasT  said  Ad^le  sentimentally, 
"  you  have  untied  more  than  threads,''  as  Hip- 
polyte  knelt  before  her  and  declared  himself 
her  adorer. 

Madame  Verbigny  was  of  the  same  opinioi^ 
aMhet  daughter  in  the  business;  for  Hippolyt^ 
was  on  the  spot,  and  De  Lacy  was  absent : 

"Les  absens  ont  tottjours  tort*' 

Besides,  De  Lacy  might  be  killed,  and  Adele 
lose  a  match  in  refusing  Hippolyte,  who,  as  far 
as  matches  were  concerned  in  another  point  of 
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view,  was  a  better  one 

had  a  atrong  friend  in 
looking  forward  to  pro 
sent  position,  which  wm 
one  more  advantageous 
of  grenadiers. 

So  Hippolyte  was  i 
lover,  and  was  sitting  ' 
a  few  days  before  the 
Addle's  unutterable  gui 
chamber  opened,  and  D 
ber  with  extended  arms. 

Ad^le  screamed  and 
gentlemen  did  all  gentle 
her.  While  in  her  state 
or  real),  the  bearing  o 
as  to  make  De  Lacy  w 
so  much  trouble;  and  ' 
Gustave's  voice  crossed 
echo  from  the  nether  wa 

The  first  object  that 
eyes,  was  De  Lacy  kneel 

"  Ad^le — my  own  Ad 
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1 

**  **  How  altered  you  are !"  said  AdMe,  looking 
coldly  on  his  face. 

** Altered  !^  echoed  De  Lacy. "  Good  Heaven ! 
•  Ad^le,  are  you  altered  ?'* 

**  What  a  fright  the  smallpox  has  made  of 
you  !"  said  the  Parisian. 

De  Lacy  felt  as  though  a  bolt  of  ice  had 
TOen  shot  through  him,  and  gazing  upon  the 
Wman  he  adored,  with  a  look  that  might  have 
tnade  the  most  callous  feel,  he  was  about  to 
i^ak;  but  he  had  only  uttered  her  name,  when 
Ad^le  thought  the  safest  game  to  play  was  an- 
bliier  faint,  and  screaming  as  gracefully  as  she 
could,  she  dropped  off  again  into  speechlessness. 
Her  mother  came  to  the  rescue,  and  declared  the 
poor  child's  feelings  would  be  the  death  of  her 
sotnetime  or  other. 

'  *•  Monsieur,'*  said  she  to  Hippolyte,  **be  so 
good  as  to  take  care  of  her  a  few  minutes,  while 
I  speak  to  this  gentleman  -^  and  she  beckoned 
De  Lacy  from  the  room. 

What  their  conversation  was,  it  is  needless 
to  record;  but  Rory  O^More  remarked  on  De 
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Lacy'^s  return  to  the  hotel,  that  his  aspect  be- 
trayed deep  dejection  ;  while  mingling  with  the 
sadness,  traces  of  fiorce  determinaticm  were  vi- 
sible. The  eye  was  clouded  and  the  cheek  wu 
pale ;  but  the  knitted  brow  and  compressed  Ups 
betokened  a  spirit  brooding  ove^  inore  thsn 
melancholy  thoughts. 

Rory  could  not  repress  his  anxiety,  and  when 
De  Lacy  had  closed  the  door  of  his  chamber, 
asked  him  what  was  the  matter. 

De  Lacy  drew  his  hand  across  his  forehead, 
and  paced  up  and  down  the  room. 

'^  I  hope  there 's  nothin^  found  out,  sir  ?^  ssid 
Rory. 

^  Found  out  r  said  De  Lacy.  **  Yes,  Rory,  I 
have  found  out  something  i*^  and  he  shook  his 
head  sorrowfully. 

*^  Tare  an'  ouns !  I  hope  they  ^re  not  angry 
wid  you  for  bringin'  me  up  here  ?  Sure,  if  they 
wor,  I'd  quit  this  minit'. 

^^  No,  Rory,  no.  Ask  me  no  more  now :  ^tis 
only  some  private  grievance  of  my  own.^ 

**  Bad  luck  to  thim  for  fretting  you,  and  you 
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comin'  all  this  way  to  see  thim !  And  won't  they 
come  over  to  help  us,  afther  all  ?^ 

**  You  'U  know  more  to-morrow,  Rory :  leave 
me  for  to-night.  Be  stirring  early  to-morrow 
morning,  for  I  shall  want  you.^^ 

Rory  left  the  room  puzzled  and  unsatisfied. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

SHOWING    HOW   NEW  EHEMIES    ARISE  OUT  OF  OLD  LOYBL 

The  last  chapter  began  with  a  maxim ;  and 
for  fear  one  chapter  should  be  jealous  of 
another,  this  shall  be  headed  with  a  maxim 
also: — 

WHEN  A  GENTLEMAN  18  ROBBED  OF  HIS  HEARt's  TREA- 
SURE, THE  LEAST  AND  ALSO  THE  GREATEST  SATISFAC- 
TION HE  CAN  ENJOTy  IS  TO  HAVE  A  SHOT  AT  THB  WVlf 
LOW   WHO  ROBS   HIM. 

And  that  is  as  good  a  maxim  as  eva*  Roch&^ 
foucauld  wrote. 

Now  De  Lacy  could  not  have  a  shot  at 
Hippolyte,  because  pistols  were  not  the  fashion 
in  Paris  in  those  days  for  the  settling  of  suidi 
affairs;  but  he  might  run  him  through  the 
body  with  steel  instead  of  lead :  and  this  differ- 
ence  in  the  exchange  of  the  metallic  currency 
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in  honourable  commerce  makes  no  difference 
in  the  satisfaction  which  gentlemen  either  give 
or  take  in  such  transactions. 

On  leaving  the  house  of  his  false  fair  one, 
De  Lacy  proceeded  to  find  a  friend  to  whom 
he  might  entrust  the  business  of  inviting  Mon- 
sieur Hippolyte  Delier  to  take  a  morning  walk 
in  the  environs  of  the  Place  Louis  Quinze; 
4nd  there  was  little  difficulty  in  the  search,  for 
chance  threw  in  his  way  a  brother  officer  who 
undertook  the  duty  with  alacrity.  The  meeting 
was  arranged,  and  the  next  morning  De  Lacy'^s 
fnend  called  upon  him  in  his  way  to  the  place 
of  rendezvous. 

"  Why  have  you  this  strange-looking  sailor 
in  attendance  on  you?'^  said  Captain  Sang- 
chaud  as  he  looked  at  Rory  in  wonder  when 
they  turned  into  the  street. 

De  Lacy  explained  to  his  friend  who  Rory 
Urals,  and  why  he  bore  the  habit  of  a  sailor. 
**  And  my  object  in  making  him  accompany  us 
i^y  that  in  case  I  should  fall,  I  enjoin  you, 
Sahgehaud,  by  our  companionship  in  arms,  to 
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take  care  of  him ;  and  if  you  canaol  get  him 
back  to  Ireland,  have  him  with  you  in  your 
own  regiment,  —  and  a  finer  feUow  you  have 
never  known  in  your  experience.^ 

On  getting  a  view  of  the  Tuileries,  Rory, 
who  did  not  interrupt  the  conversation  hitherto, 
could  not  resist  asking  De  Lacy  what  was  the 
name  of  the  building. 

^*  I  beg  your  pardon,  Misther  De  Lacy,  but 
whose  house  is  that  ?^ 

*^  That  was  the  king's  house,  Rory,-— and 
called  the  Tuileries :  it  was  a  palace.'*' 

^*  A  palace,  is  it,  sir  ?  Dear  me !  what  a  jttty 
they  stinted  it  l^ 

«  Stinted,  Rory  ?  Why,  I  think  'tis  lai^c 
enough.'' 

"  Yes,  it 's  mighty  big,  but,  sure,  one  '«4 
think  a  palace  would  be  stinted  in  nothing." 

**  And  in  what  do  you  think  it  stinted  ?" 

**  Bekaze,  sir,  it  looks  like  as  if  there  was  t 
scarcity  o'  stcHie  when  they  built  it,  and  a  gratt 
plenty  o'  wood  and  slates ;  for  it  'a  mostly  roof 
apd  windows." 
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"  Gome  on  I*'  said  Sangchaud :  **  we  must  be 
first  on  the  ground." 

On  reaching  the  appointed  place,  he  drew  a 
pair  of  swords  from  a  case  which  he  had  car- 
ried'under  his  arm;  and  on  seeing  them,  Rory 
impelled  his  eyes  very  wide,  and  touching  De 
liaey  on  the  elbow,  he  said,  *^  Tare  s^n  ^ouns ! 
^ir,  what  are  you  goin'  to  do  ?" 

**  To  fight  a  duel,  Rory.*' 

**  A  jewel  is  it ! — to  fight  a  jewel !  and  you 
'walkin^  as  good  friends  with  the  man  the  minit 
before!    Oh,  my  God!'' 

De  Lacy  could  not  forbear  a  smile  at  Rory'^s 
idea  that  it  was  with  his  second  he  was  going  to 
fight,  and  explained  the  matter  to  him. 

'*  Well,  it  was  no  wondher  I  thought  so, 
anyhow,  when  I  did  not  see  any  one  else  for 
you  to  fight  with.  And  what  are  you  goin** 
to  fight  for,  sir,  if  I  might  be  so  bowld  to 
ax?*' 

**  I  cannot  tell  you  now,  Rory; — but  I  have 
Inrought  you  with  me  to  put  you  under  the 
care  of  my  friend  here,  Captain   Sangchaud, 
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Tbey  are  both   very  good   tools,-— but   this 
for  me.*' 

«  You  Ve  wrong,''  said  Sangchaud.  "  You 
fight  at  a  disadvantage  with  it,  in  comparison 
to  that  which  I  hold.  However,  you  '11  soon 
be  able  to  judge  for  yourself  of  the  one  you've 
got,  for  I  see  our  men  are  coming.  Will  you 
have  the  blade  I  recommend  ? — do." 
;  "  No,"  said  De  Lacy :    "  this  is  handier  to 


me. 


^  '  "  Well,  as  you  like ;  but  the  other  is  far  the 
more  killing  of  the  two." 

Hippolyte  and  his  friend  were  soon  on  the 
ground,  and  no  time  was  lost  in  the  parties  en- 
gaging. Rory  was  on  the  alert  all  the  time, 
wAtching  every  thrust  and  parry,  and  making 
exclamations  as  the  various  vicissitudes  of  the 
combat  suggested.  Many  a  '^  whoo  !  "  and 
"  hurroo  I"  he  uttered  whenever  he  fancied 
bis  friend's  adversary  gave  way ;  and  at  length, 
when  he  saw  him  manifestly  stagger  before  a 
lunge  from  his  foe,  he  shouted,  *'  By  the  pow- 
ers,, you  're  into  him  !". 

VOL.    III.  P 
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^^«  bat  a  poor  «p"wi  of  my  swords 
I  see^  Sangcfaaud,^  said  De  laej- 
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*'  No,**  answered  the  captain.  "  You  made 
some  very  pretty  passes  and  parries;  but  I 
wish  your  adversary  had  taken  a  little  more 
away  with  him." 

"  He  has  only  got  a  flesh  wound,  'tis  true," 

» 

said  De  Lacy. 

**  Yes," said  his  friend,  "  and  that 's  all  because 
you  wouldn't  flght  with  the  blade  I  recom- 
mended. You  put  in  your  thrust  very  well  ; 
but  that  blade  you  chose  is  the  least  thought 
too  straight :  if  it  had  been  the  other,  you  'd 
have  been  under  his  ribs/' 

Perhaps  'tis  better  as  it  is,"  said  De  Lacy  : 
I  have  escaped  having  a  death  to  answer  for.'* 

Well,  let  us  go  to  breakfast  now,*'  said 
Sangchaud.  *^  Nothing  gives  a  man  a  better 
appetite  than  a  little  morning  exercise  of  this 
description.'' 


F  2 


RORY    O'MORE.  101 

^^  Sentiment  to  a  woman^  is  what  honour  is  to 
a  man :  without  it  life  would  be  worthless. 
Permit  me  to  assure  you 

of  the  highest  consideration  of 

C.  Verbigny. 

"  What  folly  and  falsehood  !"  exclaimed  De 
Lacy,  as  he  crushed  the  scroll  in  his  feverish 
hand,  and  flung  it  from  him.  He  then  sat 
down,  and  looked  with  mingled  sorrow  and 
humiliation  on  the  pile  of  papers  which  lay 
before  him.  There  is  not  perhaps  anything 
in  this  world  produces  a  more  painful  feel- 
ing than  to  contemplate  the  evidences  of  our 
former  affection  returned  to  us  in  the  moment 
of  indifference  :  Cupid  does  not  like  to  eat  his 
words,  anymore  than  another  gentleman.  And 
in  De  Lacy's  case  it  was  the  more  galling,  for 
he  still  clung  dearly  to  the  memory  of  his  love 
though  he  loved  no  more.  To  dissever  the  ties 
that  hold  the  heart,  leaves  a  pang  behind  long 
after  the  blow  has  fallen  ;  for  with  one's  feelings 
as  with  one's  nerves,  a  morbid  action  exists  after 


102  RORY    O'mORE. 

amputation.  When  a  mutual  mouldering  of 
affection  has  taken  place,  and  such  tender  me- 
mentos as  love-letters  are  returned,  then,  after 
the  first  gulp  you  make  to  swallow  your  annoy- 
ance or  your  shame,  you  can  throw  them  into 
the  fire  to  feed  other  flames  than  those  they  were 
intended  for ;  but  where  onlj  one  party  is  un- 
true, how  bitter  are  the  records  of  unrequited 
affection  ! 

Letter  after  letter  De  Lacy  turned  over  — 
and  sometimes,  as  a  peculiar  phrase,  or  place 
named  met  his  eye,  the  time  and  the  circum- 
stances connected  with  them  would  arise,  and 
his  young  heart  had  the  bitter  experience  to 
see  fancy's  fond  creations  crumble  before  the 
withering  touch  of  reality.    And  amongst  these 
papers  were  some  poems.    One  in  particular 
caught  his  eye  :  it  was  a  metrical  trifle  he  had 
done  in  some  of  his  first  hours  of  courtshif^ 
when,  in  the  light  badinage  that  is  employed  io 
the  earlier  skirmishes  between  beaux  and  belles^ 
Ad^le  answered  a  charge  of  De  Lacy's  that  she 
was  fickle,  by  her  telling  him  that  he  was  vokg^- 
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Do  you  not  know,*'  said  she,  "  what  the  wea- 
thercock said  to  the  wind  ?  Si  vous  ne  changez 
pas,  je  suis  constants  ^ 

De  Lacy  was  pleased  with  the  conceit,  and 
presented  her  with  a  song  derived  from  the  sub- 
ject ;  and  there  it  lay  before  him,  the  evidence  of 
his  first  hours  of  love,  surviving  the  passion 
whence  it  sprang. 

THE  WIND  AND  THE  WEATHERCOCK. 

The  summer  wind  lightly  was  playing 

Round  the  battlement  high  of  the  tow'r, 
Where  a  vane,  like  a  lady,  was  staying, — 
A  lady  vane  perch'd  in  her  bow'r. 
To  peep  round  the  corner  the  "sly  wind  would  try : 
But  vanes,  you  know,  never  look  in  the  wind's  eye ; 
And  so  she  kept  turning  shyly  away  : — 
Thus  they  kept  playing  all  through  the  day. 

The  summer  wind  said,  "  She 's  coquetting ; 
But  each  belle  has  her  points  to  be  found  : 
Before  evening,  I'll  venture  on  betting. 
She  will  not  then  go,  but  come  round." 
So  he  tried  from  the  east,  and  he  tried  from  the  west, 
And  the  north  and  the  south,  to  try  which  was  best; 
But  still  she  kept  turning  shyly  away  : — 
Thus  they  kept  playing  all  through  the  day. 
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heart  by  this  proof  of  worthlessness ;  and  as  he 
clasped  his  brow  with  the  energy  of  agony,  exr 
claimed  '^  and  could  no  other  place  be  found  to 
write  his  name  than  on  the  letter  /had  writ- 
ten !  False  one ! — false  one !  Cursed  be  this 
evidence  of  my  credulity !  Let  it  feed  the 
flames  !^'  and  he  flung  it  fiercely  on  the  fire, 
and  continued  one  by  one  to  throw  others  to 
the  blaze,  in  rapid  succession,  while  he  pur- 
sued his  painful  train  of  thought. 

Who  may  believe  a  woman  again  ?  She  whose 
love  made  her  eloquent,  in  whom  passion  was 
the  parent  of  poetry  ;  she  who  seemed  to  think 
not  after  the  fashion  of  ordinary  mortals,  but 
whose  ideas  appeared  to  flow  from  an  exhaust- 
less  fountain  of  fancy  over  which  purity  held 
guardianship :  she  —  she  to  prove  false !  who 
a  thousand  times  said,  she  desired  no  happier 
fate  than  to  share  my  lot,  whatever  it  might  be; 
who  would  follow  me  to  the  camp  or  the  bat- 
tle-field, the  prison  or  the  scafibld  !  — Oh  ! 
Ad^le !— Adfele  !^' 

His  hand  was  arrested  in  the  work  of  de- 

p5 
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struction,  by  seeing  the  title  of  some  verses  he 
was  about  to  consume. 

'  The  Land  of  the  West: 
He  paused  ; —  **  Ay,  I  remember  ; — here  is 
what  my  fond  heart  poured  out  when  you  said 
so.*^     And  he  bit  his  lip  while  he  read. 

THE  LAND  OF  THE  WEST. 

Ohy  come  to  the  West,  love, — oh,  come  there  with  me ; 
'Tis  a  sweet  land  of  verdure  that  springs  from  the  sea, 
Where  fair  Plenty  smiles  from  her  emerald  throne;— 
Oh,  come  to  the  West,  and  1  *U  make  thee  my  own! 
I  '11  guard  thee,  I  '11  tend  thee,  I  '11  love  thee  the  best, 
And  you  '11  say  there 's  no  land  like  the  land  of  the  West ! 

The  South  has  its  roses  and  bright  skies  of  blue, 
But  ours  are  more  sweet  with  love's  own  changeful  hae— 
Half  sunshine,  half  tears,  like  the  girt  I  lovt  best;— 
Oh !  what  is  the  South  to  the  beautiful  West! 
Then  come  to  the  West,  and  the  rose  on  thy  mouth 
Will  be  sweeter  to  me  than  the  flow'rs  of  the  Sotitfa ! 

The  North  has  its  snow-tow'rs  of  dazzling  array. 
All  sparkling  with  gems  in  the  ne'er-setting  day : 
There  the  Storm-king  may  dwell  in  tlie  halls  he  lottikciCy 
But  the  sofl-breathing  Zephyr  he  plays  in  the  West 
Then  come  there  with  me,  where  no  cold  wind  doth  blow, 
And  thy  neck  will  seem  fairer  to  methtn  thesoowf 
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The  SuD  in  the  gorgeous  East  chaseth  the  night 
When  he  riseth,  refresh'd,  in  his  glory  and  might ! 
But  where  doth  he  go  when  he  seeks  his  sweet  rest? 
Oh !  doth  he  not  haste  to  the  beaatiful  West ! 
Then  come  there  with  me ;  'tis  the  land  I  love  best, 
'Tis  the  land  of  my  sires ! — 'tis  my  own  darling  West ! 

The  love  of  country  expressed  in  the  con- 
cluding lines  went  to  De  Lacy''s  heart,  and  the 
sacred  sentiment  bore  balm  to  the  bosom  of  the 
deserted  lover.    **  Yes,**  he  said,  "  my  country, 
all  my  love  is  now  yours  ! —  False  one !  false 
one  r  and  he  clutched  all  the  papers  that  lay 
before  him,  and  flung  them  on  the  blazing 
wood  upon  his  hearth.    "  There — there  perish 
those  records  of  my  folly  and  my  faith.  Worth- 
less woman !  thy  foot,  that  I  had  hoped  should 
have  kept  pace  with  mine  until  they  both  totter- 
ed to  the  graven — thy  foot  shall  never  press  the 
green  shamrocks  of  my  native  land — the  land 
that  shall  soon,  soon  be .  free, — my  own  sweet 
Ireland,  my  own  darling  West  l^  And,  with  an 
enthusiasm  pardonable  in  his  excited  mood,  he 
kissed  the  words  as  he  read  them ;  and  folding 
the  paper,  he  placed  it  next  his  heart,  and  said, 
"  Ireland  !  now  my  love  is  all  thine  own  !*" 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

THE    DISAPPOINTED    EXTHUSIAST   COOLS   DOWN,  AHD  lOlT 
FALLS   IKTO   A  STRANGE   RELIGIOUS   ERROR, 

Dk  Lacy  quitted  Paris  in  a  few  days,  and 
basteoed  to  the  northern  coast,  where  the  army 
was  ooncentrating  in  great  force,  as  it  was  be- 
lieTed,  to  make  a  simultaneous  invasioD  of 
England  and  Ireland  as  soon  as  winter  was 
over. 

The  troops  were  often  inspected  by  Napo- 
leon Bonaparte,  to  whom  the  Directory  wen 
anxious  to  entrust  some  important  command, 
to  get  him  out  of  Paris,  for  they  dreaded 
the  presence  of  the  geieral  so  near  the  seat  of 
government,  who,  at  that  moment,  was  the 
darling  of  the  people,  and  little  short  cf  wor- 
shipped, aftar  his  wonderful  conquest  of  Italy* 
They  feared  his  towering  temper  and  popula- 


RORY    o'MORE.  109 

rity  might  prove  inconvenient ;  for  Bonaparte, 
just  then,  openly  complained  of  not  being  em- 
ployed, and  accused  the  Directory  of  being  de* 
sirous  of  having  him  forgotten, — for  no  man 
knew  better  than  he  how  short-lived  is  popu- 
larity, and  that  any  amount  of  fame  becomes 
profitless  which  has  not  a  periodical  increase. 
And  then  it  was,  his  secret  scheme  for  the  con- 
quest of  Egypt  became  engendered,  and  the 
gorgeous  dream  of  founding  an  Eastern  empire 
opened  on  his  daring  and  ambitious  spirit.  So, 
while  he  indulged  the  popular  belief  that  an 
invasion  to  the  North  was  in  preparation,  his 
views  and  hopes  were  all  directed  to  the  South. 
In  the  mean  time,  however,  his  visits  to  the 
•Army  of  the  North  were  continued,  and  the 
organization  of  his  forces  was  conducted  on 
the  shores  of  the  British  Channel,  where  he 
knew  their  presence  would  retain  the  English 
navy  until  the  proper  season  arrived  for  march- 
ing them  to  the  coast  of  the  Mediterranean, 
where  the  absence  of  a  hostile  fleet  was  so  im- 
portant. 
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Doring    the  entire  « 
Tone,  ind  other  Irish 
ward  to  the  opening  spi 
of  all  their  hopes  and 
apon  Ireland ;  hot  bitte 
ment  and  deep  thdr  desj 
the  whole  armament  to 
rived  in  the  month  of 
unknown  what  was  the  i 
of  the  North ;  but  it  wa 
refugees  to  know  it  wai 
Lbcj's  heart  ^ank,  as  wi 
but  sorrow  soon  gave  pla 
Tone  informed  him  thi 
del^ates  had   had   an 
parte,  and   that  every 
gone  for  the  present. 
"  You  saw  him,  then  ? 
"  Yes,"  answered  Toni 
"  What  did  he  say?" 
*'  Not  much." 
"  The  Coraican  is  shoi 
Lacy. 
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"  Yes/'  answered  Tone ;  "  and  I  wish  I  coald 
s&Yi  IB  the  idiom  of  our  country,  ^  diort  and 
sweet :'  but  it  was  far  from  that*" 
"  What  was  the  objection  ?  " 
*^  Not  one:  there  was  no  direct  reason  given 
agaimt  the  undertaking,  but  a  manifest  dis^ 
inclinatkm  to  engage  in  it;  and  it  seemed  to 
me  there  was'  some  hidden  preference  to  some 
other  enterprke  which  usurped  dominion  over 
his  wishes — ^I  may  say,  his  reason,  for  he  had 
not  a  shadow  of  argument  to  advance  for 
abaadoning  the  Irish  project." 

**  Did  he  say  nothing  ?  " 

*^  I  wish  he  had  said  nothing,  rather  than 
what  he  did  say.  If  he  had  made  a  downright 
objection  that  one  could  have  met  and  argued 
out  with  him,  I  would  have  been  content— and, 
I  hope,  content  even  though  I  had  been  beaten 
in  the  argument.  But  no — not  a  word  of  argu- 
ment, but — what  do  you  think.'*''  said  Tone, 
becoming  excited  as  he  spoke. 

"  I  can't  conceive,'^  said  De  Lacy. 

**  Why,  only   fancy  —  only     imagine,     De 


RORY    O'mORE.  113 

"  Hard  ! — it  is  infamous  !"  said  Tone.  '*  I 
cannot  forgive  him  for  it — and  may  just  Heaven 
that  sees  him  turn  unheedingly  from  the  cry 
of  a  suffering  nation,  throw  the  crime  into  the 
balance  against  him,  and  may  it  weigh  heavily  ! 
Yes !  may  he  live  to  remember  and  curse  the 
hour  he  refused  to  make  Ireland  his  friend,  and 
finds  her  his  enemy  !  *' 

The  words  were  uttered  with  the  fervour  of 
national  indignation  and  the  spirit  of  prophecy  ; 
for  on  the  field  of  Waterloo,  Ireland  was  his 
enemy,  and  her  son  his  conqueror. 

The  conversation  was  continued  between 
Tone  and  De  La^y  in  this  spirit  of  bitterness 
and  regret,  until  Tone,  having  exhausted  his 
fury  and  his  lamentations,  retired. 

When  alone,  De  Lacy  went  over  all  the  cir- 
cumstances of  his  various  disappointments  since 
his  return  to  France,  in  a  very  disconsolate 
mood.  "  Is  there  no  truth,  nor  virtue,  nor 
principle  in  the  world  ?"  said  he  to  himself. 
**  Here  are  those  in  power  on  whose  lips  the 
word^  freedom'  is  the  very  janitor:  they  open 
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S^  no"*^  dhn^  hsse  snles  <f 

■M  iiiRiiii  I   tm  cuiBCted  on  m  sc^  ^ 

n  w  ■Hi«g  rather  the 
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«d  t»  tile  nadenie  ■Kajtuca   of  icpoUictf 
I  fisr  Mcw  there  is  more  of  talk 
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than  reality  in  the  patriotism  and  the  freedom, 
the  virtue  and  the  fidelity,  the  sentiment  and 
sincerity,  of  this  headlong  people.  And  yet 
they  have  done  glorious  things — deeds  never 
to  be  forgotten  I  But  I  fear  success  intoxicates 
those  who  rule  in  their  councils,  and  that  the. 
high  and  noble  aspirations  which  first  achieved 
and  maintained  their  liberty  are  about  to  be 
lost  in  national  vanity ;  and,  mayhap,  her  vie- 
tones,  hitherto  won  in  the  fight  of  freedom,  may 
engender  a  thirst  of  glory,  fatal  to  the  cause 
whence  it  sprang,  and  Liberty  may  yet  perish 
under  the  very  arms  she  made  victorious.'' 

With  the  same  spirit  in  which  he  viewed 
public  afiairs,  he  looked  upon  his  private  con- 
cerns. When  he  remembered  all  the  vows  and 
sentimentality  of  the  girl  he  loved  so  truly, 
and  contrasted  her  falsehood  with  his  unpre* 
tending  affection,  he  felt  shame  for  her  un-» 
blushing  frivolity  and  his  own  sanguine  credu- 
lity. In  every  way  had  his  hopes  been  de- 
ceived ;  and  with  the  sudden  reaction  to  which 
enthusiastic  natures  are  prone,  he  began  to  dis- 
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De  Lacy  was  well  provided  with  funds ;  for 
his  uncle  was  a  rich  and  also  (as  does  not  al- 
ways happen)  a  sensible  man,  and  knew  that  a 
captain  of  grenadiers,  however  well  he  might 
march,  could  not  make  his  way  from  Nor- 
mandy to  Guienne  without  money,  and  the 
letter  which  demanded  his  presence  also  con- 
veyed the  means  of  speedy  conveyance  thither. 

It  would  be  foreign  to  the  main  interest  of 
the  story  to  dwell  on  the  journey  of  De  Lacy 
to  Bordeaux,  in  the  course  of  which  the  do- 
zens of  *'  wonders"  per  day  which  Rory  uttered 
at  everything  novel  which  struck  him  would 
amuse,  it  is  true;  but  as  it  would  retard  the 
direct  course  of  the  narrative,  it  is  better  to 
post  on  to  Bordeaux  with  as  little  delay  as 
f)ossible. 

When  De  Lacy  reached  that  celebrated  en- 
viron which  is  to  be  for  ever  venerated  as  the 
birthplace  of  the  cool  and  fragrant  wine  so  well 
calculated  for  those  who  have  plenty  of  money 
and  leisure  —  for,  decidedly,  you  must  not 
hurry  a  man  with  his  claret ; — when  he  reached 
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Bordeaux,  I  say,  he  hastened  to  the  house  of 
his  uncle,  with  that  universal  eagerness  wludi 
young  soldiers  generally  exhibit  to  indulge  the 
nepotism  of  elderly  gentlemen  who  have  some- 
thing more  than  their  blessing  to  leave  behind 
them. 

The  disease  of  the  unde,  though  sure  to 
terminate  fatally,  was  of  a  character  to  haffle 
medical  skill  in  predicting  the  length  of  its 
course,  and  the  old  man  lingered  on  witb 
a  tenacity  of  life  which  surprised  his  phy- 
sicians. 

While  he  lay  in  this  uncertain  state^  the  n^ws 
reached  France  of  the  outbreak  of  the  rebdlioB 
in  Irehind,  and  De  Lacy's  impatioice  to  read 
the  scene  of  action  became  extreme ;  but  his  ob- 
de's  state  of  health,  as  well  as  the  old  mao'i 
advice  and  requests,  forbade  it.  He  represented 
that  a  single  arm  could  not  strengthen  the  causey 
and  added  his  fears  that  without  foreign  aid 
the  struggle  could  not  terminate  favouraUy  to 
De  Lacy's  wishes, — ^and  in  case  of  failure,  bow 
much  more  prudent  to  remain  absent  when  the 
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individual  aid  was  so  disproportioned   to  the 
individual  risk. 

**  Oh,  if  every  one  thought  of  risk,  where 
would  all  the  boldest  and  noblest  achievements 
of  history  be  ?"'  said  De  Lacy. 

**  Were  you  on  the  spot,  my  boy,  I  would 
not  counsel  you  to  be  a  dastard  :  but  as  chance 
has  so  ordered  it  that  you  are  absent  at  the 
time,  rush  not  into  such  terrible  peril.  Besides, 
you  arfe  my  only  living  relation — you  must  not 
leave  me  to  die  alone,  with  stranger  hands  to 
close  my  eyes  in  a  strange  land." 

De  Lacy  returned  the  pressure  of  his  uncle's 
hand,  but  still  he  burned  to  be  in  Ireland  at 
the  moment. 

The  eagerness  was  extreme  with  which  he 
sought  for  intelligence  thence,  through  every 
channel  ingenuity  could  suggest  or  money  pro- 
cure. Various  and  uncertain  were  the  rumours 
received  at  that  distance  relating  to  the  strug- 
gle, and  his  life  was  a  state  of  fever  while  it 
remained  undecided.  This  lasted  all  through 
the   summer;  but  in  the  autumn  intelligence 
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haTe  been  so  disgusted  with  the  show  and  not 
the  substance  of  noble  feelings  here,  that  I 
begin  to  doubt  the  possible  existence  of  the 
state  of  things  I  have  contemplated — or  per- 
haps I  had  better  say,  dreamed  of :  my  hopes, 
like  Astnea,  must  fly  back  to  the  heaven  whence 
they  came,  when  the  worthlessness  of  earth  bUs 
affiighted  them ;  and  as  I  cannot  achieve  the 
freedom  I  desire  for  my  countrymen,  I  will  re- 
turn amongst  them,  and  at  least  make  their 
conditi<m  more  endurable  by  spreading  comfort 
and  kindness  as  widely  as  I  can  round  my  own 
immediate  centre.  And  now,  when  the  supre- 
macy of  the  dominant  party  is  established, 
perhaps  their  security  may  engender  a  forbear- 
ance to  their  less  fortunate  fellow-subjects, 
which  will  render  society  not  so  intolerable 
as  when  I  left  them ;  and  if  men  cannot  en- 
joy equal  rights^  they  will  at  least  be  permitted 
to  live  unmolested. 

It  was  with  these  moderate  expectations  Die 

Lacy  .losfc^  iorwurd  to  a  return  to  Ireland, 

urbicli  he  intended  to  effect  by  the  Swedish 
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ship  (early  spoken  ol 
■traded  hetweea  Dubl 
having  everj^tbiDg  in 
ure,  be  oidy  avwted  li 
an  letemal  fiireweU  to  '. 

On  the  mormng  of 
fore  'embarking,  went 
to  offer  op  hie  prayers 
church  was  prepared  f 
mon  at  flie  time,  when 
rented  -mth  their  anm 
•preseoce«f  Ae  nsBemy 
"the  MoTseillaite  all  thi 
statue  of  laberty :  4>ut 
any  such  piece  ef  Atxxa 
the  garlands  and  banti 
tered  ■the  aisle  earty  in 
the  celebration  <X  -the 
-and  -when  he  -was  Ate  c 

He  looked  about  in 
eeeing  tthestaKiie'dfL] 
decorated.'  he  tbai^bi 
olber  ^mVbe.Vii^D  1 
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pe4  dowii  on  lo^  knees  before  the  goddess  ^Ja- 
berty,  s^  heg^n  tp  .priijjr  devoutly  to  the  Jboly 
Mother. — While  in  the  act  o/ .d^otion,  a  coiqjle 
of  soldiors  .atvoUed  into  tfae^cihyrc^)  to  see  if  all 
was  in  proper  cue  for  the  fi4PifM*QaGbing  military 
-f^te;  and  seeuag  Rory  on  hi^  Jcne^s  before  ithe 
goddess  of  liberty,  they  thought  him  some  fond 
enthusiast  .o^ithexevdlvtioD,  and  exejaimed  with 
^dight,  ^^Ajh!  que  ^'est  dr&le  /  Mufaiy  c^estun 
brave  garf on  qui  aime  tant' la  liberie  qu'ilse  ms^ 
m  geuQux^.la^.diesse!*  Tliey  itpproached £ory  as 
they  spoke ;  but  their  admiration  was  ^mewfaat 
hashed  when  tbey  saw  ;him  bbss  himself,  very 
jdevoutLy  inakkig  sundry,  xsr^eial  flourishes  with 
bis  hand  upon  /bis  >breast  and  forehead  as  b^ 
•bc^bbed  and  ducked  before  ^the  statue. 

The  -soldiers  "then  advanced  in  front  of  iioiy , 
«nd  looldog  .upon  iikn  with  great  eontempt,  ex- 
claimed, *^  Sacre  sotP^  and  turned  from  him 
with  di.sgust. 

Rory,  having  finished  his  'pcayers,  setumed 
to  De  Lacy,  who  immediately  ^proceeded  on 
'board  the  vessel.  On  asking  Bjwry  if  lie  dreaded 
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encoantering  the   sea  agflin,   Rory  aiiKVCfed, 
^*Not  in  the  lafite,  sir,  for  I  seen  the  Vir^ 
M«rj  this  mommV 
^<  Saw  who?"*  said  De  Lac/  in  wondar, 

**  The  Virgin  Mary,  sir.'* 

De  Laqr  could  not  bdp  laughing  at  the^ 
ous  way  in  which  the  absurdity  was  utteied^ 
Rory,  who,  not  idishing  his  mirdi,  said^ 

**'  Sure,  sir,  is  it  laughing  at  me  you  'd  be:fe 
sayin'  my  prayers  ?*  -  ' 

^* Certainly  not;  but  you  tell  me  yea  mw 
the  Virgm  Mary.** 

^  And  so  I  did,  and  said  my  fvayers  ta» 
ninst  her  in  the  big  church :  and  why  wouUbrt 
I,  and  we  goin'  on  the  wide  say  ?^ 

De  Lacy  now  laughed  more  heartily  than  be- 
fore, while  he  told  Rory  that  it  was  the  Goddess 
of  Liberty  he  had  been  praying  to  instead  ai 
the  Virgin. 

**  You  don't  tell  me  so  ?**  said  Rcwy,  with 
horror  in  his  looks. 

"  Indeed  'tis  true.'* 
Oh  God  forgf  me  !  if  it's  a  sb;  butsuie 
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I  thought  it  was  the  Queen  iv  Heaven  herself » 
and  I  ax  her  pardon  for  mistakin'  their  dirty 
haythinish  goddess  for  her ;  but,  sure,  I  hope 
it  ^s  no  harm,  since  it  was  done  undher  a  mis- 
take/' 

**  Don't  be  uneasy,  Rory,''  said  De  Lacy,  who 
saw  be  had  distressed  him  by  his  laughter ;  ^'  I 
hope  the  prayer  that  is  offered  to  Heaven  in 
piirity  of  heart,  will  find  its  way  there,  before 
whatever  altar  it  is  breathed.^ 
»  With  such  tolerant  sentiment  did  De  Lacy 
go  on  board,  committing  himself  to  the  care  of 
tfaaC  Providence  in  ivhose  unlinuted  mercies  and 
protection  be  reposed  bis  faith. 


»*    • « 


I-  '1 


AvD  now  our  story  i 
A  period  of  a  year  ht 
ttoty  had  left  its  ihoni 
th6  hisWry  those  fe«  tat 
fearful  to  be  touched  oa 
the  passion  of  party,  or 
to  the  gentler  feelings 
mortal  pen  to  be  truste 
'  recording  angel ""  alone 
period;  and  oh!  how  n» 
as  she  recorded,  and  wel 
out  for  ever.  It  was  th< 
whose  acts  seemed  the  wo 
records  are  but  of  blood. 
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In  the  automnf  of  tkat  year  the  insuvgents 
were  dispersed,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  scat- 
tered parties  of  the  most  d)espera£e,  who  still 
kept  the  fastnesses  of  the  hillsy  on  h^  out  a 
miserable  and  bunted  existence  ia  the  bogs.  It 
was'  in  the  dusk  o£  aa>  evcHiing,  at  this  period, 
that  Masy  CKMore  had  a  message  ooaYeyed  to 
bcr  thsoi^  an  old  be^ar-woman,  stadng, 
*^  that  if  she  would  go  to  a  certain  place^  akme^ 
she  would  meet  a  person  to»  give  her  tidiags  she 
would  be  glad  to  hear.^ 

The  wofliaii  endeavoured  to  excite;  Mary'^s  cu- 
fioisty  sliU  for  the? :  burti  in  sucb  unsettled  times, 
to  go  alone  was  a  service  of  more  danger  than 
she  bad  courage  to  look  calmly  opoft;  fbrtfaough 
a  girl  of  a  bold  and  hogli  spirit,,  she  never  reco- 
vered the  shock  which  her  rencontre  in  the  ^cd 
of  the  Folly  had  produced.  '^  Could  not  the 
person  csome  to  her,  whoever  it  waa?  if  he 
or  sbe  widied  her  well,  they  would  not  object 
todoso^'' 

"  Maybe  they  can't.'' 

^'  An  outlaw  it  is,  then  ?* 


"  '*•,•.         •     .-  i 
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^  Not  thai;  but  masta^t  coflne  into  die  til- 

^^  They  shall  suffer  neither  hurt  nor  hanBy  ^ 
they  come  to  our  plaoe.^ 

^^No ; — you  must  meet  the  peraoD.^ 

*^  I  ^m  afeard  of  some  plot.^ 

^U  tell  you,  child,''  said  the  woman^^^aadl 
swear  to  you  by  the  Uessed  yestment%  aobmi 
is  meant  you.'' 

"  Then  tell  me  who  it  ia." 

«*  I  'm  bound  not." 

**  I  'm  afeard,*  said  Mary,  hesitating. 

^<  Then  you  loon'^  hear  of.  it :  maybe  yoaH 
be  sorry.'' 

I  can't  be  sorry  £or  what  I  don't  knoir.'*' 
Maybe  there's  thim  you'd  like  ta  ikttr 
of?" 

*^  Is  it  poor  Conolly?"  said  Maiy,'wliD» 
though  she  never  loved,  fdt  a  deep  interest  io 
the  faithful  friend  who  had  assisted  her  aad  her 
mother,  however  he  could,  aftiar  Roiy  had  dis* 
appeared,  and  who  waa  amongst  those  who  were 
outstaqding  with  the  rebels:  not  that  he  hai 


cs 

(( 
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committed  any  HctB'^bf  brUtkl  aggt^ssion^ 'but 
some  daring  deeds  he  had  achi^i^  dwrki^  th^ 
insurrection  had  marked  him  for  vengeanod'fttmi 
the  other  party.  ' 

<<  There's  thim  you  loved  betth^r  than  you 
loved  CoiiolIy,'f  said  the  beggar^n^man. 

Mary  blushed,  and  thought  of  De  Lacy,  and, 
aabanied  of  the  thought,  was  glad  the  twilight 
forbad  tfie  mendieant  seeing  the  evidence  6n 
her  cheek ;  for  all  unconsciously  had  the  poor 
girl  dwelt  on  the  remembrance  of  him,'  (a  re- 
membrance rendered  doubly  dear  by  its  being 
associated  with  recollections  of  her  lm>ther,)  and 
had  read  over  and  over  again  his  books  that  he 
had  given  her,  and  recorded  in  her  meiiioi'y'his 
courtesy  and  gcmtle  bearipg,  until,  under  these 
influences  of  heart  and  mind,  an  eASect  was 
wrought  upon  her  of  which  she  herself  knew 
jDot  half  the  strength. 
'/^  Suppose   you    could   hear   something  bf 

.him?^     -     :•• 
.    «*  Who?**   said  Mary. 
•  >  ♦*  Suppose  your  brother'   ■■    ^  ;  ? 

0-6  ■• 
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**vniMr  KcUdMd 

tw«di  in  woader. 

*•  SoppoM  Rd^  ^n^ 

"  tinciouB  God !  is  h 
IMcd  girl,  hyiBg  MA  a 

**  You  ntmj  beer  mat 
WgUdof:  wUlyoago 

**  Anywhere,*  nid 
which  Ow  hope  of  Bod 
if  Toadecrintne — -" 

**  I  ^  not  deccMn'  j 

**  Yow  Ve  •  wonunl, 
en*  of  yoot  owa  an." 

**  I  tall  ^,  Mny  < 


•<  Then  lewl  on  when 
"•odlTIfoUoW- 

•The  beggar-wonUD 
from  the  village;  but, 
the  street,  she  atnick  i 
bebincl  the  widow  0*M< 
aome  Bolitaiy  upland  br 

It  is  Decessaiy  befe 


widow  O'Moffeaad'faar  daughtw  were  not  bbw 
living  in  the  snug  cabin  where  first  the  reader 
knew  them.    That  had  been  burned  doring  the 
rebellion,  and  then  its  inmates  removed  to  the 
Tillage*     Kathleen  Regan  too^  and  her  viother, 
were  driven  from  their  home  about  the  same 
time,  for  Shan  Began  had  been  long  a  default- 
er in  the  payment  of  his.  rent ;  and  when  the 
affair  in  the  glen  of  the  Folly  obliged  him  to 
ftjf  in  consequence  of  the  magisterial  search 
after  him,  matters  got  more  involved ;  for  ins 
poor  mother  knew  not  what  to  do,   and  was 
nearly  heart-broken  at  her  son^s  misconduct; 
and  when  the  rebellion  broke  out,  and   Re*> 
gan  was  known  to  be  amongst  the  most  lawless 
of  the  insurgents,  (for  in  their  ranks  he  found 
most  personal  safety,)  the  landlord  visited  the 
crimes  of  the  child  on  the  parent,  instead  of  the 
sins  of  the  fathers  being  visited  on  the  children^ 
as  the  Decalogue  declares.    But  this  was  not 
the  only  instance  in  those  terriUe  times  of 
men^s  actions  being  at  variance  with  Holy  Writ* 
Under  such  drcqmstanoes,  when  these  two 


to  TmmnittbnmhBT}\ffM&/^9i  mtbABxit  vthnNftor 
to  Ik  out  of  hearing.  ^  -.:; 

'r^'Cma%yoiL9&j  s&rhi^  you  liave  to  m^e  before 
her-?   I  don^t  like  her  to  leave  me*''..  .  ^   . 

v,.vf^vCteie  awi^  a  fepr  steps,  my  poor  coileea^ 
said  Solomon,  with  more  gentleness  ia  his  voice 
tkmalABry  had  ever  heard  before.  : ^  Don't  be 
ifeardj  there's  no  harm  comin'^  to  you." 
■'*>.^  ¥ou  won't  go  far  fjnom  us,"  ssid  Mary  to 
ttev  beggtr-woman,  for  even  in  her  whom  ihe 
lami/  ne^tk  'jeen  before  she  felt  more  of  fellim* 
^ip  'and  protection  than  in  the  <M  tinker, 
^irimn  she  always  disliked;  and,  since  the  day 
riielast  had  seen  him  at  the  glen  of  the  Folly, 
hk  image  was  associated  with  all  that  was  re- 
iMdtnig  4o  her  feelings.  \i 

■■-i,^  We  ate  far  ^ough  away  now,"  odd  Mary 
to  Solomon;  *^  I  won't  go  another  step,  and 
whatever  you  have  to  tell  me,  tell  me  at 
^anst." 

<«  Well^  thin,""  said  Solmncm,   «'  I  biought 
jrou  here  to  teU  you  that  Rory's  alive.*^ 
-  Ob  holy  Mother  1"  exclaimed  Mary,  dn^- 


he's  atice,  and " 

km  o*  God!" 

**  AuT,  sisy-  Wait  I 
fint  sod  foremost  700 
Shu  Dhu  wu  at  the  I 
all,  and  1  've  nothin'  t 
had  the  bad  ludi  to  b 
MUM  1  'ts  been  hunted 
tij  erer  since,  and  wool 
only  1  darn^  ibow  my 
was  lyin'  heavy  an  my  1 
and  now  I  nm  the  riik 
hanged  maybe^  all  for 
mind  at  aise  and  tak in' t 

"  But  where  is  Rny  i 

"  Indeed,  he  'b  in  Fn 
he  was  carried  off  alon 
but  be  wasn't  murthend 

"  Solomon  !"  said  Mf 
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jaat  hop^s  of  nteroy  0a  jour  dyln^  daj  1  «^ 

and  you  Ve  not  far  off  the  gtave^  owld  man'''"* '" 

**  Whisht,   whisht  V^   interposed    Solotnon  ; 

*<  don't  b^  sajrirf  that.'' 

^^  Ob|  sure  we  're  all  nigh  death  every  minit, 

if  it  's  God's  will ;  -^  but  I  charge  you  not  to 

put  false  hope  into  a  sisther's  heart.'' 

*^It's  thruth,"  said  Solomon;  ^^and  more 
thta  that  I  've  to  teU  you.  Shan  Regan  is  in 
the  hilld  hidin')  and  a  few  blackguards  like 
hio^lf  along  wid  him ;  and  I  hear  he  intinds 
nukin'  an  offer  for  takin'  jfou  off." 

*^  May  the  Lord  pity  me  !"  said  Mary. 

*^But  don't  be  afeard,"  added  the  tinker; 
^^  if  you  '11  only  do  my  biddin'«  You  saved  my 
lif0  beyant  in  the  glen,  and  I  don't  forget  it 
to  you,  colleen  agra  ;  and  so  I  k^n  to  teU  yon 
the  thruth  about  Rory,  and  make  your  heart 
aisy:  said  if  you  '11  only  go  along  wid  me  to 
the  magisthrit,  I  '11  swear  it  all  agin  Regan ; 
and  mor^ver  I  know  where  he  's  hidin',  him 
and  his  morodin'  vagabones,  apd  I  'U  lade  the 
sojers  on  thim  sly,  and  han^   tMm  all  taken 


ii  grcadj  for  thim.^ 
"  Let  as  p>  aam^ 

DixoB  A  is  Bot  sTcr  a  o 
**Ta»  late  l»«i^ 


I  11  be  wid  jaa,  aiM 
So  WW  avsT  wid  joi 
von  11  tae  Baiy  jet; 
nfcr  fiiNi  hn  Ai 
taken  care  at     Good  i 


Aad  tbe  old  tinker  Taai 
wUk  Mu7  O'MoR  : 


agapMaj  rctumedtB^ 

Let  it  not  be  tapi 

pttacdotw  viating    of 


toUurCrMaec,  art] 
liiiiliiw  IiibmHi  th» 


i,^-.*V  :•     ^  y-,  r 
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this,  as  in  all  the  other  actions  of  his  life,  Solo- 
KbdA  tought  his  own  advantage. 

To  explain  this,  it  becomes  necessaty  to 
fiittxt  to  the  period  when  Solomon  fled  with 
Ills  mbiJH&y-bag  from  the  glen  of  the  Folly,  and 
left  'Maljr  XyMore  to  the  tender  mercies  of 
^Stfati  Bfau.  Haying  escaped  the  observation 
'63r  the  hnnttsmen,  and  got  clear  of  Regan,  he 
'dtacefd^  his  treasure  in  a  new  hiding-plaee, 
of  which  ilone  were  cognizant  but  himself  and 
Ifac^  stars.  This  beiDg  effected,  his  next  object 
ih»  to  ke&p  out  of  Shan  Dhu's  way ;  but,  in 
a' day  or  two,  he  found  another  and  more  ex- 
tearfve  eause  for  concealment  in  the  search  the 
officers  of  justice  were  making  through  the 
country,  after  Mary  O'More's  depositions  re^ 
^jpieeting  the  scene  she  had  witnessed  in  the 
glen.  Solomon  continued  to  effect  conceal- 
WHai  with  success,  until  the  rebellion  broke 
diit,  and,  while  that  raged,  the  authorities  were 
)mgag<ed  in  wholesale  business,  and  did  not 
attend  to  such  paltry  details  as  delinquent  tin- 
kers ;  but,  when  the  insurrection  was  quelled. 
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Solomon  had  his  two  aouoces  of  apprebeDskft 
opened  upon  him  afresh ;,  Smt  g^v^eiameiit  W8» 
in  a  Tery  hanging  hfttnovr  for  lea*  than  what 
Solomon  was  suspected  of^  and  he  had  gpt  a 
whisper  that  B^an^  who  still  held  out  iatti0 
hills,   had  said,  ^^he  wished  be  oouU  coae 
across  the  tifdier;'^   and  S(^n«on  best  kseir 
why.      <^  If  he  could  lay  his  hands  en  me^* 
said  Solomon  to  himself^  ^^  be  'd  thry  and  get  tbt 
goold  out  o'  me;  and  if  I  didn't  tell  him  wfaen 
it  is — and  I  wouJdrit^-Aie  'd  murtber  me  vitb 
the  rage:  and  suppose  I  did, — maybe  beU 
murtber  me  too; — ^but»  anyhow,  I  think  it 'ft 
not  good  for  my  health  that  Regan  's  alive; 
and  why  wouldn't  I  sthrive  to  save  my  owa 
life  ?   so  wid  the  blessinf  o'  God,  Shan  BbUf: 
my  boy,  I  '11  have  you  in  the  stone  jug*  ^ 
soon  as  I  can,  and  danein'  on  nothin'^  afthen^ 

It  was  with  this  view  he  sought  Mary  O'Moref 
and  aroused  her  fears  respecting  Begaa^s  in- 
tention  of  carrying  her  off,  and  her  hopes  re- 
garding her  brother.    He  induced  her  to  g> 

*  The  jail. 


with  him  to  the  magistrate,  and  depended  on 
her  friendly  presence  as  a  protection  to  him  on 
this  occasion ;  and  as  he  should  not  only  reveal 
the  circumstances-  of  the  kidnapping  of  the 
CoUeptor,  whose  disappearance  he  should  repre- 
sent himself  as  being  an  unwilling  witness  of, 
but  also  volunteer  to  lead  the  military  to  the 
retreat  of  a  party  of  desperate  rebels  who  still 
committed  many  robberies,  he  trusted  thus  to 
psodHr^  biis  own  piardon  and  pvotectioiy^  md 
ait  the  same  lime  sieeufe  the  deailb  oi  the  maft 
be  dteflded  most-^Shatn  Reg^inf^  Such  was  thef 
web  the  old  spideif  wove. 
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some  of  the  hidden  gold  from  old  Solomon,  and 
by  its  means  to  procure  his  flight  from  the 
country ;  but  the  period  of  the  rebellion  gave 
him  other  hopes,  and,  trusting  to  the  success  of 
the  insurrection  for  his  ultimate  safety  and 
plenty  of  plunder,  the  tinker  was  free  from 
his  evil  intentions :  but  when  total  defeat  had 
driven  thej^st  desperate  remnant  of  the  rebds 
into  the  fastnesses  of  the  mountains  and  their 
bogs,  his  thoughts  again  reverted  to  Solomon 
wad  his  hkUen  treasure;  and  the  same  deisire 
<>£  {KMsessii]^  it  returned^  in  the  hope  of  its 
•aaUii^' him' to  get  a  passage  to  America» 
attd  be  used  e^ery  means  within  his  power 
10  discoiver  where  Solomon  might  be  sdzed* 
while  the  tinker^,  at  the  same  time,  was  medital- 
big  how  to  compass  the  death  of  R^gan.  Thus 
#^  they  worthily  engaged  in  plotting  ea<^ 
^odiei^s  destruction :— one  of  the  thousand  exr 
am{>les  that,  while  the  friendships  of  the  good 
ktMigfthes  with  age,  the  attachments  of  the 
foft^g^te  and  base  have  the  elements  of  niiii  in 
thekt  very  fomdalian  i .     . 
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TJbe  (tinker  was  Arue  to  his  appointanent  witb 
Itary  /or  the  foIlowiDg  morning;  and  thej 
propoedfid  in  company  to  the  house  of  Mr. 
JDixoo,  wheve  Solomon  made  his  depoatians 
before  that  magistrate,  to  the  effect  stated  ii 
the  foregoing  chapter.  Solomon's  disdosuR 
heing  so  long  withheld,  threw  much  suspicion  en 
his  testimony  ;  the  more  so,  as  he  himself  vsf 
an  accused  person  by  Mary  O'Mcxe's  prerioQS 
deposidon  made  some  months  :before ;  yet,  ens 
if  he  were  guilty,  Mr.  Dixon  was  glad  to  take 
him  as  king's  evidence,  for  the  discovery  and 
punishment  of  otheisf}.  On  Ids  being  questioBed 
why  he  did  aDK>t  make  the  disclosure  sooner,  lie 
4said  he  dreaded  the  vengeance  of  those  who 
had  accompUidied  the  act,  in  case  be  shouU 
divulge  it. 

"  Yet,"  said  Mr.  jDixon,  "  you  let  an  inno- 
cent man  suffer  under  the  imputation  of  baY^- 
ing  committed  a  murd»  zfor  some  time.  You 
knew  this  poor  girrs  brother  was  aecused  cf 
having  'murdered  Mr.  Scrubbs.** 

^'  Yis,  sir ;  but  sure,  wihen  ithe  colletM  ttdbxt 


that,  swore  agin  me^  that  I  had  a  ha&d  in  mak- 
in^  away  vnd  Rotj  <irMoTe,  and  I  was  iobleeged 
to  hide  for  my  life,  sure  I  was  iilieard.  even 
Shinto  eome  end  clear  myself ;  and  it's  only 
now,  when  yieib^e  got  the  fellows  undher  .that 
was  ilistuiimi^  the  country,  tthat  I  ventured  to 
•ciome,  toir  toy  life  wouldiiH  be  «afe  to  ido  i$, 
afore.*" 

*^  I  idhink  it  very  extraordinary  an  innocent 
tperson  vdiould  hesitate  tao  give  himself  up.*" 

*^  Swte  I  am  givi«'  myself  up,  laow.^^ 
K  ^  3^QS,  rafter  a  year ;  ibut,  if  you  were  "free 
^Dom  guilt,  you  would  have  done  it  .soonei:. 
Now  take  care  g^ou  Jn^ear  ithe  tiruth  ;  because, 
even  if  yomare  guilty,  you  shaU  have  pairdon  for 
turning  king's  evidence  and  hrii^gisDg  the  other 
guilty  parties  to  justice.  So  do  not,  through 
any  fear  for  yowr  own  Ufe,  give  £slsp  evidence." 
„  "**  J!ll,sw«ftrihe  thrutJb9  air,  aivi/nothing  else/' 

/^  Do  you  )Swear  theQ»  (positively,  the  CoUec- 
tor  was  ndt^mur4^red  ?" 

"Ido." 

^'  And  that  he  has  been  otdy  ftukjetiove^  squ  ?^ 
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-  Yb.  m - 

"  And  that  iK>  odin 

«  Yi.,  rir  • 

"That  bow  came 
■aooej  thb  pA  mw  j< 

**  Oh  !  that  WM  a 
put  tliov;  and  Sliaii 


"  SaTcd!— jrov  w 

"  Oh!  howcoalda 

me  tare  much  ?  it  «ai 

"  And  jH  Ihu  gii 

muidcr  joo  foe  thai 

man  ranrdor  for  a  fin 

**  TbeRwasBo  ma 

"  Are  jou  quite  nt 

»  In  thnth  I  am ' 

*^  Wbcfe  is  that  mi 

**  Och  now!  tbn  i 

afther  me  that  mined 

wood,  and  tuk  it  all  ■ 

"  Will  you  Bwear 

rob  the  CoiDector  ?" 
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*.  I  will/' 

•*  Nor  see  him  robbed  ?" 

**  He  was  not  robbed,  I  '11  give  my  oath.** 
•  f^  And  Bory  O'More,  you  say,  also  is  gone 
with  Win  ?'V  ^ 

i.^'Heis.'' 
/    *t  Was  Rory  O'More  of  your  party  ?" 

"  Oh  !**'     cried    Mary ;      "  no,    no,     your 
honour f  : 

r  >f  ^f  Silence,  girl,"  said  the  magistrate ;    ^  it 
is  notiyott  who  are.  under  examination.      What 
do  you  answer  ?^^  added  he  to  Solomon. 
*  '^^  Ht  was  not,  sir." 

"  How  came  he  there,  then 't'^ 

Solomon  described  the  circumstancesof  Rory 's 
unfortunate  adventure  at  the  Folly,  with  the 
liberation  of  De  Welskein  and  his  party  ;  and 
for  once  in  his  life  did  justice  to  O'M orb  in  rcr 
ladng.  his  gallant  defence  of  the  Collector,  and 
his  own  fate  in  consequence.  As  to  the  tinker^s 
presence  there,  he  told  a  long  rigmarole  so  in- 
volved in  parenthesis  and  digression,  that  the 
magistrate  could  make  nothing  of  it,  which  was 

VOL.   III.  H 
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exactly  what  Solomo 
eluded  by  declaring  i 
vagabone  R^an  thi 
it,  by  way  of  goin^  to 

Though  Mr.  Dixoi 
Solomon  as  far  as  the 
yet  there  was  an  ag: 
the  tale  as  it  bore  on 
inducnng  him  to  giv 
mind,  Btronj^y  preo 
rally-received  ttise  in 
DOW  found  the  trutl 
mystery  had  hung  so 
made  it  doubtful  wl 
dn^r  or  a  murdered  i 
surrection  of  him  and 
from  stain  required  i 
than  the  tinker's  to  ol 

"  And  you  say  thu 
penon?" 

"  Yis,  sir ;  and  is  i 
with  srane  vagabcme 
swear  it  all  agin  hi 
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the  way  to  the  place  where  he  is,  and  he  may 
be  nabbed  as  aisy  as  kiss  hand/^ 

**  Very  well ;  but  you  must  remain  in  cus- 
tody until  you  prove  what  you  've  sworn  to.'' 

**  To  be  sure,  your  honour's  worship ;  for  now 
I  have  no  business  to  be  seen  out  afther  tellin' 
all  this, — and  I  'd  rather  be  in  the  jail,  for  the 
safety.'' 

**  You  shall  be  taken  every  care  of  after  you 
return  with  the  military  party  from  the  hills." 

•*  God  bless  your  worship's  honour  !  sure 
they  'd  murdher  me  if  I  was  cotch ;  but  sup- 
pose they  did,  itself,  my  conscience  is  aisier 
than  it  was  for  many  a  day,  afther  swarin' 
the  thruth  agin  that  black  villian  Regan." 

No  time  was  lost  by  Mr.  Dixon  in  summon- 
ing a  military  party  from  a  regiment  in  the 
neighbourhood,  to  make  a  capture  of  the  rebels. 
This  detachment  was  commanded  by  late 
Ensign,  now  Captain  Daw,  for  his  regiment 
had  been  very  much  cut  up  during  the  rebel- 
lion ;  and  Death  happening  to  make  his  choice 
from  among  the  sensible  men  of  the  corps, 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

THE  ATTACK  ;  SHOWING  HOW  DIFFERENT  IS  THE.  CONDUCT  OP 
SOLDIERS  AND  YEOMANRY,  in  THE  BATTLE  AND  after  IT. 

It  was  one  of  the  wildest  passes  of  the  hills 
the  insurgents  selected  for  their  stronghold. 
It  chanced,  on  the  day  the  military  party 
marched  against  them,  that  these  fellows  had 
made  a  larger  muster  than  usual  to  hold  a 
council  on  their  aifairs ;  for,  being  hemmed  in 
more  than  ordinary,  they  wanted  to  break 
away  from  their  present  cover,  and  take  up 
a  position  in  another  range  of  mountains  some 
miles  distant.  They  usually  kept  together  in 
parties  of  three  or  four,  the  more  easily  to 
effect  concealment,  and  had  their  points  of  oc- 
casional meeting  understood  among  themselves ; 
but,  in  the  movement  they  projected,  it  was 
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Jack  Flannerty,  one  of  the  heroes  of  the 
Folly,  as  the  reader  may  remember,  and  Regan, 
were  principal  amongst  the  outlaws ;  so  they 
went  forth  to  reconnoitre  in  the  quarter  whence 
the  scout  announced  the  hostile  approach, 
and,  after  some  ten  minutes^  observation, 
were  enabled  to  discover  the  nature  of  their 
foes,  and  make  a  tolerable  guess  at  their  num- 
ber. They  then  left  their  sentinel  still  on  the 
Wfttch,  and  returned  to  the  main  body  of  the 
men  to  communicate  the  news  and  arrange  a 
plan  of  defence. 

"  Are  they  yeos  *  or  regulars  ?**  asked  one  of 
the  rebels. 

"  'Faith,  they  Ve  reglars,  sure  enough  ;  but 
not  over  twenty,  or  thereaway.'' 

^^  That's  as  much  as  we  are  ourselves.'*' 

"  Well,"  said  Flannerty  ;  "  and  who  cares  ? 
Sure  we  have  the  advantage  o'  the  ground, 
and  the  knowledge  iv  it, — and  that 's  more  than 
a  match  for  them.  Never  mind  ;  if  we  don't 
lick  them ;  we  ^11  sarve  them  the  same  sauce  we 
*  Yeomen,  or  regular  troops. 
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•     "  The  yeos  is  sticking  to  them  still?' 

"Well,  they  can't  come  beyant  the  grey 
stones  ;  at  laste  they  won^t,  you  may  be  sure, 
for  they  are  mighty  proud  of  a  whole  skin: 
they  11  come  as  far  as  they  have  a  road  behind 
them  to  run  back,  but  divil  a  taste  farther." 

In  a  few  minutes  more  the  horsemen  halted, 
and  a  seeming  consultation  ensued  between 
the  officers ;  after  which,  the  infantry  advanced 
up  the  heights,  which  became  more  steep  and 
broken  every  hundred  yards 

"DidnH  I  tell  you  the  yeos  would  lave  the 
business  to  the  sojers  ?  Now,  boys,  do  you 
aSi  fall  back  higher  up  there  in  the  pass ;  and, 
though  you  lie  hid,  keep  a  good  open,  all  o* 
jdz,  for  the  muzzle  of  the  gun,  and  a  sharp 
eye  on  the  sojers ;  and  let  the  man  that  is 
farthest  up  the  pass  level  at  the  foremost  sojer, 
and  the  man  that  is  nighest  to  thiin  at  the 
hindmost,  and  so  you  won't  throw  away  your 
fire,  by  two  shooting  at  one  man ;  and  we  HI 
hide  here ;  just  six  iv  uz  :  and  when  they  have 
passed  about  forty  yards  or  thereaway,  we  'U 
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not  a  sojer,"  said  Flannerty  ;  "  whisht !  —  by 
the  'tamely  it 's  that  owld  villian  Sawdheriix' 
Solomon !" 

^^  Solomon  V  said  Regan^  looking  out  eager- 
ly ;  "so  it  is, — the  gallows  owld  thraitor  !" 

"  I  '11  shoot  him  through  the  grey  plottin' 
head,  the  villian,''  said  Flannerty,  "when  I 
fire." 

**  No,"  said  Regan,  who  thought  at  the  mo- 
ment of  the  secret  of  the  tinker's  treasure 
4ying  with  liim  ;  "  don't  shoot  him  —  we  11 
ketch  him  and  give  him  a  death  fitter  for  a 
thraitor  like  him  ;  don't  shoot  him,  Jack." 

«  I  wont,  thin,"  said  Flannerty.  "  Whisht ! 
lie  close,  boys ;  they  're  comin'." 

The  party  of  soldiers  drew  near  the  pass, 
with  Solomon  in  the  centre,  who  urged  Cap- 
tain Daw  not  to  march  his  men  in  a  body^ 
but  to  "  scatther  them,"  as  he  said  ;  "  for  you 
don't  know  how  'cute  these  chaps  is  at  a  nam- 
plush." 

But  the  captain  thought  it  would  be  a  very 
pretty  story  indeed,  if  it  ever  could  be  said  he 
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who  arose  from  tfaeir  plaees  of  concealment 
with  a  wild  shout,  which  was  answered  by 
the  party  in  the  gorge;  Solomon  clung  closely 
to  the  captain  when  he  saw  Regan  amongst 
the  assailants,  and  the  military  party  began 
to  retire  as  fast  as  they  might  in  tolerable 
order.  Regan,  seeing  Solomon  so  nearly  with* 
in  his  grasp,  jumped  from  an  overhanging 
x^ock,  and,  rushing  upon  him,  caught  hold  of 
part  of  his  dress,  and  was  dragging  him  back 
from  the  captain,  of  whom  Solomon  kept  an 
iron  grip.     The  captain  fancied  this  was  an 

attempt  to  rescue  from  his  hands  the  old 
rascal  who  had  led  him  into  an  ambuscade, 
and,  though  still  in  bewilderment  from  the  sud- 
denness of  the  surprise  his  party  had  sustained, 
his  courage  would  not  brook. such  an  insolent 
attempt  at  defiance;  and,  turning  boldly  on 
Regan,  he  ran  him  through  the  body  with  his 
sword.  Regan  fell  with  a  sharp  gasping  cry, 
and  the  soldiers  came  to  a  rally  in  tolerable 
order  when  they  saw  their  captain  turn  and 
defend  himself.   Began,  after  a  writhing  plunge 
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numerous)  they  returned  to  tbdr  mountain  fast- 
ness,  unwilling  to  hazard  the  loss  of  the  success 
they  had  already  achieved,  and  which  to  them 
at  this  moment,  was  of  much  importance;  for 
it  would  enable  them,  under  the  alarm  which  the 
repulse  of  the  military  would  produce,  to  re- 
tire unmolested  from  their  present  hold  to  the 
stronger  chain  of  adjacent  mountains. 

When  the  soldiers  rallied  upon  the  support 
of  the  yeomanry,  the  lieutenant  addressed  Cap- 
tain Slink,  and  requested  his  aid  in  returning 
to  the  pass:  but  this  was  a  matter  the  yeomanry 
captain  thought  worth  thinking  of  twice;  as 
the  rush  of  the  men  down  the  hill,  their  di- 
minished  number,  their  wounds,  and  the  blood 
of  the  lieutenant  himself,  tinging  deeply  a 
handkerchief  he  bound  round  his  arm  as  he 
made  his  request,  appealed  strongly  to  a  cer- 
tain tender  Scriptural  recollection  the  captain 
had  about  ^^  his  days  being  long  in  the  land  ;^ 
for  though  he  had  no  father  nor  mother  to 
*^  honour,'^  inasmuch  as  the  former  was  a  small 
lord  of  great  patronage  who  quartered  his  un- 
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Here  one  of  the  corps  put  in  a  word : 

^'I'm  sure,  Captain  Slink,  if  you  think  it 
right,  we  are  all  very  ready." 

**  By  no  means,  gentlemen ;  your  courage  is 
too  well  known  to  require  any  proof  on  this 
occasion ;  and  I  'm  sure  it  would  only  be  mak- 
ing a  sort  of  unhandsome  reflection  on  the  con- 
duct of  the  gallant  men  who  have  suflFered  to- 
day, if  we  were  to  admit  even  the  supposition, 
that  we  could  succeed  where  they  have  failed."' 

"  Sir,"^  said  the  lieutenant,  "  our  failure  was 
attributable  solely  to  a  successful  ambuscade 
prepared  for  us.'"* 

^^An  ambuscade  ! '"  exclaimed  the  captain  in 
triumph;  **my  dear  sir,  say  no  more;  that's 
quite  enough :  there  was  one  piece  of  advice 
which  my  friend.  Captain  Skurry,  of  the 
Skurry  Horse,  used  to  say  to  me, — *  My  dear 
Slink,  never  go  near  an  ambuscade. — When  you 
see  your  enemy  in  an  ambuscade,  let  him  alone."' 

The  lieutenant  looked  at  the  captain  with 
mingled  feelings  of  contempt  and  wonder  at  his 
cowardice  and  ignorance,  and  only  added, 


KflftT   O  Jf  OKS. 

WeL  srz  I  dhoB^  ad^  yoa  to  pursue  the 
.  luft  jt  iBHt  wipiMgl  me  and  my  men  in 

jBLii>%^a'iii£  iiir  hoAw  of  our  cMfUan  who  \m 

*^  tWifwtl,  137MB  nj  mavd  ami  bomNir  I  woi/t; 
:dmK  >  t^  WT  place  lAem    raacdlj  lebds 
mutAi  W  vami^  for  jon :  don'*!  think  I H 
m^  VOL  ID  na  mnr  mme  lidu  to-day.* 
"^  Sir.  I  ^gaPi  Ke  karii^  the  body  cf  our 
tamBOtmuSmg  cficcr  00  the  ground." 
Hj  i^BBT  sr.  vhal  hann  can  he  oome  Uh 
htSemiz    if  ke  was  direy  indeed.* 
Wt  msT  hoL  ar,  ahhougfa  he  has£dkB»* 


"^  Xai  fe  mdeed:  ther  always  pike  ctcfy 
1h^^  ^na  lagjhope  icfads  the  minit  th? 
jyt  z  1  kauNT  tkm  hccter  than  you,  sir.* 

*"  E^no!  j»  a  pamt  of  hommr,  sir»  1  do  oflt 
Jftx  iHimcr  the  body  of  a  king  s  ofieer  ia  the 
lumii^  «f  saxii  amtxcMits^  and  I  request  yo«r 


-^ Ohk  if  lOQ  talk  dbont  honoary  that's 
ckor  aAor  ;  and  opon  a^  hommry  if  it  «s>  t 
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point  of  faonoar»  I  would  be  as  ready  as  any 
man  to  do  my  outhermost  in  the  business ;  and 
if  we  were  fighting  with  regular  troops,  the 
real  thing,  you  know, — the  Simon  Pure, — I  'd 
do  all  that  could  be  done:  but  you  see,  my 
dear  sir,  these  dirty  blackguards  is  not  to  be 
treated  like  gentlemen,  and  I  would  not  in- 
dulge them  by  letting  them  see  they  gave  me 
any  concern.'' 

The  lieutenant,  perceiving  it  was  useless 
to  urge  his  suit  any  further  in  this  quarter, 
turned  to  his  men,  and  said,  ^^  You  won't  leave 
your  captain  behind  you,  boys  ?^ 

The  men  returned  a  fierce  "  No  :^  it  was  not 
a  cheer, — their  recent  defeat  had  taken  that  out 
of  them ;  but  given,  as  it  was,  with  some- 
thing between  a  growl  and  a  bark,  there  was 
the  tone  of  determination  in  it  which  assured 
their  o£Scer  in  leading  them  once  more  up  the 
pass. 

^^  I  leave  this  old  scoundrel  in  your  care,'' 
said  he,  to  the  yeomanry  captain ;  ^^  you  can 
take  care  of  him  at  least :"  and,  with  this  con- 
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Captain  Daw,  as  they  marched  homewards; 
and,  in  answer  to  the  lieutenant's  remark  that  the 
rebels  had  not  piked  a  fallen  enemy,  he  replied 
it  must  have  been  in  consequence  of  their 
having  seen  his  corps  of  yeomanry  so  near, 
,which  forced  them  to  a  precipitate  retreat. 
**  For  I  assure  you,  sir,  they  dread  us  ex- 
ceedingly :  we  flog  and  hang  the  rascals  every 
day  we  catch  them ;  and  I  will  say,  without  fear 
of  contradiction,  that  our  corps  has  done  more 
in  the  pitch-cap  and  tar  and  feathering  line 
than  any  other  in  Ireland/^ 

Very  likely,  sir,''  said  the  lieutenant  coldly. 
But  in  this  instance, — the  a£Pair  of  to-day, 
I  mean, — ^you  know  I  would  not  have  been 
justified  in  any  rash  or  hasty  movement :  life, 
sir,—- >life  is  a  precious  thing, — life  is  a  thing  not 
to  be  trifled  with,  particularly  by  one  of  his 
jnajesty'*s  justices  of  the  peace,  who  has  such 
matters  in  charge." 

"  As  far  as  you  are  concerned,  sir,''  said  the 
lieutenant,  ^^  I  am  sure  it  will  be  taken  every 
care  of.'' 
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tc 


What  am  I  to  do  with  the  corn,  your  ho- 
nour ?^  said  the  peasant  timidly. 

"Back  it  down  on  the  road-side  there,"*'  was 
the  answer* 

The  poor  peasant  scarcely  ventured  to  look 
as  if  he  thought  it  hard  to  throw  down  his  corn 
in  the  open  road,  much  less  dare  to  speak  an 
objection  to  the  order ;  and  unloosing  the  cords 
which  bound  the  produce  of  his  toil  to  his  car 
that  was  bearing  it  to  market,  he  was  obliged 
to  scatter  his  little  harvest  on  the  highway,  and 
waste  that  which  God  had  given  to  the  living, 
for  the  service  of  the  dead. 

The  lieutenant  had  remonstrated  against  this 
measure,  but  the  justice  was  inexorable. 

The  body  of  the  captain  was  laid  on  the  car, 
a  sheaf  of  com  being  strown  beneath  him ; — 
strange  association  of  the  sword  and  the 
ploughshare  i 

The  car  having  been  thus  appropriated,  the 
party  moved  onward;  and  the  lieutenant^s  mood- 
iness  having  increased,  the  justice  addressed 
him  in  a  cheering  tone : 
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d«-d  afiair  took  place  to-day.  Strange  mis- 
take of  poor  Daw  to  let  himself  be  trapped : 
an  ambuscade,  you  say  ?^' 

"Yes/' 

**  Ah,  no  good  military  man  ever  gets  into 
an  ambuscade :  as  my  friend  Captain  Skurry 
used  to  say,  *The  moment  you  see  your  enemy 
in  an  ambush,  have  nothing  to  do  with  him/ 
"Poor  Daw !— viery  rash/' 

**  He  certainly  was  not  a  coward^  said  the 
lieutenant,  in  a  tone  that  might  have  touched 
a  nicer  sense  of  hearing  than  Captain  Slink's ; 
'^  and  as  for  his  imprudence  in  this  affair,  the 
blame  is  very  much  lessened,  when  we  remem- 
ber he  was  led  into  the  snare  by  the  very  per- 
son on  whom  he  relied  for  guidance.^ 

**  How  do  you  mean  ?^ 

"I  mean  that  old  scoundrel,  in  advance  there 
among  my  men,  led  us  into  the  trap/' 

**  You  don't  mean  to  say  the  tinkering  vaga- 
bon'  played  false  ?^ 

<«  I  do,  though.'' 

'^  My  dear  sir,  why  didn  't  you  tell  me  this 

VOL.  Ill*  J 
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the  town,  and  give  faim  a  court-martial  before 
he's  hanged:  be  deserves  hanging  certainly, 
and  I  have  no  doubt  will  be  hanged,  but  it  will 
be  more  regular  to  try  him  first.^ 

"  Pooh  l^  said  the  justice,  "  try  him  indeed  ! 
we'll  try  if  he^a  proof  against  hemp,^ — that'^s 
the  way  to  try  rebels." 

All  this  time  Solomon  stood  trembling  and 
unabk  to  speak;  but  when  two  of  the  yeo- 
manry corps  advanced  to  lay  hands  on  him,  he 
made  a  gasping  cry  for  mercy,  and,  having  once 
gained  the  power  of  speech,  addressed  the  lieu- 
tenant, and  appealed  to  him  for  protection. 
^^  Sure,  what  would  you  bang  me  for  ?  didnH 
I  bring  you  to  the  place  ?'^ 

"  The  less  you  say  the  better,*'  said  the  lieu- 
tenant :  "  you  brought  us  into  an  ambuscade, 
and  you  must  answer  for  it ;  but  you  shall  have 
a  court-martial.*^ 

'^  I  '11  hang  him  on  the  spot,^  said  the  captain. 

'^  I  request  you  will  not  be  precipitate,  sir,'' 
said  the  lieutenant. 

i2 
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"  Suppose,  sir,  I  donH  choose  to  give  him 
up  to  you  ?** 

"I  tell  you  what  it  is,  sir i"'  said  Sliqk, 
whose  savagery  increased  whenever  he  could 
4miff  blood  with  impunity — **  you  seem  to  have 
been  taking  airs  on  yourself  all  day,  and  for- 
get I  lun  a  magistrate,  and  that  it  is,  in  fact, 
under  my  authority  you  are  acting  at  this  mi- 
nute ;  and  I  warn  you,  sir,  on  pain  of  my  com- 
'fdaint  against  you  to  your  commanding  officer, 
not  to  interfere  with  me  in  this  affair.'*^ 

All  this  time  $olomon,  whose  face  was  the 
colour  of  death,  was  trembling  between  the 
two  yeomen,  and  faintly  mumbling,  "  Oh, 
God! — Lord,  be  merciful  to  mef'  and  other 
such  ejaculations ;  and  by  one  of  those  strange 
and  lightning  touches  of  thought  which  bring 
before  us  the  scene  we  least  expect,  he  reverted 
to  his  meeting  with  Mary  O'More  the  night 
before,  when  she  adjured  him  by  his  grey 
hairs  not  to  deoeive  her,  and  said,  *^  Old 
man,  you^re  not  far  off  the  grave  !^  The  re- 
membrance came  upon  him  like  the  sound  of  a 


duty,  Scroggins,"  said  he  to  the  truoiiipiefte):  df 
his  troop,  who  was  a  ruffianly  dependant  of 
his;  and,  nothing  loth,  the  gentle  S<^roggkis 
whipped  the  noose  of  the  car-rope  round  the 
withered  neck  al  old  Scdomon,  who  screamed 
as  he  felt  his  head  within  the  loop. 

"  Turn  up  the  car,^'  said  the  justice. 

The  vehicle  was  thrown  back  on  its  end,  and 
the  shafts  thus  became  sufficiently  elevated  to 
give  a  purchase  for  the  fatal  rope  across  the 
back-band ;  and  as  the  coward  captain  cried, 
**  Away  with  him !"  the  unfortunate  tink^  was 
dragged  screaming  to  the  impromptu  gallowis, 
and  his  cries  were  only  smothered  in  the  writh- 
ing twirl  with  which  he  swung  upwards  to  his 
death. 

The  yeomanry  corps  gave  a  shout ;  but  the 
scddiers  looked  on  in  silence,  and  the  lieutenant 
in  disgust. 

**  It  will  be  soon  over,^  said  Justice  Slink, 
^^  and  then  you  can  have  the  car  again  fbr  the 
conveyance  of  the  captain.^' 

*^  Sir,"    said    the     lieutenant    indignantly. 
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here  all  day,"  said  the  justice ;  "  and  it  *s  begin- 
ning to  rain,  and  there 's  no  fun  in  getting  wet 
to  see  a  tinker  hanging.  D — n  him !  he  will  never 
die  ? — ^better  finish  him  at  once,  and  ride  home. 
— ^Stand  aside,  Scroggins,^  added  the  captain 
as  he  drew  a  pistol  from  his  holster ;  ^^  we  can't 
wait  till  he^s  dead,  and  we  mustnH  leave  un- 
finished work  behind  us.'^  And  levelling  his 
pistol  as  he  spoke,  he  fired  at  the  still- writhing 
body  of  the  old  man,  whose  mortal  agonies  ter- 
minated with  the  short  muscular  jerk  which  the 
bullet  of  Justice  Slink  produced  as  it  passed 
through  a  vital  part,  and  down  dropped  the  legs 
of  the  suspended  victim  in  the  rigidness  of 
death. 

"  Fall  in  l*^  said  the  captain  to  his  troop  as 
be  returned  his  pistol  to  the  holster ;  and  the 
order  of  march  was  resumed  when  those  who 
had  dismounted  regained  their  saddles. 

The  peasant  whose  car  had  been  thus  pol- 
luted, and  who  stood  in  speechless  horror  at 
the  merciless  act  he  was  forced  to  witness,  now 
took  off  his  hat,  and  in  the  tone  of  humblest 
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<!idfi  of  one  of  tbe  few  crimeis  fa^  had  never  icom^ 
mitted. 

While  the  peasant  was  fttill  undecided  als  to 
how  he  should  act,  be  perceived  a  traveller  ap- 
proaching,—-not  a  traveller  of  high  degf^,  but 
one  from  whom  he  might  expect  sympathy  and 
aii^istanoe^  for  his  bundle  suspended  at  his 
back  from  a  stick  over  his  shoulder  dedilf-ed 
hiin  to  be  of  his  own  class.  As  he  approi^hed, 
the  farmer  was  startled  at  tracing  in  his  pefstlll 
tbe  outlines  of  an  old  laxsquaintanee,  and  ex* 
claimed,  ^'  God  be  good  to  me  !  but  if  ev^  h# 
was  alive  in  this  world,  it 's  Rory  O'More  f* 

The  traveller  still  advanced ;  and  as  he  lip- 
proached,  his  attention  became  riveted  by  tbe 
appalling  sight  that  crossed  his  path5  and  he 
heeded  not  the  peasant,  when  he  came  to  A 
stand  before  the  suspended  body,  until  his  won- 
der and  horror  had  been  so  far  recovered  a^  to 
turn  his  eyes  upon  the  living  with  an  e*pre»- 
sion  of  inquiry  in  their  silent  gaze  which  was 
met  by  one  of  a  similar  expression  on  the  J3art 
of  him  he  looked  upon.    For  a  few  seconds  the 
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two  men  atood  la  nleim : 
fint  to  speak. 

"  Why,  thin,  doa^t  you 

**  May  the  Lord  (ave  u 

that's  in  itf"  said  the  fan 

"  Who  elae  would  it  be 

**  Why,  thin,  Rory  0*M 

"  Don't  you  see  it's  mj 

f  By  the  Uetaed  light ! 

ther  it  wu  you,  or  yov 

sure,  we  thought  you  woi 

Heaven  1  and  where  woe 

"  Sence  whra  ?" 

"  Sence  your  diMtppea 

Bowl!- 

"  Ob,  you  mane  wfae 
me  away." 

"  What  vagabones  ?" 

"Oh,  you  don't  knoi 

Sut  will  you  tdl  me  — — 

"  Stop  now,"  said  th 

God's  thrutb,  and  is  it  y 


aORT   O'MOREi  181 

est  ?  for  it  ^8  «s  gn^  a  surprise  to  me  ba  if  you 
kem  from  the  dead.^ 

'*  l^ive  us  your  fist,^  said  Rory,  advaticiiig 
to  take  tbe  farmer's  hand^  which  was  almost 
withdrawn  in  doubt  of  the  mortal  identity  of 
the  form  that  stood  before  bim^  but  the  warm 
idhftke  of  Bpry's  hand  dispelled  his  misgiTings, 
and  Rory  then  said, 

^^  In  the  name  o^  God  what 's  this  I  see  ?"*  and 
he  pointed  to  the  gallows. 
<    *^  Why,  what 's  so  wondherful  in  it  ?     Sure, 
they  hwag  any  one  they  like.*" 

"  Who  ?**  said  Rory  in  wild  wonder. 
.   ^*  Ahj  I  forgot  you  wor  away  all  this  time,^ 
said  the  farmer ;  '^  and,  indeed,  well  for  you ! 
fcMT  they  *re  bad  times  for  poor  Ireland.'** 

**  Sure,  I  heerd  they  wor  throubled  tim^," 

said  Rory ;  "  but  I  thought  it  was  all  over  now.*" 

^^  So  it  is,**  said  the  farmer  despondingly. 

<<  It  V  all  over,  sure  enough ; '  and  we  *re  down 

intirely.'' 

<«  And  if  it 's  all  over,  what 's  this  for  ?**  said 
*Bory,  pointing  to  the  dead  man. 
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''  Oh,  that 's  DothioV  said  the  farmer  witk 
a  long-drawn  sigh. 

**  Nothing !"  exclaimed  Rory.  ^  Is  it  no- 
thing, you  say,  to  hang  a  man  in  the  open  rai 
and  lave  him  there  like  a  scarecrow  ?" 

<<  Throth,  that 's  but  the  $weepitC$  o*  tie 
6am,  Rory  avic.  Oh,  but  your  heart  wobU 
bleed  if  you  knew  how  many  is  dead  and  goat 
sence  you  wor  here  !** 

From  the  melancholy  tone  of  the  peasant^i 
manner,  Rory^s  apprehension  applied  to  it  a 
meaning  touching  himself,  and  clasping  hii 
hands,  he  said,  with  the  urgency  of  terror  in 
his  manner,  '^  My  mother  and  Maiy!— fo 
God's  sake  tell  me  thruth  P 

"  They  Ve  safe,^  said  the  peasant. 

«  And  Kathleen  Regan  ?•• 

*«  Safe  too,  Rory.'* 

''  Thank  God !"  exclaimed  Rory ;  and  tk 
tears  sprang  to  his  eyes  at  this  sudden  tranfl- 
tion  from  alarm  to  security. 

When  he  recovered  his  tranquillity,  the  pea- 
sant related  the  circumstances  of  Sdomoot' 
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death,  and  besought  Rory  to  assist  hhn  in  tak- 
ing down  the  corse  from  where  the  hangman 
had  left  it 

The  revolting  task  was  performed;  and  as 
they  had  no  immediate  means  of  sepulture 
within  their  reach,  all  they  could  do  was  to 
lay  the  body  in  the  adjoining  field;  and  the 
peasant  once  more  yoked  his  horse  to  the  car, 
which  he  expressed  the  utmost  loathing  to  use 
again. 

"  But  what  can  I  do  ?''  said  he.  "  I  'm  too 
poor  to  give  it  up ;  and  sure,  the  blame  is 
theirs,  and  not  mine.  But,  wid  all  that,  I 
can't  help  rememberin'  it  was  made  a  gallows 
of :  and  here  's  the  mark  o'  murdher  on  it  V^ 
added  the  peasant,  with  the  expression  of  dis- 
gust on  his  countenance,  as  he  took  up  a 
handful  of  straw  and  endeavoured  to  rub  from 
the  body  of  the  car  a  few  drops  of  blood  which 
had  trickled  from  the  wound  the  pistol-shot 
produced. 

After  a  few  more  words  were  exchanged  be- 
tween  the  peasants,  they  bade  a  melancholy 
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CHAPTER  XL 


IN   WHICH  RORY   SEEKS   HIS   HOME   BUT   FINDS   IT  NOT. 

It  was  with  a  feeling  of  oppression  at  his 
heart  that  Rory  parted  from  his  newly-found 
acquaintance.  What  he  had  seen  and  taken 
part  in  was  enough  to  influence  the  feelings  of 
a  less  susceptible  person ;  meeting  such  an  in- 
cident almost  on  the  threshold  of  his  home 
chilled  the  warm  tide  of  anticipation  which  had 
borne  him  onwards  in  beguilement  upon  his 
return  to  his  native  place.  But  his  mother  and 
sister,  and  the  girl  of  his  heart,  he  was  told, 
were  safe  and  well ;  which  consoled  him  in  the 
midst  of  all  else  that  might  grieve :  and  yet, 
though  knowing  this,  Rory  was  not  as  happy 
as  he  had  been  before  he  encountered  the  hate- 
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f ul  scene  he  had  left — as  when,  only  in  the  hope- 
fulness of  his  own  nature,  he  felt  at  the  end  of 
a  long  journey  every  mile  shorter  that  brought 
him  nearer  to  his  home. 

Then,  as  he  remembered  the  peasant's  alamh 
ed  wonder  at  seeing  him,  and  die  suppositioa 
he  implied  to  be  a  general  one — ^namely,  that 
he  was  dead,  he  fell  into  a  train  of  painfiil 
thought  at  the  notion  of  how  much  his  mother 
and  sister  must  have  suffered  at  his  abseaoe. 
This  made  him  resolve  also  to  approach  the 
cottage  cautiously ;  and  in  case  chance  did  not 
throw  in  his  way  some  means  of  acquaintiiy 
those  he  loved  with  his  return,  he  cast  about 
in  his  own  mind  how  he  might  let  them  knov 
it  with  the  least  possible  surprise,  should  he 
himself  be  the  person  to  inform  them.    ^*  I  m^ 
purtend  to  be  a  beggar,  or  somethin'  that  wtji 
and  alther  my  voice,  and  spake  like  an  owld 
man,  and  stoop  and  hobble,  and  all  to  tbst, 
and  ask  them  for  charity,  and  so  let  them  know 
by  degrees.'' 

In  the  revolving  such  schemes  as  these  dU 
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Rory  pursue  the  road  homewards,  and  at  last 
a  distant  gleam  of  the  river  beside  his  native 
hills  was  like  sunshine  to  his  heart,  and  he 
stretched  forward  at  a  brisker  pace,  to  lessen 
the  distance  between  him  and  the  little  boreen^ 
and  the  hazel  hedges  and  the  cottage  which  had 
so  often  appeared  to  him  in  his  dreams  while 
he  was  away;  and  it  was  not  long  until  the 
lane  and  the  hedges  were  in  sight,  and  Rory 
ran  forward,  hurried  on  by  the  fervour  of  his 
feelings.  When  he  turned  into  the  lane,  he 
crept  close  to  the  hedge ;  and  while  his  heart 
diumped  at  his  side  with  eagerness,  he  ap- 
proached stealthily  towards  the  cottage,  lest  his 
sudden  appearance  might  produce  alarm ;  and 
as  he  got  near  the  end  of  the  lane,  where  the 
view  of  his  native  hut  should  soon  be  open  to 
him,  he  paused  for  a  few  minutes  to  endeavour 
to  overcome  the  choking  sensation  of  anxiety 
which  almost  suffocated  him,  and  made  him 
tremble  from  head  to  foot.  At  last  he  deter- 
mined on  approaching  the  house  and  making 
himself  known  as  cautiously  as  he  could  ;  and 
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where  he  had  left  waijsith  and  companionship, 
fbU  like  an  avalanche  upon  his  heart,  and  a 
loilg-drawn  groaii  was  all  he  could  utter. 

After  the  lapse  of  a  few  minutes,  he  turned 
round  with  a  bewildered  eye.  His  look  fell  upon 
the  hearth  where  wet  weeds  were  now  growing, 
and  the  image  of  decay  in  that  place  of  comfort 
itnot^  him  so  touchingly  that  he  burst  into 
tears  and  wept  profusely :  it  relieved  the  heart 
wbioh  was  full  nigh  to  bursting,  and  speech, 
hitherto  frozen,  thawed  at  the  melting  touch  of 
tenderness. 

*'*  And  the  fire  is  not  there ! — and  where  are 
they  that  sat  beside  it?  Where  are  they? — 
Oh,  my  God  !  my  God !  my  heart  will  break ! 
And  he  towld  me  they  were  well.  Oh,  why  did 
h^  desaive  me  !  Poor  fellow,  poor  fellow  I  may* 
be  he  hadn'^t  the  heart  to  tell  me.  Och  hone ! 
ech  bone  I  and  is  this  what  I  'm  come  home  to  I 
Mother,  mother,  where  are  you !  Mary  dear, 
where  can  I  find  you !  or  are  you  gone  too,  and 
am  I  alone  within  my  own  walls,  with  nothing 
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4Jn  I  to  find  thim?  I  'm  a  sthranger  on  the 
spot.  I  was  born^  and  the  fire  o^  my  own  hearth 
ia  quenched." 

Again  he  looked  on  the  ruined  cabin^  the 
fragments  of  charred  rafters,  and  the  thick- 
growing  weeds;  and  though  the  sight  made 
his  blood  run  cold,  yet  he  could  not  leave  the 
spot:  still  he  lingered  there,  making  soine 
fresh  outpouring  of  his  bitter  grief  as  some 
new  association  was  stirred  within  his  mind. 
At  length  he  left  the  desolated  spot,  and  re<* 
turned  with  a  melancholy  step  up  the  little  60-* 
nen;  and  after  some  minutes  of  consideration, 
determined  on  seeking  Phelim  O'Flanagan, 
to  learn  from  him  the  extent  of  misfortune 
which  had  befallen  all  those  who  were  dear  to 
him. 

He  found  old  Phelim  at  home ;  and  the  sur« 
prise  of  the  poor  schoolmaster  was  extreme  at  the 
s^'ppeaxaxxce  of  Rory.  The  first  moment  of  alarm 
(for  such  his  emotion  amoimted  to),  being  past, 
he  hugged  him,  and  wept,  and  prayed,  and 
thanked  Qod  for  the  restoration  of  his  own  boy, 
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I  felt  as  if  my  own  heart  was  scorched/' 
said  Rory. 

^^  'Faith,  that  is  as  complate  a  demonsther- 
ation  of  your  feelin's  as  you  could  make  — 
Q.  E.  D.^ 

"  Will  you  bring  me  to  where  they  are  P*^ 
said  Rory. 

"  To  be  sure  I  will,  boy,  and  that  smart. 
• — The  Lord  keep  us,  how  they'll  be  sur- 
prised !" 

"  You  must  brake  it  to  thim,  Phelim,  for 
fear  they  might  get  a  fright." 

"  Sartinly,  I  '11  expound  it  to  thim  by  de- 
grees ;  and  what  with  a  dark  hint,  or  a  bright 
coruscation  of  the  distant  thruth,  through  the 
'newindos  I  will  give  thim ^ 

"  Arrah,  never  mind  the  windows,  man,  but 
go  in  at  the  door  at  wanst,  and  donH  keep  me 
waitin'  long  without,  for  my  heart  is  burstin' 
tiU  I  howld  thim  to  it." 

"  I  'm  neither  talkin'  of  windows  nor  doors, 
Rory ;  but  I  say,  that  it  is  by  distant  scintil- 

VOL.   III.  K 
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meeting  o' jiz  all?  No,  in  throtb,  —  not  for 
more  money  than  I  could  count,  though  Gough 
and  Voshther  is  familiar  to  me :  so,  come  along, 
boy." 

**  God  bless  you,  Phelim  !  the  heart  is  warm 
in  you." 

*'  Thank  God,  and  so  it  is,'^  said  Phelim. 
"  Though  I  'm  owld,  it  *s  not  cowld  ;  so, 
there 's  rhyme  and  rayson  for  you  too.  Come 
along,  boy;" — and  the  old  man  led  the  way  at 
a  brisker  pace  than  usual,  the  ardour  of  good- 
nature overcoming  the  languor  of  age. 
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had  been  before:  but  to  a  third  knock  they 
arose  from  their  knees  and  consulted  in  vfhis- 
pers  with  each  other. 

The  corse  was  that  of  Shan  Regan ;  the 
watchers  were,  his  mother  and  sister,  with  the 
Widow  O'More  and  Mary. 

The  rebels,  at  nightfall,  had  borne  their 
fallen  companion  to  the  village,  that  the  last 
offices  for  the  departed  might  be  performed  by 
his  family,  although  much  risk  attended  the 
doing  so ;  but  the  waking  the  dead  is  held  so 
sacred  amongst  this  affectionate  people,  that 
they  were  willing  to  incur  every  danger  rather 
than  a  Christian  shoidd  be  consigned  to  the 
ground  '*  like  a  dog,"  as  they  said  themselves. 

After  some  brief  consultation,  the  women 
assumed  as  much  composure  as  they  could,  and 
the  door  was  opened  with  fear  and  trembling ; 
but  the  presence  of  old  Phelim  restored  them 
to  security.  On  his  observing  the  sad  faces 
around  him,  he  inquired  the  cause.  The  an- 
swer was  not  in  words ;  but  Kathleen,  taking 
his  hand  and  leading  him  over  to  the  far  cor- 


RORY  o'more.  199 

]givin%  or  I  may  say  lucubrations,  that  it  will 
turn  out  your  son  will  turn  up.'^ 

The  widow  looked  at  the  schoolmaster  very 
intently  as  he  proceeded  with  his  speech,  and, 
though  not  clearly  understanding  him,  yet 
through  the  mist  of  hard  words  caught  at  his 
meaning ;  and  there  was  something  in  his  man- 
ner which  implied  so  much  of  assurance,  that 
she  held  her  eyes  fixed  on  him  with  a  look  of 
eager  inquiry  as  she  said, 

**  Why,  thin,  what  do  you  mane,  Phelim  ?'' 

*'  I  mane  that  you  should  not  be  surprised 
out  o'  your  life  if  God  was  good  to  you  some 
time  or  other ;  and  no  knowin^  the  day  or  the 
hour  that  Rory  might  be  promiscuously,  as  I 
may  say,  restored  to  us  in  an  individual  man- 
ner, and  without  that  preparation  or  halluci- 
nation requizit  for  sudden  surprises  or "" 

"  Phelim,"  interrupted  Mary,  "  I  'm  sure 
you  've  heerd  something,  or  you  wouldn't  talk 
this  way,  and  come  here  at  this  time  o^  night. 
For  Heaven^s  sake,  tell  us  at  wanst  if  you  do 
know  anything  of  Rory/' 
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der  embrace  of  each,  he  hastened  to  Kathleen, 
who  still  kept  her  face  covered.  Kneeling  be- 
side her,  Rory  besought  her  to  look  upon  him, 
and  gently  endeavoured  to  withdraw  her  hands ; 
but  the  poor  girl  trembled  violently,  while  she 
could  only  breathe  in  long-drawn  sighs, — and 
it  was  some  time  before  her  lover  could  prevail 
upon  her  to  behold  him.  Tremulously  parting 
her  hands,  she  looked  upon  Rory  for  a  few 
moments,  and  then  again  screened  her  eyes, 
as  though  the  sight  of  him  had  been  sunshine 
to  them  and  could  not  be  supported:  but  in 
that  one  look,  there  was  so  much  of  timorous 
delight,  so  much  of  child-like  joy,  seeming 
afraid  almost  to  trust  its  own  happiness,  that 
Ror}'^s  heart  drank  full  of  delight,  and  clasp- 
ing her  wildly  in  his  arms,  he  exclaimed, 
"  She's  my  own ! — she's  my  own  !'' 

The  melting  girl  dropped  into  his  embrace, 
and  as  her  arms  hung  round  his  neck,  she  wept 
as  she  had  wept  before  for  her  brother. 

But   the   tears    were    not    from    the    same 

K  5 


RORr  o'more.  203 

ing,  but  his  generous  heart  needed  not  the  ap- 
peal :  he  approached  the  dead  body,  and  kneel- 
ing beside  it,  took  the  lifeless  hand  and  said, 
"  Shan — though  you  would  not  be  my  friend 
in  life,  we're  friends  now."  He  laid  the  hand 
gently  down,  and  raising  his  own  in  the  action 
of  prayer,  said  fervently,  "  May  his  soul  rest 
in  glory  l^  then  rising  from  his  knees,  he  ap- 
proached Kathleen,  who  flung  herself  in  a  pas- 
sion of  tears  on  his  neck  and  sobbed  forth  audi- 
My,  "  God  bless  you — God  bless  you,  Rory  i" 

It  was  an  exciting  scene  which  that  cabin  ex- 
hibited. There  was  grief  over  the  dead,  and 
joy  over  the  living ;  one  had  been  hurried  out 
of  life,  and  another  returned  as  if  from  the 
grave.  Words  are  weak  in  comparison  with 
human  passion,  and  better  may  such  a  scene  be 
conceived  than  related. 

But  the  startling  adventures  of  the  day  and 
night  were  not  yet  over.  Information  had  been 
conveyed  to  the  yeomanry  corps,  that  the  body 
of  a  rebel  was  being  waked  in  the  village ;  and 
whenever  such  an  event  took  place,  they  always 
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CHAPTER  XLII. 

CONTAINING    AN   EXPLANATORY    LETTER. 

As  soon  as  De  Lacy  and  Rory  arrived  in 
Dublin  from  Bordeaux,  the  latter  lost  not  an 
hour  in  proceeding  southward,  to  appease  the 
yearnings  of  his  heart  after  home.  But  De  Lacy 
remained  in  the  capital  to  transact  various  ne- 
cessary business  with  his  lawyer  respecting  his 
newly-acquired  property. 

It  was  with  surprise  and  sorrow  he  received 
the  following  letter  a  few  days  after  Rory's 
departure:  the  address  ran  thus,  penned  in  a 
round  text : 

To  his  Honour  Horat*® 
De  Lacy  Esquire  to  be 
left  at  CounseK  Casey's 
Dominick  S^  Dublin. 

The  missive  was  closed  with  a  wafer  and  bore 
the  impression  of  a  thimble  by  way   of  seal, 
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aneous  and  perplexn  then  the  Walls  of  Troy  or 
the  Labyrynthus  of  Crete  where  the  miniature 
was  kept  and  Diddle-us  himself  could  not  get 
out  in  short  we  are  in  the  verry  centre  of  a  hobble 
and  wishes  you  to  know  it  knowin  youl  be 
plased  to  do  all  in  your  power  for  the  poor 
boy  who  they  tuk  to  jail  the  minit  he  came 
home  from  the  poor  women  who  is  brakin  their 
harts  and  they  wont  blieve  the  blaggards  I 
mane  what  he  ses  about  it  but  wants  to  make 
out  he  murdhered  the  Killecthr  which  he  never 
done  though  God  knows  it  would  be  no  loss 
and  this  is  to  insense  you  on  that  same  and  ax 
your  honours  advice  which  is  no  good  Im 
afeard  in  regard  of  the  villians  that  is  thurstin 
for  his  blood  which  they  will  have  barrin  it 
can  be  saved  and  knowin  none  can  do  that  same 
but  yourself  seein  that  you  are  a  gintleman 
every  inch  o  you  and  no  less  and  was  always 
our  frind  and  his  frind  and  I  know  will  do  all 
mortial  man  can  do  for  him  and  from  him  and 
his  they  offer  you  their  prayrs  and  blessins  as 
of  owld  and  hopes  youl  stand  to  them  now  and 
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they  will  ever  pray  and  so  will  I  who  respects 
your  honour  more  then  tongs  can  tell  for  miD- 
shuration  could  not  measure  the  profunditty 
of  my  reverence  for  your  honour  which  will 
inkrase  in  a  jommethrical  ratio  to  the  ind  of 
Time  From  your  Honours 

Obagent  Sarvent 
To  Command 

Pheum  OFlanagan 
Philomath. 

The  mingled  senses  of  the  ridiculous  and  the 
serious  which  this  letter  excited  produced  an 
effect  upon  De  Lacy  not  unnoticed  by  the 
lawyer. 

What  the  deuce  is  that  you  're  reading?'* 
Why  do  you  ask  ?*" 

"  Because  your  brow  and  your  mouth  arc 
playing  at  cross  purposes ;  for  while  gloom  sits 
on  the  one,  mirth  is  twitching  at  the  other." 

"  The  face  is  the  index  of  the  mind,''  said 
De  Lacy :  "  it  is  a  true  saying.     There,— read 
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that,  and  you  11  know  more  about  the  matter ;" 
and  he  handed  him  the  letter. 

The  young  barrister  laughed  at  the  extraor- 
dinary epistle,  and  when  he  concluded  the 
reading  of  it,  declared  it  to  be  one  of  the  most 
extraordinary  documents  which  had  ever  come 
upder  his  inspection ;  '^  but  in  one  respect," 
added  he,  "  it  does  not  fulfil  your  representa- 
tion of  it." 

"  How  so  ?"  agked  De  Lacy. 

"  You  said,  as  you  gave  it  to  me,  I  should 
know  more  of  the  business  ;  and  I  confess  I  am 
yet  as  ignorant  on  that  point  as  when  I  began. 
You  who  are  acquainted,  I  suppose,  with  the 
circumstances  of  the  person  and  case  alluded  to, 
may  be  enabled  to  make  a  guess  at  the  matter  ; 
but  to  a  stranger  it  is  perfectly  hieroglyphic." 

"  Don't  you  see  they  have  taken  him  to  jail 
on  a  charge  of  murder !" 

"  And  who  is  Aim,  pray  ?'*'* 

"  Rory  O'More,  to  be  sure :— does  not  the 
letter  say  so  r" 
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"  Indeed,  it  does  not — nor  one  tangible  fact. 
You  may  guess  what  all  this  extraordinary  com* 
position  means ;  but  I  defy  any  one  to  arrive  at 
any  knowledge  from  the  thing  itself:  it  has 
neither  mention  of  name  (except  the  magni- 
loquent writer)  nor  of  distinct  fact,  nor  evei 
time  nor  place  specified.  Look  yourself:  there 
is  neither  date  nor  address." 

"  It  is  so,  I  perceive,  now  that  you  remark 
it ;  but  I  know  whence  it  comes  and  to  what 
it  alludes,  and  it  gives  me  deep  concern.^ 

^^  Let  us  see  the  post-mark,"  said  the  law* 
yer  as  he  turned  to  the  outside  of  the  letter* 
"  Ha !— from  the  South,  I  see.'' 

"  Yes,"  said  De  Lacy ;  "  that 's  the  post- 
town  of  the  district ;  so  far  rigUt,  but  there  is 
no  date!  However,  it  matters  not  much, 
for  'tis  but  a  few  days  since  the  poor  fellow 
left  me  for  home,  and  now  he  is  in  jail  od 
a  charge  of  murder,  of  which  I  know  he  is 
innocent !" 

Then  your  evidence  can  acquit  him.'* 
Certainly,"   said   De   Lacy.     "  But  it  is 
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too  bard  an  innocent  man  must  lie  in  jail  on  a 
false  charge." 

"  He  will  not  lie  there  long,  for  they  make 
short  work  of  accusations  and  trials  now ;  so 
tell  me  all  about  it,"  said  the  lawyer,  "  and 
we  11  see  what  can  be  done.*" 

De  Lacy  then  entered  into  an  explanation  of 
the  circumstances  connected  with  Rory'^s  and 
the  Collector's  abduction,  together  with  the  na- 
ture of  his  first  connexion  with  O'More,  and 
the  cause  of  his  being  an  inmate  of  his  cottage ; 
and  when  he  had  concluded,  the  barrister  shook 
his  head  and  said  it  was  an  awkward  affair. 

"  At  all  events,  I  will  at  once  go  to  the 
South,  and  see  him.'' 

"  You  must  do  no  such  thing.  You  forget 
the  state  this  country  is  in ;  and  after  all  you 
have  told  me,  your  presence  in  his  behalf 
would  be  quite  enough  to  hang  him." 

"  And  must  I  let  the  poor  fellow  lie  in  prison 
without  hope  or  comfort  ?" 

"  Certainly  not.  /  will  see  him,  if  you  like  ; 
and  there  will  be  much  more  hope  for  him  in 
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you  like ;  but  I  assure  you,  if  your  presence  in 
the  country  becomes  known  to  the  prosecuting 
parties,  it  will  be  all  the  worse  for  your  friend 
Rory/' 

"  I  will  be  as  cautious  as  you  can  desire — 
in  short,  I  will  put  myself  quite  under  your 
control." 

<<  Very  well,  then ;  we  11  start  the  day  after 
to-morrow.'* 


214  RORY    0*MORE. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

aORY    INDULGES   IK   GLOOMY   ANTICIPATIONS. 

When  De  Lacy  and  his  friend  reached  the 
town  where  Rory  was  confined,  the  lawyer  lost 
not  a  moment  in  visiting  the  prisoner,  making 
himself  possessed  of  the  facts  of  his  case,  and 
assuring  him  of  every  care  being  taken  of  him 
by  De  Lacy,  "  who  would  in  person  have  told 
you  all  this,^   said   the  barrister,   ''but  that 
I  recommended  him,  considering  the  state  the 
country   is  in,   not   to   show   himself  in  this 
business,  as  it  would  only  do  more  harm  than 
good ;  but  he  is  in  the  town,  O'More,  as  he 
is   most   anxious   to   know   the  result  of  the 
trial,  the  moment  it  is  over." 

"God  bless  him!"   said    Rory;    ^'he  wis 
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always  good  and  kind  to  me;  and  tell  him, 
if  you  plaze,  sir,  that  I  'm  sinsible  of  all  he  's 
done  for  me,  and  even  if  I  should  die,  I  won't 
forget  it  all  the  same," 

"  It  would  puzzle  you  to  remember  it  after 
you  die,  CMore.  But  banish  such  melan- 
choly thoughts,  my  man,  —  don't  think  of 
dying." 

"  Taith,  I  hear  it 's  a  bad  chance  with  any 
poor  fellow  who  comes  here  of  late,  since 
the  bad  times.  I  hear  they  come  in  at  the 
door,  and  go  out  at  the  window  with  a  bal- 
kinny  that  has  a  very  unsafe  bottom  to  it; 
and  for  fear  they  should  hurt  thimselves  in 
tumblin^  through  it,  they  tie  a  bit  o'  sthring 
to  thim,  to  brake  the  fall." 

The  lawyer  could  not  suppress  a  smile  at 
this  ludicrous  description  of  the  fatal  drop 
which  Rory  looked  forward  to  as  his  new  means 
of  exit,  but,  in  a  gentle  and  soothing  tone, 
desired  him  to  be  of  good  cheer  and  not  to 
let  his  heart  fail  him. 

"  Tut,  sir  !  don't  think  I  fear  to  die  bekaze 
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"  No  matter/*  said  De  Lacy,  "  if  my  testi- 
mony can  benefit  Rory. — Do  you  think  I  would 
live  at  the  expense  of  that  fine  fellow''s  life  ?^ 

**  Certainly  not ;  but  you  cannot  prove  any- 
thing in  his  favour.'^ 

"  Yes,  I  can  :  I  know  the  Collector  was  not 
murdered,  but  was  alive  in  De  Welskein^s  lug- 
ger when  I  took  Bory  out  of  his  hands.^ 

"  Did  you  see  him  ?*^ 

^No.'' 

"  Then  you  cannot  prove  anything  doing 
him  a  pin's  point  of  service  —  you  perceive 
you  can''t.'' 

De  Lacy  was  obliged  to  admit  the  truth  of 
this,  and  by  dint  of  great  persuasion  on  the  part 
of  his  friend  was  induced  to  keep  himself  incog. 
at  the  inn ;  for  nothing  but  the  assurance  of 
his  presence  in  the  country  being  detrimental 
to  Rory  could  have  restrained  him  from  visit- 
ing his  prison,  and  also  going  to  ofier  comfort 
to  his  mother  and  sister. 

It  is  needless  to  dwell  on  the  interval  which 
elapsed  between  this  period  and  Rory's  trial, 

VOL.  III.  L 


S18  I 

to  which  De  Lac 
ish  anxiety  bc« 
own  blood  or  e 
the  anxious  daj 
mine  Rory's  fate 
the  friendly  law; 
to  the  court,  wit 
exertion,  and  ai 


"There  is  01 
fiivour,  howevei 
pears  before  a  : 
sits  on  this  comi 


KOKY  O'mORE.  S19 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

THE  GLORIOUS    PRIVILEGE   OF   TRIAL   BY   JURY. 

The  court  was  crowded  on  the  day  of  Rory's 
trial :  the  galleries  were  occupied  by  the  gentry 
for  many  miles  round,  and  all  the  magistrates  of 
the  district  were  in  attendance ;  Justice  Slink, 
the  most  important  of  the  number.  Sweeny 
was  beside  the  counsel  for  the  prosecution,  and 
as  busy  as  his  mischievous  and  meddling  nature 
could  desire.  Close  beside  the  front  of  the 
dock  stood  three  women  whose  anxious  coun- 
tenances at  once  proclaimed  them  to  be  deeply 
interested  in  the  prisoner,  for  at  every  fresh 
movement  in  the  court  they  turned  their  eyes 
towards  the  entrance  of  the  dock  in  expectation 
of  beholding  him.  They  were  Rory's  mother, 
bis  sister,  and  Kathleen.  At  length,  to  the  sum- 
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eounseL     Being   answered  in  the  aiErmative, 
he  ordered  the  trial  to  proceed. 

While  these  preliminaries  were  going  forward, 
Mary  O'More  and  Kathleen  were  exchanging 
signs  of  affection  with  Rory,  who  returned  to 
their  clasping  of  hands  and  upraised  and  tear- 
ful eyes,  (expressive  of  their  prayers  to  the 
Almighty  for  his  safety,)  a  bright  look  of  con- 
fidence^ and  even  a  smile,  not  of  levity,  but  of 
tenderness:  such  as  offended  not  against  the 
solemnity  of  the  occasion,  but  was  meant  to 
inspire  those  he  loved  with  hope. 

To  the  indictment  the  women  listened  with 
breathless  anxiety;  and  its  various  counts,  repe- 
titions, and  involvement,  puzzled  them  so  ex- 
cessively, that  they  at  last  began  to  doubt  whe- 
ther what  was  going  forward  was  in  any  way 
connected  with  Rory,  and  their  sense  of  hearing 
became  blunted  to  the  monotonous  terms  of  the 
rigmarole  that  was  being  read,  till  they  were 
startled  from  their  quiet  by  a  sudden  call  of 
"  Prisoner  at  the  bar."  They  looked  alter- 
nately between  the  clerk  and  Bory  while  the 
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miiid  you  of  the  principal  points  which  will  i^- 
pear  in  evidence,  and  X  feel  confident  that  not  a 
shadow  of  doubt  will  remain  upon  your  niinds 
that  the  prisoner  at  the  bar  has  been  guilty  of 
the  most  flagrant,  flagitious,  bloody,  and  myste- 
rious murder.'^  He  then  went  over  the  details 
very  minutely^  and  wrought  such  a  case  out  of 
the  circumstances  (which  were  of  themselves  suf- 
ficiently suspicious  to  put  Rory^slife  in  jeopardy 
in  the  best  of  times),  that  when  he  sat  down, 
every  one  in  the  court  gave  up  poor  Rory  for 
lost,  and  his  mother  murmured  in  a  low  moan 
as  she  wrung  her  hands,  ^^  He 's  gone,  he  ^s 
gone !  my  darling 's  gone ! — they  '11  have  his 
Ufe,  they  will !" 

The  counsel  for  the  prosecution  next  com- 
menced his  examination  of  witnesses.  Justice 
Slink,^  Sweeny,  and  others  who  examined  the 
glen  of  the  Folly,  swore  to  the  finding  of  the 
crow-bar  near  the  ruins,  the  appearances  of  a 
struggle  upon  the  spot,  &c.  &c.  Larry  Finne- 
gan  was  then  called  to  identify  the  crow-bar  as 
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Bory,  whose  demand  for  the  whole  truth  seem- 
ed to  impress  his  lordship  favourably  ;  and  his 
b^ght  and  open  look  also  pleaded  for  him,  in 
the  judge^s  benevolent  heart. 

The  evidence  proceeded. 

Counsel.  You  say  that  the  prisoner  at  the 
bar  and  the  late  Mr.  Scrubbs-^^-*' 

The  counsel  for  the  defence  here  interposed, 
and  said  he  objected  to  the  term,  the  late  Mr. 
Scrubbs,  as  it  was  assuming  the  fact  he  was 
dead,  which  was  not  proven.  The  examina- 
tion then  proceeded. 

Counsel,  The  prisoner  at  the  bar  and  the 
late — I  beg  pardon  — Mister  Scrubbs  were  the 
last  to  leave  the  ''  Black  BulP'  on  that  day  .^ 

Witness.  Yis,  sir. 

Counsel.  How  did  they  go  ? 

Witness.  They  wint  out  o'  the  door,  sir. 

Counsel.  I  don't  suppose  they  went  out  of 
the  window.  I  mean,  did  the^  leave  about  the 
same  time  ? 

Witness.  They  wint  togither,  sir. 
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*^  Oh  f  said  the  counsel:  for  the  ^rown,  ^*  you 
want  to  cTOss-exan^e  faim  do  you  f" 

"  I  believe  I  have  a  rigit^  sir,''  was  the  young 
barrister's  reply. 

*'Why,  sure,  what  Grosser  examination  can 
you  gi'  me  than  the  one  I  got  ?"  said  poor  Fin- 
negan. 

"  Sit  down,  sit  down,  my  man,"'  said  the  coun- 
sel encouragingly.  "  Now  don't  be  in  a  hurry, 
don't  be  alarmed ;  take  your  time,  and  answer 
me  quietly  a  few  questions  I  shall  ask  you. 
You  say  some  conversation  passed  between 
the  prisoner  and  Mr.  Sorubbs  at  your  house  ? 

Witness.  Yis,  dur— they  wor  spakin'  togither 
for  some  time* 

Counsel*  I  think  you  mentioned  that  Mr. 
Scrubbs  asked  the  prisoner,  was  he  going  home  ? 

Witness.  He  did,  sir. 

Counsel.  And  the  prisoner  was  going  home  ? 

Witness.  Yis,  sir. 

Counsel.  Mr.  Scrubbs's  road  home  lay  the 
same  way,  I  believe  ? 

Witness.  It  did,  sir. 
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Counsel.  Then  he  and  the  prisoner  could 
not  help  going  the  same  road  ?^ 

Witneu.  They  could  not,  sir. 

Comn$el.  Mr.  Scrubbs  went  out  of  the  door 
first? 

Wiimess.  Yis,  sir. 

CommeL  And  the  prisoner  after  ? 

Witness.  Yis,  sir. 

CounseL  Immediatdy  ? 

Witness.  Thatminit. 

CounseL  Then,  what  do  you  mean  by  say- 
ing he  followed  him  ? 

Witness.  I  mane,  he  folly'd  him  the  way  a 
poor  man  would  folly  a  gintleman,  of  coorse. 

CounseL  I  b^  your  attention,  gendera^  of 
the  jury,  to  this  explanation  of  the  witness's 
meaning,  upon  which  the  opposite  counsel 
has  put  a  fiidse  construction. 

Was  the  at>w4iar  you  gave  the  prisoner 
his  or  yours  ? 

Witness.  It  was  his,  sir :  he  lint  it  to  me^ 
and  kern  that  day  to  ax  for  it. 

CounseL  He  came  to  adc  for  it,  did  he?  — 


then  it  was  for  that  particalar  purpose  he  went 
to  your  house  thftt  day  ? 

Witness,  It  was,  sir. 

CotmseL  Before  he  saw  Mr.  Scrubbs  at  all  ? 

Witness,  Yis,  sir. 

Counsel.  I  beg  you  to  remember  this  also, 
gentlemen  of  the  jury.  You  may  go  down, 
witness. 

Larry  Finnegan  again  attempted  to  descend 
from  the  table,  but  was  interrupted  by  the 
counsel  for  the  prosecution ;  and  the  look  of 
despair  which  the  countenance  of  mine  host  of 
the  ^^  Black  Bull "  assumed  was  almost  ludi- 
crous.    "  Is  it  more  you  want  o^  me  ?''  said  he. 

Counsel,  A  few  questions.     Sit  down. 

Larry  scratched  his  head,  and  squeezed  hjs 
hat  harder  than  he  had  done  before,  and  re- 
sumed his  seat  in  bitterness  of  spirit ;  but  his 
answers  having  latterly  all  gone  smooth,  he 
felt  rather  more  self-possessed  than  he  had 
done  under  his  previous  examination  by  the 
prosecuting  counsel,  and  his  native  shrewd- 
ness was  less  under  the  control  of  the  novel 
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bent  ibe  spootis  ethrivin^  to  stir  it,  and  so  she 
ixMTOwed  the  crow-bar  to  mix  the  punch/' 

A  laugh  followed  this  answer,  and  even 
Rory  oould  not  help  smiling  at  his  own  joke 
thus  retailed ;  but  his  mother,  and  Mary,  and 
Kathleen,  looked  round  the  court,  and  turned 
their  pale  faces  in  wonder  on  those  who  cOuld 
laugh  while  the  life  of  him  they  adored  was  at 
stake,  and  the  sound  of  mirth  at  such  a  mo- 
ment  fell  more  gratingly  on  their  ears  than  the 
fierce  manner  of  the  bullying  prosecutor. 

But  the  witness  was  encouraged,  for  he  saw 
his  examiner  annoyed,  and  he  took  a  hint  from 
the  result,  and  lay  in  wait  for  another  oppor- 
tunity o£  turning  the  laugh  against  his  tor- 
mentor. He  was  not  long  in  getting  such  an 
opening;  and  the  more  he  was  examined  in 
hope  of  shaking  his  testimony,  the  less  the 
prosecutor  gained  by  it.  At  length  the  coun- 
sel received  a  whisper  from  Sweeny,  that  the 
fellow  was  drunk. 

^^  He  has  his  wits  most  d — nably  about  him, 
for  all  that,^'  said  the  lawyer. 
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<'  He  has  been  drinking  all  the  morning  — 
I  can  prove  it,**  said  Sweeny ;  "  and  you  may 
upset  his  testimony,  if  you  like,  on  that  score." 

<*  1 11  have  a  touch  at  him,  then,"  said  the 
lawyer. 

When  the  jury  perceived  the  same  witness 
stiU  kept  on  the  table,  and  a  re-examination 
for  the  prosecution  entered  upon,  they  became 
wearied,  and  indeed  no  wonder ;  for  the  silk- 
gowned  gentleman  became  excessively  dull; 
and,  had  he  possessed  any  tact,  must  have  per- 
ceived from  the  demeanour  of  the  jury  that 
his  present  course  of  proceeding  was  iU-timed : 
yet  he  continued ;  and  in  violation  of  all  cus- 
tom sought  to  invalidate  the  testimony  of  the 
man  he  himself  had  called  as  a  witness:  hut 
Larry^s  cross-examination  having  favoured  the 
prisoner,  the  crown  counsel  became  incensed, 
and  abandoned  all  ceremony  and  discretioD, 
which  at  length  was  noticed  by  the  Bench. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  lord,  but  I  am 
anxious  to  sift  this  witness.'* 

"  By   gor !  "  said   Finnegan,  **  if  you  wor 
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to  sift  me  from  this  till  to-morrow,  the  divU  a 
grain  more  you  11  get  out  o"*  me  ! — and  indeed 
you  Ve  been  gettin^  nothin''  but  chaff  for  the 
last  half-hour.'^ 

The  answer  had  so  much  of  truth  in  it,  that 
the  counsel  became  doubly  annoyed  at  the 
suppressed  laugh  he  heard  around  him;  and 
then  he  determined  to  bring  up  his  heavy  artil- 
lery, and  knock  Larry  to  atoms. 

Counsel,  Now,  sir,  I\e  just  a  question  or 
two  that  you  *11  answer  by  virtue  of  your  oath. 

The  Bench.  Really,  Mr. 

Counsel.  I  beg  your  ludship's  pardon  —  but 
it  is  absolutely  important.  Now,  by  virtue  of 
your  oath,  haven't  you  been  drinking  this 
morning  ? 

Witness,  To  be  sure  I  have. 

Counsel.  How  much  did  you  drink  ? 

Witness.  'Faith,  I  don't  know  :  I  never  throu- 
ble  myself  keepin'  'count,  barrin'  I  'm  sarvin' 
the  customers  at  home. 

Counsel.  You  took  a  glass  of  whiskey  before 
breakfast,  of  course  ? 
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Wiin€$$.  And  glad  to  get  it ! 

CounseL  And  another  after  ? 

Witneis.  Ay  coorse  — when  it  was  to  be  bad. 

Counsel.  When  you  came  into  the  town,  you 
went  to  a  public*bouae,  I  hear,  and  were  drink- 
ing there^  too,  before  you  came  into  court  ? 

Witness.  Oh,  jist  a  thrifle  among  aomefrindi. 

CounseL  What  do  you  call  a  trifle  ? 

Witness.  Four  poti  a^  porther  and  a  quart 
o^  sper'ts. 

CounseL  Good  Gkxi !  Gentlemen  of  the 
jury,  listen  to  this :  —  a  gallon  of  porter  and  a 
quart  of  whiskey  I 

Witness.  Oh,  but  that  was  betune  six  iv  ua ! 

CounseL  Then,  sir,  by  your  own  aooount 
you  Ve  drunk  at  this  moment. 

Witness.  Not  a  bit. 

CounseL  On  your  oath  —  remember  your 
oath,  sir— do  you  think,  after  drinking  all  you 
yourself  have  owned  to,  you  are  in  a  state  to 
give  evidence  in  a  court  of  justice  ? 

Witness. — ^'Faith,  I  think  a  few  giaflsfs  only 
helps  to  brighten  a  man  ! — and,  betune  our- 


RORY  o'more.  £35 

selves,  Counsellor  — - — ^ — ,  I  think  you'  d  be  a 
grate  dale  the  better  of  a  glass  yourself  this 
mirnt."" 

The  laugh  which  this  rejoinder  produced 
finished  ^^  the  counsellor,"  and  he  sat  down 
without  roaring,  as  usual,  at  the  witness,  ^^  Go 
down,  sir/'  But  Larry  kept  his  seat  until  the 
laugh  was  over ;  and  not  receiving  the  ordinary 
mandate  to  i*etire,  he  looked  at  the  discomfited 
barrister  with  the  most  provoking  affectation  of 
humility^  and  said,  ^'Do  you  want  me  any 
more,  sir  ?"' 

This  renewed  the  laugh,  and  Finnegan  retired 
from  the  table  under  the  shadow  of  his  laurels. 

After  some  more  stupid  examination  of  other 
witnesses,  and  tedious  blundering  on  the^part 
of  this  legal  wiseacre,  the  case  for  the  prosecu- 
tion closed,  and  Rory's  counsel  commenced  his 
defence. 

After  some  preliminary  observations  on  the 
manner  in  which  the  case  had  been  conducted 
on  the  other  side,  and  the  disingenuousness  ex- 
hibited by  his  ^^  learned  friend'^  in  endeavour- 
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ing  to  pervert  the  meaning  of  some  of  the  wit- 
nesses,— among  others,  that  of  the  landlord  of 
the  Black  Bull, — the  counsel  requested  the  jury 
to  divest  the  evidence  of  the  mystery  which 
had  been  studiously  thrown  round  it,  until  he 
had  stripped  it  by  cross-examination  to  its  pure 
and  simple  state ;  and  in  that  state  he  begged 
of  them  to  look  upon  it.  **  It  is  the  more  ne- 
cessary, gentlemen,"  said  he,  *^  because  it  is  a 
case  of  circumstantial  evidence ;  and  it  behoves 
you  to  weigh  such  evidence  most  scrupulonalji 
when  the  life  of  a  fellow-creature  depends  upon 
it.  This  is  doubly  necessary  in  this  case,  inas- 
much as  the  prisoner  stands  in  a  painfully  per- 
plexing situation,  by  having  no  means  of  rebat- 
ting  the  charges  against  him  by  contrary  Uvii^ 
evidence,  all  the  persons  bearing  a  part  in  the 
transaction  wherein  he  was  forcibly  carried 
away  being  dead  or  beyond  our  reach  :  for  yon 
know,  gentlemen,  how  many  lives  have  been 
sacrificed  within  the  brief  but  terrible  period 
through  which  we  have  just  passed?  I  wiO 
produce,  however,  in  evidence  an  examinatioo 
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sworn  to  before  a  magistrate  who  is  now  in 
this  court,  by  one  Solomon  Slevin,  since  dead.''* 

**  Yes,  gentlemen,*^  said  the  counsel  for  the 
prosecution,  "  he  is  dead  indeed,  for  he  has 
been  hanged  since  he  swore  it;  so  you  may 
guess  how  much  his  deposition  is  worth." 

The  young  barrister  thus  interrupted  turn- 
ed an  indignant  and  reproachful  look  on  the 
crown  lawyer  as  he  sat  down,  and  said,  ^^  I  can- 
not help  remarking,  that  I  never  met  a  more 
ungenerous  observation  in  the  course  of  my 
practice.'*  Then  turning  to  the  jury,  he  conti- 
nued, ^^  You  have  been  told,  gentlemen,  with  a 
view  of  prejudicing  the  evidence  I  have  put  in, 
that  the  person  who  deposed  to  the  facts  there* 
in  contained — ^facts,  gentlemen,  that  must  acquit 
my  client, — I  repeat  it,  that  must  acquit  him 
in  the  minds  of  unprejudiced  men,  as  I  am  sure 
you  will  prove  yourselves  to  be ; — you  have  been 
told,  I  say,  that  person  was  since  hanged :  but 
I  will  ask  the  learned  gentleman  who  has  so 
cruelly  endeavoured  to  destroy  the  only  hope 
of  life  my  client  has  left, — I  will  ask  him,  since 
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lie  prov'okes  the  qaesdoo,  was  that  pefson 
Ugmlfy  hanged  ? — He  will  not  answer  that,  gen- 
tlemen,— he  cannot — he  dare  not  ;  and  if  that 
person  suffered  death  iUegallj^,  it  is  monstroos 
that  the  fact  should  be  put  forward  in  a  court 
of  justice,  to  support  the  course  of  the  law  of 
which  the  fact  itself  was  a  flagrant  Yicdatioa." 

^'  He  deserved    hanging,"    interrupted  the 
counsel  for  the  crown. 

^  You  are  told  he  deserved  banging,  gentle- 
men ;  but  before  you  give  a  verdict  on  that  asr 
sertion,  I  expect  you  will  ask,  did  the  punish- 
ment result  from  the  verdict  of  a  jury  and  the 
sentence  ^  a  juc^  ?  And  if  it  did  not,  I  trust, 
gentlemen,  you  will  not,  by  receiving  such  evir 
dence,  violate  the  sanctuary  of  justice,  by  let- 
ting  a  man's  life  depend  on  individual  o^nnion, 
nor  take  a  receipt   in  full  for  human  blfxid 
firom  the  hands  of  any  man,  even  a  justice  of 
the  peace  or  a  king^s  counseL^     And  he  looked 
significantly  at  the  guilty  magistrate  on  the 
bench,  and  upon  the  prosecuting  counsel,  as  be 
q>oke. 
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One  of  the  jury  remarked,  in  no  very  amia* 
ble  tone,  to  the  barrister, 

**  You  seem  to  forget,  sir,  that  martial  law 
exists  in  this  country  at  present.'^ 

"  Forget  it,  sir  !***  said  the  young  advocate 
reproachfully ;  "  G — d  forbid  I  could  have  a 
heart  so  callous  as  to  forget  it  I  Have  I  not  seen 
the  lamp-irons  of  our  streets  made  the  ready 
gibbet  for  the  readier  vengeance  of  martial  law,* 
as  if  they  selected  them  to  enlighten  the  pub- 
lie  by  the  promptness  of  their  military  mea* 
sures  ?  Forget  it,  sir  ! — no  !  nor  you,  nor  I, 
nor  our  children  after  us,  shidl  forget  it  i  But 
terrible  as  the  tribunal  of  a  court-martial  is,-— 
even  when  called  at  the  drum-head,  I  would 
not  venture  here  to  condemn,  however  I  may 
lament,  the  punishment  which  is  recognised  by 
the  law.  But  this  deponent  of  whom  I  speak, — 
this  poor  old  helpless  man — had  not  even  a  drum- 
head to  look  to,  the  only  likeness  to  it  being 
the  emptiness  of  the  head  whose  ferocious  folly 
condemned  him ;  but  without  word  of  evidence, 
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or  questioQ  of  life  and  death,  even  amongst 
his  own  troop,  this  captain-magistrate  hanged 
the  wretched  man !  —  Yes,  gentlemen,  he  was 
hanged,  untried  and  unshriven,  less  like  a 
Christian  than  a  dog !  And  yet,  this  is  the 
condemnation  which  is  called  in  to  invali- 
date the  testimony  of  the  condemned  man! 
— Condemned,  do  I  say?  Gentlemen,  I  cannot 
contain  my  indignation;  I  will  not  say  the  man 
was  condemned,  for  the  term  bears  with  it  the 
seeming  of  legal  punishment :  he  was  not  ow- 
denmed — he  was  murdered  P 

From  the  first  allusion  made  to  the  banging 
of  Solomon,  Justice  Slink  seemed  rather  tm- 
comfortable.    As  the  advocate  warmed  into  in- 
dignation, the  captain  seemed  to  wince  under 
the  lash ;  and  though  his  brow  darkened  and 
his  face  assumed  a  vengeful  expression,  yet  wai 
be  afraid  to  lift  his  eye  to  meet  the  bright  in- 
dignant glance  c^   the  young  barrister:  but 
when  at  last  the  atrocious  act  he  bad  commit- 
ted  was  called  by  its  right  nam^  and  he  wasde- 
nounced  as  a  murderer  in  open  court,  he  dared 
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to  keep  bis  selit  no  longer,  but  hurried  from 
the  bench,  forgetting  in  his  confusion  to  make 
the  customary  obeisance  to  the  judge. 

Retiring  to  one  of  the  rooms  of  the  court- 
house appropriated  to  the  accommodation  of 
the  magistracy,  he  sent  for  Sweeny,  and  gave, 
through  him,  special  instructions  to  the  coun- 
sel for  the  prosecution  to  animadvert  in  his 
speech  in  reply  upon  the  defendant  barrister's 
^*  atrocious  attack^  upon  a  loyal  magistrate, 
and  to  represent  to  the^jury  how  the  military 
party  had  been  entrapped  into  an  ambuscade 
by  the  tinker,  who  therefore  ^  had  every  right 
to  be  hanged.  ^^And,"  added  the  magisterial 
captain,  ^^if  any  other  judge  than  that  milk- 
and-water  Lord  A-  (who  is  half  a  rebel 
himself)  was  on  the  bench,  the  Jacobite  rascal 
who  is  prating  would  not  have  been  per- 
mitted to  hold  such  language  against  a  loyal 


man/' 


.^  Sweeny  returned  to  the  court  on  his  mission, 
and  found  the  speech  for  the  defence  just  about 
to  conclude ;  the  advocate  trusting  to  the  docu- 
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mentary  evidence  put  in  for  the  acquittal  of  his 
client. 

The  jury  were  little  more  pleased  than  Jus- 
tice Slink  himself  at  the  bcddness  of  the  joung 
lawyer:  for  hanging-^made-easy  was  more  to 
their  taste  than  is  desfarable  in  gentlemen  who 
sit  on  capital  cases,  and  they  made  no  scruple 
of  showing  by  their  looks  that  the  speech  fiir 
the  prisoner  was  far  from  agreeable. 

When  the  prosecuting  eoonsel  rose  to  refij, 
they  bestowed  upon  him  the  most  marked  at- 
tention ;  and  he  proceeded  to  fill  up  the  outliiie 
given  to  him  by  Sweeny  at  Captain  Slink^s  de- 
sire. After  defending  the  act  of  hanging  the 
tinker,  he  asked  them,  how  could  they  bdieve 
the  testimony  of  a  rebel,  who  had  suffin^  death 
for  betraying  the  king'*s  troops  into  an  ambus- 
cade ;  and  which  very  testimony  was  given  tor 
the  purpose  of  hoodwinking  a  magistrate,  and 
very  likely  with  a  view  to  screen  the  prisoner  at 
the  bar,  who  stood  in  the  awkward  predicament 
of  being  open  to  the  suspicion  of  being  just  as 
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much  a  rebel  as  any  of  them  ?  ^^  You  are  told, 
gentlemen,  he  was  out  of  the  country  all  the 
time  of  the  rebellion, — that  he  was  in  France : 
and  what  brought  him  there,  I  ask  ?  We  have 
not  been  told  what.  It  was  a  very  suspicious 
place  to  be  in,  at  all  events.'' 

In  this  strain  was  he  proceeding,  when  his 
speech  was  interrupted  by  a  bustle  in  the 
court,  caused  by  the  fainting  of  Kathleen 
Regan,  whose  fears  for  Rory's  life  were  wrought 
to  such  a  pitch  that  she  sunk  beneath  theili, 
and  much  disturbance  was  occasioned  by  the 
movement  of  the  dense  crowd  in  the  court  in 
endeavoiuring  to  make  a  passage  for  her  to  the 
open  air.  There  at  length  she  was  conveyed, 
and  in  some  time  restored  to  consciousness. 
Phelim  O'Flanagan  was  at  her  side,  for  he  had 
undertaken  the  care  of  her,  as  the  Widow 
CMore  and  Mary  were  too  dreadfully  interest- 
ed in  the  trial  to  leave  the  court,  where  they 
remained,  as  it  were,  in  a  state  of  fearful  fasci- 
nation ;  for  though  they  stayed  to  hear  the  re- 
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suit,  they  feared  the  worst  from  the  nature  of 
the  prooecutor^s  reply,  and  the  manifest  rdish 
with  which  it  was  received  by  the  jury. 

When  Kathleen  was  able  to  speak,  the  first 
words  she  said  to  Phelim  were,  "  Where  are 
they  all  gone  ?^ 

**  Who,  colleen^ — who  ?"  said  Phelim. 

**  All  thim  people,  and  they  staring  so  fri^t- 

f uUy  r 

**  Aisy,  colleen  dear !  aisy  !  You  11  be  bet- 
ther  in  a  minit.'* 

Kathleen  drew  her  hand  across  her  fore- 
head, as  if  in  the  act  of  recalling  memory ;  and 
then  bursting  into  tears,  she  cried,  ^*  I  know 
it  now,  I  know  it, — I  remember  it  all !  They  II 
murder  him, — I  know  they'll  have  his  life! 
Oh,  bring  me  back  there — ^bring  me  back !  doo't 
take  me  away  firom  him  as  long  as  he 's  alive ! 
Phelim  dear,  take  me  back  again  V 

"  Stay  here,  my  poor  colleen  !  it  ^s  betther 
for  you, — the  hot  coort  will  make  you  faiot 
again.'' 

"  Oh,  it  wasn't  the  hot  coort,  Phelim,  but 
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the  cowld  fear  that  came  over  my  heart :  but 
1 11  go  back  again, — I  will.'' 

"  Wait  a  little  longer  at  laste,  darlin',  until 
you're  more  recovered.  Indeed,  you'll  faint 
agin  if  you  go  back  so  soon." 

The  girl  heeded  him  not  as  he  spoke,  but  he 
felt  her  hand  grasp  his  arm  with  a  convulsive 
pressure ;  and  when  he  looked  upon  her,  he  saw 
her  eyes  fixed  in  a  gaze  of  wild  eagerness  to- 
wards the  street,  as  she  gasped  forth  rapidly, 
"  Look !  look !  for  God's  sake^  look !  There,— 
there! — it  is  ! — it  is  him  !" 

"  Who,  darlin',— who  ?" 

"  The  CoUecthor !— the  CoUecthor !  Oh,  great 
Godr 

Springing  from  Phelim's  arms,  she  rushed 
into  the  street ;  and  seizing  the  reins  of  a  horse 
which  a  traveller  was  riding  up  the  road,  she 
clasped  the  knees  of  the  horseman,  and  scream- 
ed rather  than  spoke  to  him  : — "  Get  oflF — get 
o£P,  and  save  his  life !  For  the  love  of  God,  get 
o£P,  and  save  him !" 

It  was  Scrubbs  whom  she  addressed.     He. 
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had  escaped  from  France,  and  by  a  singular  co- 
incidence arrived  at  this  opportune  moment  to 
save  the  life  of  the  man  who  had  saved  bis*  and 
was  at  that  momant  under  trial  for  his  murder. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  sen- 
sation produced  among  the  bystanders  at  the 
extraordinary  occurrence ;  and  it  was  not  witli- 
out  much  fear  on  his  part  that  Scrubbs  was 
almost  lifted  from  his  horse,  and  hurried  into 
the  court-house,  Kathleen  clinging  to  his  side 
all  the  time,  and  uttering  hysteric  exclamatioBs. 

It   was  just  at  this  moment  the  prosecutor 

was  winding  up  his  reply.     ^'  You  are  told, 

gentlemen,  the  priscmer  was  carried  away  to 

France  by  force,  and  in  company   with  Mr. 

Scrubbs :    but   the  prisoner   returns,   and  do 

tidings  have  we  of  the  other.      The  prisoner 

cannot  give  a  satisfactory  account  of  himsdf. 

"  What    brought    him   to  France  ?  —  who  wm 

he  with  in  France  ?  —  how  did  he  get  back 

from   France  ?  —  why  does  not  the  Collector 

come  back  too  ? — Gentlemen,  the  question  ih 

which  you  value  most,  a  gentleman'^s  life,  or 
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a  tinker's  testimony,— -the  testimony  of  a  rebel, 
who  died  the  death  he  deserved  ?  Until  they 
can  produce  me  Mr*  Scrubbs,  I  remain  in- 
credulous. My  answer  to  all  they  have  said 
is,  *  Where  is  the  CoUector  ?''' 

As  he  was  about  to  wind  up  a  grand  pero* 
ration,  the  distant  sound  of  the  murmur  of 
excitement  and  agitation  in  the  crowd  which 
thronged  every  avenue  to  the  court  interrupt- 
ed the  attention  of  the  audience.  The  crier 
was  ordered  to  command  silence ;  but,  in  defi- 
ance of  that  functionary's  mandate,  the  sound 
increased,  like  that  of  rushing  waters,  and 
above  it  all  the  hysteric  laugh  and  wail  of 
a  woman  rang  wildly  through  the  court. 
There  was  a  momentary  pause,  in  which  the 
counsel,  repeating  his  conclusive  question,  ex- 
claimedy  "  Again  I  say,  where  is  the  Col- 
lector ?" 

The  lovely  girl,  with  streaming  hair  and 
outstretched  arms,  forced  her  way  into  the 
court,  and  screamed,  "  He  's  here  1  —  he  's 
here  r    And  then  the  wild  laugh  which  forced 
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ber  flui^bed  £ace  .into  <aii  expression  of  terri- 
ble mirtht  while  the  tears  were  streamiog 
down  it»  again  rang  rouod  tbe.court,  which 
was  absolutely  appalled  into  ailence.  —  ^^  He 's 
here  !^  she  exclaimed  again.  *^  Great  Qod,  I 
thank  you  !  I  've  saved  him,  I  ^ve  saved  hiia  T 
And  then  she  relapsed  into  heart4>reakiDg 
sobs. 

^*  Remove  that  poor  girl  from   the  ooAirt,'' 

said   Lord  A ,   whose    gentle    heart  ■  was 

quite  overcome  by  the  scene;  '^remove  her, 
and  take  care  of  her."^ 

It  would  be  impossible  minutely  to  detail 
all  which  immediately  followed;  the  surprise, 
the  commotion,  the  impossibility  to  command 
order  for  some  minutes.  All  this  can  be  bet- 
ter imagined  than  described ;  and  therefore  we 
shall  not  attempt  to  paint  the  startling  scene 
that  passed  until  Kathleen  Regan  was  with- 
drawn from  the  court.  Then  Mr.  Scrubbs 
was  produced  on  the  table;  and  scores  of 
witnesses  were  on  the  spot  to  identify  bimy— 
indeed  every  man  on  the  jury  knew  him. 


RORY  o'more»  249 

Order  was  Dot  obtained  for  many  minutes, 
and  it  required  some  interval  to  restore  to  Lord 

A sufficient  tranquillity  to  command  his 

judicial  dignity  in  addressing  the  jury,  which 
he  did  in  a  few  words,  nearly  as  follows : 

**  Gentlemen  of  the  jury, — Your  duties  have 
been  terminated  in  a  very  singular  and  affect- 
ing manner.  By  one  of  those  interpositions 
of  the  Divine  will  which  the  Almighty  is 
sometimes  pleased  to  vouchsafe  in  evidence  of 
his  eternal  providence,  a  human  life  has  been 
preserved  even  when  it  was  in  the  most  immi- 
nent danger — ^ 

Lord  A paused,  for  his  feelings  were 

yet  an  overmatch  for  his  power  of  composure ; 
and  in  the  interval  the  foreman  of  the  jury 
said  to  his  brothers,  with  a  nod  of  assump- 
tion, 

**  He  means  our  friend  Scrubbs ;  —  wonder- 
ful escape  indeed  !^ 

Lord  A resumed.  —  **  Gentlemen,  it  has 

been  the  will  of  Heaven  to  make  manifest  the 
innocence  of  an  accused  man,  when  all  other 
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hope  bad  failed  him  save  that  of  the  merciful 
Ood  who  has  been  his  protector  !** 

Lord  A-  oould  proceed  no  fbrtber ;  and 

many  a  edfled  sob  was  heard  in  the  courts 
cTerywhere  but  in  the  jniy-box. 

**Oentleni«i,'' resumed  Lord  A ,  ^though 

the  trial  is  at  an  end,  it  becomes  neoessaryy 
as  a  matter  ci  form,    you  diould  return  a 


Singuhuiy  contrasting  to  the  subdued  Met 
of  the  judge,  subdued  by  the  operation  of 
his  fsdingSy  was  the  tone  in  whidi  the  foremaa 
oi  the  jury,  with  a  smirk,  answered  without 
a  moments  hesitation. 

We  are  all  agreed,  my  lord.* 
Of  course,**  replied  Lord  A  ■■     ,  pasdng i 
handkerchief  across  his  eyes.     '^  Return  your 
▼erdict,  if  you  please,  gentleman.^ 

**  Guilty,  my  lord,^  said  the  foreman,  with 
an  assumed  suavity  of  voice  and  manner. 

^  I  b^  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  the  judge ; 
^  your  iiedings  have  overcome  you  as  well  as 
many  others  present:  you  said,  Ouflty — of 
course  you  mean.  Not  guilty.** 
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**  No^  my  lordyr^we  mean,  Guilty."      ' 

The  words  were  now  pronounced  fiuffieiently 
loud  to  be  audible  over  the  court,  aod  a  wild 
scream  from  the  women  followed,  while  the 
upturned  eyes  of  every  one  in  court  at  the 
jury-box  testified  their  astonishment,  fiven 
the  common  crier  was  lost  in  wonder,  aad  for*' 
got,  in  his  surprise,  the  accustomed  call  of 
'^ Silencer^  in  response  to  the  shrieks  of  the 
women. 

^^  Good  God,  sir  V  exclaimed  Lord  A**  »■> 
addressing  the  foreman,  ^^  have  you  eyes  and 
ears,  and  yet  return  such  a  verdict  i  The  pri- 
soner at  the  bar  is  accused  of  the  murdor  of 
a  certain  man  :  that  very  man  is  jvoduced  on 
the  table  before  you,  and  identified  in  your 
presence,  — -  a  living  evidence  of  the  prisoner's 
innocence,  —  and  yet  you  return  a  verdict 
against  him  of  Guilty  r 

"  We  do,  my  lord,"  said  the  foreman  perti- 
naciously, and  with  an  o£Pended  air,  as  if  he 
considered  it  a  grievance  his  verdict  should  be 
questioned. 


<<WiUr7wt  he  good  -^eoou^  sic/'  said 
Locd  A?*-T— » ' chM^ging  ius  tone  firom  tfaal>  of 
wonder  to  irony,  ^*  to  tell  me  upon  what  coimt 
in  the  indictmmt  he  is  gidltyp^^for  really  I 
am  not  lawyer  enough  to  discoTer.'* 

**  We  diould  be  sorry,  my  lord,  to  dispute 
any  point  of  law  with  yoor  lordship ;  but  die 
fkct  is,  my  lord,  you  don't  know  this  oountary 
as  well  as  we  do^  and  we  oan  swear  upon  the 
oath  we  have  taken  this  day,  that  the  prissner 
ought  to  havt  bun  hanged  long  ctgo^  and  we  say, 
Guilty,  my  lord!* 

Lord  A- —  eould  not  withdraw  the  look  ixf 
mii^led  wonder  ^and  indignation  he  fixed  <m 
the  jury  for  a  mom^it ;  and  when  he  did,  he 
transferred  his  eye  to  the  prisoner, — 'but  in 
its  tranat  the  look  id  asperity  was  gone,  and 
an  eye  beaming  with  benignity  met  the  bright 
and  unflinching  look  of  Rory. 

"  Prisoner  at  the  bar  !*'—  said  Lord  A , 

whose  address  turned  every  eye  upon  the  pri- 
soner* 

^'  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  lord,*^  said  one  oi 


the  magifttratet  irittii^  on  tite  bench,  ^  your 
lordship  has  forgotten  to  pot  on  jrour  black 

;  •*  No,  an*,  I  have  not  forgotten  it.^— "  Pri- 
soner at  the  bar,"  continued  the  judg«^  ^^  I  feel 
il  my.  duty  to  tell  you  that,  notwithstanding 
the  verdict  you  have  heard  pronounced  upon 
you,  not  a  hair  of  your  head  shall  be  harmed  l^ 
;  A  loud  ^^  Hurra  T  interrupted  the  continu- 
ation of  the  address;  and  the  crier'^s  voice, 
after  some  time,  was  heard  shouting  ^^  Silence  !^ 
After  the  lapse  of  about  a  minute,  order  was 
obtained;  and  before  Lord  A could  re- 
sume, the  foreman  said,  loud  enough  to  be 
heard  for  a  considerable  distance, 
"  No  wonder  the  rebels  shout  !^ 

Lord  A noticed  not  this  impertinence, 

directly,  but  ordered  the  crier  again  to  command 
silence;  and  when  that  functionary  had  done 
so,  his  lordship  added,  fixing  his  eye  on  the 
insolent  offender,  ^^  And  whoever  dares  again 
to  violate  the  decency  and  solemnity  of  this 
court,  I  wUl  commit  him.^ 
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The  boSyiDg  foreman  quailed  before  the 
dignified  rebuke,  and  his  lordship  proceeded  hi 
a  business-like  tone  to  the  whole  jury : — 

**  I  cannot  av(»d,  gentlemen,  reeeiving  imd 
recording  your  verdict;  which  neither  can  i 
resist  stigmatising  as  disgraceful  to  youradTW 
individually  and  collectively,  —  for  you  mint 
be  either  fools,  or  worse.  But  I  am  not  bomd 
to  pronounce  sentence  on  the  prisoner  on  thst 
verdict,  —  and  I  will  not ;  neither  will  I  nst 
this  night  until  I  despatch  a  special  messenger 
to  the  lord-lieutenant,  to  represent  the  case 
and  have  your  verdict  set  aside :  and  I  promiie 
here,  in  open  court,  to  the  prisoner,  that  with 
all  convenient  speed  he  shall  be  liberated  horn 
prison." 

After  the  admonition  of  the  judge  to  die 
jurymen,  the  assembled  multitude  had  sufr 
cient  good  taste  to  repress  any  tumultnooi 
expression  of  joy ;  but  a  low  murmur  of  plea- 
sure ran  round  the  court,  and  Kathleen,  and 
Mary  and  her  mother,  embraced  Rory  across 
the  bar  before  he  was  withdrawn  under  ibe 
gaoler^s  care. 
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The  jury  if  as  cUscharged^  the  judge  left  the 
benchi  and  the  court  became  gradually  d^ 
serted  when  the  exciting  cause  which  had 
crowded  its  interic^  to  suffocation  was  over; 
but  there  were  little  knots  in  its  whereabouts, 
talking  over  the  stirring  events  of  the  day 
under  feelings  of  varied  excitenient.  The  jury- 
men, before  they  separated,  animadverted  upon 
the  extraordinary  conduct  of  the  judge  in  no 
measured  terms. 

**  By  G— "d !  sir,**  said  the  foreman  to  his 
brothers,  ^^  there 's  an  end  of  our  glorious 
Constitution  if  these  things  are  permitted  to 
go  on !  What's  the  use  of  trial  by  jury,  if  a 
jury  can^t  hang  any  man  they  think  fit? — I  ask 
you,  what's  the  use  of  a  jury  otherwise  ?  But 
here's  a  d — d  rebel  judge  comes  down  and 
refuses  to  hang  him  :  you  know,  if  that 's  per- 
mitted, there's  an  end  to  all  justice !  —  'tis  the 
judge  is  the  jury  in  that  case,  and  all  the  vaga- 
bonds in  the  country  may  do  what  they  like." 

^<  I  think,"  added  another,  *^  that  we  should 
send  an  address  to  the  lord-lieutenant,  signed 
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by  US  all  tn  penon,  protesting  against  the  in- 
jusdoe,  and  declaring  the  danger  to  the  Con- 
stitution  if  such  a  daring  proceeding  as  a  judge 
daring  to  presume  to  refuse  a  verdict  is  dared 
to  be  permitted  in  such  times  as  these,  with 
popery  and  slavery,  brass  money  and  wooden 
shoes,  staring  us  in  the  face!  Sir,  the  lord- 
lieutenant  himself  wouldn't  dare  to  refuse  such 
an  address  !^ 

*^  I  don't  think  he  would,  sir,"  said  a  third. 
^'  You  know,  if  property  is  not  represented,  what 
becomes  of  the  country  ?  And  here  is  twel?e 
men  of  property,  and  a  rebel  judge  refuses  to 
take  their  verdict, — which  is,  as  I  say,  not  re- 
presenting the  property  of  the  country  :  and  if 
property  is  not  represented,  what  becomes  of 
British  connexion — I  should  like  to  know  that! 
What  will  the  lord-lieutenant  say  to  that  ?"* 

<<  He  can't  do  less  than  suspend  the  judge 
per  tumperis,  and  we^U  address  him  to  that 
eflRect  sine  die^  —  that 's  my  motto :  and  whea 
the  matter  is  [^operly  r^weaented  to  the  mi- 
nister  ** 


'V 
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c^  ^' I  thiok  it  should  go  before  Uie.  bishop/^ 
ial^rupted  a  juryman. 

^^^  My  good  friend^  when  I  say  ^  the  minister,^ 
l4on^t  mean  the  minister  — that  is,. the  minis^ 
tfstpou  mean-— the  Protestant  minister:  / 
meaQ>  the  ministerial  minister.'^ 

**  Oh  1  I  beg  pardon — I  see:  you  mean  the 
big- wigs  at  th'  other  side.  Very  good — capital 
idea !  Suppose  we  were  to  sign  a  deputation 
to  them,  and  forward  it,  paying  the  postage 
of  course  V* 

^*  That  would  be  only  respectful/^  said  one 
of  them  who  had  not  yet  spoken. 

"  What  *8  this  you  're  all  talking  about  ?** 
said  Sweeny,  who  now  joined  the  group. 

*^  About  this  extraordinary  a£Pair." 

**  Certainly,"  said  the  apothecary-yeomanry* 
attcnrney ;  **  most  infamous !  Never  witnessed 
such  a  decision  in  all  my  life  — a  judge  refus- 
ing to  purge  the  country !  Where's  our  Con- 
stitution if  the  country's  not  purged?  — I  ask 
any  gentleman  that.  Such  conduct  in  a  judge 
is  most  extraordinary — I  may  say,  miraculous  ! 
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It  18  a  sort  of  premium  on  rebdlion ;  in  fact,  a 
bonus* 

^Th^ll  bone  us  all,  sir/'  said  the  fore- 
man, ^^  if  tbey  're  not  put  down  ;  and  the  only 
way  of  patting  them  down  is  hanging  them 
up.- 

*'  Hang  them,  oertainly — hang  them  i**  said 
a  bacon-merchant,  whose  custom  of  hanging 
flitches  rendered  him  callous  to  the  practice  ia 
generaL 

44  y^^  ^g|.g  jug|.  talking,  Mr.  Sweeny,  what 

you  came,"  said  the  foreman,  ^*  of  addressing 
a  deputation  to  the  miDisterial  minister  on  this 
matter." 

**  An  excdlent  idea  !^  replied  Sweeny. 

'*  We  were  thinking  of  drawing  up  a  let- 
tar *" 

**  I  would  recommend  it  to  be  engrossed,'' 
said  the  attorney. 

^^  Very  good  suggestion,  gentlemen,^  added 
the  foreman.  '*  We  must  get  our  friend  Sweeny 
to  engross  the  deputation." 

*^  It  will  be  more  respectful,*^  said  the  re- 
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spectable  man  who  backed  the  suggestion  of 
paying  the  postage. 

**  Now,  who  '11  write  it  ?''  inquired  the  fore- 
man, with  a  certain  conscious  air,  in  asking  the 
question,  that  he  himself  was  the  proper  person. 

"  Oh,  you — ^you,  of  course,"  was  answered 
by  more  than  one. 

*^  Why,  really,"  said  the  foreman  bashfully, 
'*  I  think  we  ought  to  club  our  heads." 

*^  Sir,"  said  Sweeny,  grinning,  thereby  giving 
every  one  notice  he  was  going  to  say  a  good 
thing,  ^^the  rebels  are  ready  enough  to  club 
our  heads,  without  doing  it  ourselves !— -Ha  i 
ha!  ha!" 

A  corresponding  grin  and  ^^Ha!  ha!  ha!'' 
followed  Sweeny's  witticism;  and  a  running  fire 
of  ^*  Very  good!  very  good!"  went  the  round 
of  the  jurymen. 

^^But  I  do  think,"  continued  the  foremauj^ 
*^  this  deputation  thing  should  be  done  by  a 
comit-ee." 

^^  No  one  can  do  it  better  than  you,  worthy 
^reman,"  said  Sweeny,  toadying  the  man  who 


it 
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so  readily  backed  his  attempt  at  the  engross* 
ing  job. 

*'  I  think  so  too^*^  said   the  postage-man : 

you  have  the  pen  of  a  ready- writer,  sir." 
True,''  said  Sweeny ;  "  or,  as  we  say,  cor- 
recto  calomel. — Then,  my  dear  sir,  as  it  seems  to 
be  the  general  wish  of  the  jury— -or,  as  I  may 
say,  pro  con — that  you  are  to  do  it,  I '11  go 
along  with  you  and  take  your  instructions." 

This  terminated  the  jury  consultation ;  and 
Sweeny  was  walking  off  with  the  foreman, 
when  one  of  the  constables  addressed  him,  to 
say  that  his  honour  Justice  Slink  wanted  to 
speak  to  him. 

"  Then  I  must  be  off,**  said  Sweeny.  "  You 
see  I  am  so  engaged ! — ^in  short,  I  'm  a  fe€4<h 
tumf — I  might  almost  say,  a  ^ee-totum,  for  I  'm 
going  round  and  round  them  all. — I'll  go  over 
to  you,  however,  to  breakfast  to-morrow,  and 
take  the  instructions." 

Sweeny  followed  the  constable,  who  led  him 
to  a  room  in  the  court-house  where  Slink  await- 
ed him.     The  brow  of  the  justice  was  cloud- 
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^,  and  his  tone  was  angry  as  he  addressed  the 
attorney. 

**  A  pretty  bungle  Scrubbs  has  made  of  this 
business  l"" 

^'  My  dear  justice,  it  is  not  his  fault,  after 
all.'^ 

**  Pooh  1  pooh  !  —  didn'^t  we  tell  him  on  no 
account  to  appear  until  the  rascal'^s  trial  was 
over  ?*' 

"  So  we  did.  But,  you  see,  the  trial  occurred 
a  day  later  than  we  calculated,  and  I  told 
Scrubbs  he  might  go  home  on  Wednesday." 

"  Zounds !  why  didn't  you  stop  him  ?" 

**  I  endeavoured  to  do  so,  my  dear  justice, 
by  sending  over  a  messenger  last  night ;  but  he 
missed  him.^^ 

"  It's  d— d  unfortunate!  that's  all  I  can  say," 
said  Slink.  ^^Come  home,  however,  and  dine  with 
me ; — I  'm  as  hungry  as  a  hawk,  kicking  my 
heels  here  about  the  court  all  day,  and  for  no 
good,  since  that  rebel  has  escaped.  Come  along ! 
it  can't  be  helped,^the  old  saying,  you  know, 
'The  devil's  children  have  the  devil's  luck ;'  and 
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SO  that  rascal  Rory  O'More  bas  cheated  the 
gallows." 

**  We  may  be  down  on  him  yet,"  said  Sweeny, 
following  the  magistrate  homewards  to  eat  a 
good   dinner,   with  a  good   appetite,  notwith- 
standing   the    conspiracy    he    had    joined   in 
against  a  fellow-creature^s  life :   for  being  ap- 
prised of  Scrubbs^s  return   to  Ireland  before 
the  trial,  he  and  the  justice  considered  it  an 
ingenious  device^  to  induce  the  Collector  to  re- 
main concealed  until  it  was  over,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  hanging  an  innocent  man,  whom  they 
considered  a  dangerous  person — but  whose  life, 
by   the  interference  of  Providence,  was  pre- 
served from  the  murderous  attempt ; — ^and  he, 
in   defence  of  whose  liberty   poor  Rory  had 
encountered  so  many  perils,   and  whose  trial 
arose  from  that  very  cause,— even  he  was  mis- 
creant enough  to  join  the  horrible  conspiracy, 
and  consent  to  the  murder  of  the  man  who  bad 
been  his  champion. 

Yet  this  atrocious  triad  were  considered  enii- 
nently  useful   persons  by  the  Irish  executiTe 
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at  that  period ;  and  it  was  of  such  persons 
it  was  said  by  the  adherents  of  government, 
"  that  the  country  would  be  lost  without  them.'' 
And,  indeed,  government  seemed  to  think  so 
too :  for  Sweeny  rapidly  rose  in  law  prefer- 
ment, being  made  crown-solicitor  for  the  dis- 
trict ;  Scrubbs  was  advanced  to  a  place  of 
great  emblument  in  the  metropolitan  custom- 
house ;  and  Justice  Slink  was  created  a  knight, 
and  in  due  time  a  baronet. 
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CHAPTER  XLV. 

SHOWING   BOW  THE   ▼ERDICT    FOR    THE  HANGING  OF  OVE, 
PRODUCES   THE   BANISHMENT  OF   MANY. 

It  was  with  feelings  of  intense  anxiety  De 
Lacy  awaited  the  return  of  his  friend  from  the 
court-house ;  and  with  open  arms  he  received 
him,  when  he  saw  by  the  expression  of  his 
countenance  all  was  right  before  he  had  spoken 
a  word. 

**  He 's  safe,"  said  the  lawyer. 

^*  Thanks !  thanks !  my  dear  friend/  exclaim- 
ed De  Lacy,  pressing  his  hand  with  fervour. 

Have  you  brought  him  with  you  ?** 
He  is  not  yet  liberated.* 

*^  And  why  not,  after  his  acquittal  ?^ 

^^  I  did  not  say  he  was  acquitted ;  I  only  said 
he  was  safe. — There  now,  don't  look  so  wretch* 
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edly  anxious ; — let  me  sit  down,  for  I  am  ex- 
hausted, and  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it.'" 

He  then  hastily  gave  him  a  sketch  of  the 
trial ;  and  when  he  repeated  the  verdict  of  the 
jury,  De  Lacy  fancied  he  was  only  joking. 

"  I  assure  you,  'tis  true.** 

"  What  I  find  a  man  guilty  of  murder  when 
the  person  he  is  accused  of  murdering  is  pro- 
duced before  them  ?** 

"  True  as  gospel,  I  protest/' 

**  My  good  fellow,  I  cannot  believe, — surely  * 
you  're  joking !'' 

'*0n  my  honour,  then,  since  you  won't  be- 
lieve less,  it  is  the  fact.** 

"  But,  surely  they  cannot  hang  him'.^*' 

"  Fortunately  for  him,  they  cannot;  but  they 
would  if  they  could.  Lord  A — n — e,  I  need 
not  tell  you,  would  not  pronounce  sentence  on 
such  a  verdict,  and  even  assured  the  prisoner, 
before  he  quitted  the  bench,  that  his  life  was 
m  no  danger :  however,  he  could  not  help  al- 
lowing the  verdict  to  be  recorded/' 

"  And  what  a  record  \^  exclaimed  De  Lacy ; 

VOL.  III.  N 
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*^  what  a  brand  of  infamy  and  folly  upon  the 
men  who  gave  it,  and  the  times  in  which  we 
live !  One  might  laugh  at  the  absurdity  of  the 
act,  only  for  its  atrocity :  but  here,  really  mirth 
is  reproved  by  horror,  and  the  smile  gives 
place  to  a  shudder.* 

^^  My  dear  fdllow,  don\  be  so  eloquent, — re- 
member \was  an  Irish  verdict,"  said  his  friend, 
who  smiled  at  De  Lacy's  warmth. 

*'  Nay,  nay,  I  cannot  trifle  on  this  matter — I 
cannot ! — (rood  Gk)d  !  what  man's  life  is  safe 
here  under  such  circumstances  ?*' 

**  Oh,  don^t  mistake  me,  De  Lacy ;  Uwasonlj 
for  the  sake  of  rousing  your  virtuous  indigna- 
tion I  said  what  I  did :  and  remember,  my  dear 
fellow,  after  all,  your  Rory^s  safe.  But,  serious- 
ly speaking,  it  is  certainly  a  moat  rascally  af- 
fair, and  I  quite  agree  in  every  word  you  have 
uttered.'' 

^'Well,*  said  De  Lai^,  after  a  moment's 
silence  and  with  a  long-drawn  sg^  '^  I 'a 
doomed  to  be  disappointed  in  eirerythiiigi  I 
returned  to  my  country  with  a  desire  of 


RORY  o'more.  267 

a  usefbl  member  of  society-— of  becoming  a 
quiet  and  unoffending  subject  even  under  the 
system  such  as  it  is, — of  doing  all  the  good 
within  my  power;  and,  so  hdp  me  Heaven ! 
I  had  thoroughly  renounced  all  the  romantic 
speculations  in  which  you  know  I  have  in- 
dulged, and  hoped  to  be  permitted  at  least  to 
live  unmolested  ;  and  even  these  humble  expec- 
tations are  dashed  to  destruction  the  moment 
my  foot  touches  my  native  soil,-^the  life  of  an 
innocent  man  is  sought  to  be  sacrificed  to  the 
demon  of  party  hate  in  the  face  of  the  very 
laws  :  even  in  her  temple !  By  all  that 's 
sacred,  I  would  not  live  in  such  a  country  to  be 
king  of  it ! — Now,  Ireland — poor  Ireland !  fare- 
well .!  As  soon  as  I  can  put  my  foot  on  the  deck 
of  a  free  country's  vessel,  I  will  leave  you  ;  an 
American  ship  shall  bear  me  to  her  shores,  and 
I  will  place  the  Atlantic  between  me  and  the 
blood-hounds  that  I  see  are  bent  on  hunting 
this  poor  country  to  death  f 

"  Do  not  be  too  hasty,  De  Lacy :  you  may 
do  much  good  here  by  remaining;  you  may 
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live  to  be  the  poor  man'^s  friend,  and  become 
the  protector  of  the  weak  against  the  strong.*^ 

**  If  I  thought  so,  my  friend,"  returned  De 

Lacy,  whose  flushed  cheek  betrayed  the  warmth 

of  his  emotion,  "  I  would  stay : — but  the  tide 

runs  too  strong  to  make  head  against. — /the 

protector  of    the   weak   against    the    strong? 

What  mortal  power  may  interpose  when  the 

divine   emanation  from  heaven  —  when  Truth 

herself  cannot  screen  the  victim  from  the  de* 

stroyer !     That  verdict  has  not  succeeded  as 

it  was  intended  to  do  —  in   murdering  an  in* 

nocent    man ;    but   it   has    banished   another, 

who  meant  to  do  all  in  his  power  to  benefit  his 

country." 

"  Well,  we'll  talk  of  this  another  time,"  said 
his  friend,  who  wished  to  divert  him  from  the 
theme  of  his  indignation.  **  As  you  desired,  I 
have  directed  the  three  poor  women  who  walk- 
ed all  the  way  from  their  village  to  the  town 
this  morning,  to  come  to  the  inn  for  rest  and 
refreshment," 

"  True,"  said  De  Lacy ;  "  I  forgot ; — I  wish 
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much  to  see  them,  now  that  all  is  over  and  my 
presence  in  the  country  need  not  be  kept  a  se- 
cret : — are  they  here  ?" 

**  I  left  them  to  follow,  wishing  to  hasten  to 
you  with  the  news.'' 

At  this  moment  the  door  was  opened  by  a 
great  hulking  fellow,  with  bristling  hair,  staring 
eyes,  high  cheek-bones,  a  snub  nose,  and  a 
great  mouth  with  a  voice  to  match,  who  enacted 
the  part  of  waiter ;  and  the  aforesaid,  protrud- 
ing his  head,  and  nothing  more  into  the  room, 
said  as  loudly  and  as  rapidly,  and  with  as  great 
a  brogue  as  it  could  well  be  said,  **  If  you  plaze, 


Sir — 


4( 


What  do  you  want?''  said  the  lawyer. 
If  you   plaze,  sir,  there's  wan  a  wan  tin' 
you." 

«  Who  is  it  r 
"  Three  women,  sir." 

**  And  are  three  women  one  ?"  said  the  law- 
yer, smiling. 

"  Only  wan  ax'd  for  you,  sir,"  answered  the 
waiter,  grinning,  ready  with  his  answer. 
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*^  And  couldn't  you  eay  so  P* 
<*  By  dad,  sir,  it  was  theowld  one  o^.  the  three 
ax'd  for  you;  and  th'  other   two  is  m^ty 
purty,    and  so  I  thought   they   would  be  a 
grate  hdp :  and  that  ^s  the  rmysoo.^ 

''  Show  them  up.*" 

Off  went  the  waiter,  and  in  a  few  seooncb 
the  sound  of  ascending  footsteps  announoed 
the  ap}Hoach  of  Rory^s  mother  and  sister, 
and  Kathleen  R^[an.  The  door  opened :  Mary 
O^More  was  the  first  to  enter,  and  De  Lacy, 
advancing  to  h^  with  ext^aded  hand,  said  is 
a  voiee  full  of  kindness,  ^^  Mary,  I  am  ^ad  to 
see  you.* 

The  girl  could  not  repress  a  &int  scresm, 
and,  notwithstanding  a  manifest  effort  to  cod- 
trol  her  ftdings,  her  sudden  flushing  and  sub- 
sequent pallor  betrayed  how  powerfully  the 
unexpected  appearance  of  De  Lacy  acted  upon 
her. 

^^  I  did  not  let  you  know  sooner  I  was  here; 
but  I  would  not  be  £sr  finom  Rory,  Mary,  ia 
his  time  of  need.'' 
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**  God  bless  you  !  God  bkss  you  V*  faltered 
Mary,  almost  sufifocating  with  contending  emo- 
tions, which  were  too  much  for  her,  and  the 
poor  girl,  falling  upon  her  knees,  kissed  De 
Lacy's  hand  fervently,  and,  with  half-uttered 
blessings,  sank  insensible  to  the  ground. 

De  Lacy  lifted  the  fainting  girl,  and  bore  her 
to  a  sofa  near  the  window,  which  was  imme- 
diately thrown  open  for  the  admission  of  fresh 
air*  A  few  minutes  served  to  revive  her,  and 
a  glass  of  water  partly  restored  her  to  compo- 
sure ;  but  still  she  exhibited  signs  of  agitation, 
and  the  mother  said,  ^'  Sure,  'twas  no  wondher, 
after  all  the  craythur  had  gone  through  that 
day/' 

'^  No  wonder  indeed,  Mrs.  O'More,^  said  De 
Lacy.  "  But,  after  all,  my  friend  Rory  is  safe." 

'*  Oh,  but  is  he  safe,  sir,  do  you  think  ?" 

'*  As  safe  as  I  am,"  said  the  lawyer ;  "  do 
not  entertain  the  least  uneasiness.'^ 

*'  But  sure  they  gave  in  *  Guilty,'  the  villians, 
they  did,  and  my  boy  is  taken  back  to  jail  !** 
That  cannot  be  helped,  and  I  cannot  ex- 
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pbun  to  you  #hj  be  must  remain  in  prison  for 
a  couple  of  days;  but^  take  my  word,  he^sin 
DO  dango*.** 

*^Oh,  I  can  bardly  yenture  my  heart  with 
the  bdief  until  I  see  him  out  o^  jail." 

«  Take  my  word  too,  Mrs.  CMore^"  said  De 
Lacy,  **  and  you  too,  Kathleen,  Rory  will  be 
with  us  in  a  couple  of  days.* 

Kathleen  could  not  speak,  but,  clasping  ber 
hands  and  pressing  them  to  her  bosom,  she 
looked  her  thanks  more  touchingly  than  lan- 
guage could  have  told  them. 

^^  And  you,  Mary,^  added  De  Lacy,  turning 
again  to  the  sofa,  where  Mary  still  sat  with  her 
eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  ashamed  of  the  emo- 
tion which  the  unexpected  presence  of  De  Lacy 
had  caused, — ^^you  too,  must  cheer  up.  And 
how  have  you  been  all  the  time  Rory  and  I 
have  been  away  ?  You  've  had  hard  times  of  it, 
Mary,  since  the  Sunday  I  left  the  cottage :  but 
I  must  have  my  little  room  there  again,  for  a 
few  days.** 

**  Ah,  sir!*  sighed  the  widow,  "you  '11  never 
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-see  your  little  room  agin  !  the  owld  house  was 
burnt  in  the  beginning  o'  the  bad  times  r 

*'  Burnt  r*  exclaimed  De  Lacy,  who  had  not 
before  heard  of  the  calamity. 

"  Ay,  indeed,  sir, — and  everything  in  it,  but 
jist  ourselves  and  the  clothes  on  our  backs;  and 
little  o'  thim,  for  we  wor  hunted  out  of  our 
beds,  and  not  a  shred  or  a  scrap  did  we  save 
barrin**  the  books  you  left  behind  you:  and 
Mary,  the  craythur,  thought  o'  thim  in  the 
middle  of  it  all,  for  the  regard  she  had  for 
thim, — and  no  wondher  !" 

Mary  reddened  to  the  very  forehead  as  her 
mother  spoke.  . 

"And,  sure,  you  are  the  rale  and  thrue 
friend,  Mr.  De  Lacy,"  continued  the  widow. 
"To  think  of  your  beipV  here  yourself,  let 
alone  that  good  gintleman  you  sent  to  us  in 
Qur  throuble !  Oh,  may  the  Lord  reward  you  ! 
— But  tell  me,  sir,  do  you  think  indeed  my  dar- 
ling boy  is  safe  ?"" 

"  Perfectly  safe, — rest  satisfied  on  that  point. 
And  now,  Mrs.  CMore,  come  over  here  and  sit 
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down  at  the  table;  we  all  want  some  refiresb* 
ment ; — cone  over/* 

^  It  *%  time^  sir,  we  should  be  goia'  home;  we 
haTe  a  good  step  to  walk,  aod— ^ 

^  Yoa  imiit  not  leave  the  town  this  evenmg,'' 
said  De  Imcj.  ^  I  hare  ocdeied  you  all  beds 
hereto-night;  thorefoieyoa  may  take  your  din- 
ner in  comfort,  and  we  will  haTe  a  talk  ovar 
old  times,  Mrs.  (XMcxe.*' 

As  he  spoke,  the  waiter  entered  with  a  hot 

joint,  and  slapped  down  the  didi  on  the  taUe^ 

spilling  half  the  gravy  over  the  tablecloth,  and 

upsetting  a  couple  of ^  glasses^  which  reached 

the  ground  with  a  grand  smash. 

**  Bad  luck  to  thim  for  glascca.  they  *re  al- 
ways fidlin*f  **  sttd  he,  as  he  picked  up  die  laiga 
pieces  of  the  broken  glass  and  thiew^  them  into 
the  fire. 

Mrs.  0*Bfoie  protested  ibr  some  time  agaiasl 
dming,  dedaring  it  was  too  much  trouble,  &a; 
all  of  which  meant,  on  her  part  as  well  as  that 
of  the  girls,  that  th^  felt  awkward  in  sitting 
down  to  taUe  with  the  atrange   gentleman. 
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De  Lacy  had  often  been  the  companion  of 
their  dinner  in  their  own  cabin ;  but  now  that 
he  was  in  a  hotel,  and  with  the  presence  of  a 
second  person  of  superior  rank,  it  made  all  the 
difierenee.  However,  their  modest^  scruples 
were  at  length  overcome,  and  the  easy  and 
unafBscted  bearing  of  the  barrister  set  them 
soon  as  much  at  ease  as  they  could  be  under 
such  circumstances. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  the  lawyer  could 
not  avoid  remarking  the  downcast  looks  of 
Mary  O^More,  and  the  timid  glances  she  some- 
times ventured  to  cast  towards  De  Lacy ;  and 
this,  when  considered  together  with  the  beauty 
of  the  girl,  raised  certain  surmises  in  the  mind 
of  the  young  lawyer  which  were  not  justified 
by  any  conduct  on  the  part  of  his  friend.  The 
women  retired  soon  after  dinner ;  and,  indeed, 
the  fatigues  of  the  day  made  an  early  retreat 
to  bed  absolutely  necessHEiry. 

When  Be  Lacy  and  his  friend  were  alone, 
the  latter  remarked,  what  a  lovely  specimen 
Mary  O^More  presented  of  a  peasant  girl. 
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^  They  are  both  handsome  girls,'"  answered 
De  Lacy. 

^*  That 's  an  nigenious  escape,  my  friendy"' 
said  the  lawyer ;  ^  but,  if  I  'm  not  greatly  mis- 
taken, you  hare  been  making  sad  work  with 
that  poor  giri*s  heart.*^ 

^*  Do  yoQ  imagine  I  could  be  sudi  a  scoun- 
drel ?^  answere4  De  Lacy  rather  warmly. 

^*  My  good  fellow,  I  don't  mean  you  would 
harbour  a  dishonouraUe  intention  to  man  or 
woman  breathii^ ;  but,  somehow  or  other,  that 
pofNT  girl  is  desperately  in  love  with  you,  how* 
ever  it  has  taken  place.  Did  you  not  obserre 
her  emotion  at  sight  of  you,— her  not  daring  to 
meet  your  eyes?  and  I  could  see  many  a  bash- 
ful look  at  you  when  she  thought  herself  un- 
observed.'^ 

''  My  dear  Hal,"  said  De  Lacy,  <'  it  is  only 
gratitude  for  my  care  of  her  brother,  nothing 
more — ^it  can  be  nothing  more."* 

^*  Maybe  so^**  said  the  lawyer,  who  saw  the 
subject  had  better  be  dropped;  and  turning  the 
conversation  into  another  channd,  they  chatted 
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and  sipped  their  wine  until  it  woa  time  to  re- 
tire to  rest. 

The  lawyer  did  retire  to  rest,  but  De  Lacy 
only  vrent  to  bed.  He  could  not  rest:  his 
anxiety  during  the  day,  his  indignation  at  the 
verdict,  his  determination  to  leave  the  country, 
and  the  dawning  projects  which  opened  on  bis 
speculative:  mind  with  relation  to  his  intended 
removal  to  America,  kept  him  in  a  state  of 
wakefulness.  Then  the  remarks  of  his  friend 
before  they  parted  for  the  night  had  more  in-' 
iluence  upon  him  than  his  answers  would  have 
led  one  to  suppose :  though  he  affected  to  dis- 
believe the  source  of  Mary  O'More's  emotion^ 
the  evidence  had  not  been  unnoticed  by  himself, 
and  it  made  him  unhappy.  Then  her  mother^s 
little  anecdote  of  his  books  being  the  only 
things  saved  from  the  ruin  of  their  cottage 
when  it  was  devoted  to  the  flames :  the  cause 
was  plain  enough  to  give  a  libertine  pleasure^: 
but  a  man  of  principle,  pain. 

"  Poor  girl !"  thought  De  Lacy,  "  I  would 
not  for    the    world  that  I  ishould  prove   the 
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cause  of  such  an  innocent  and  lovely  creature's 
unhappiness  !  I  should  never  forgive  mysdf. 
And  yet,  why  should  I  say,  forgive  P^  I  never 
breathed  a  word  n<Nr  made  the  slightest  allu- 
sion to  awaken  such  a  sentiment  in  her  heart ; 
but  then  I  lived  under  the  same  roof  for  some 
months,  was  constantly  in  her  presence,  and 
gave  her  those  unfortunate  books :  that  was 
unwise — I  see  it  was;  but,  Ood  knows  my 
heart !  it  was  innocently  done.  What  unac- 
countable things  are  human  feelings !  Here 
is  this  poor  peasant  girl  betrayed  into  an  at- 
tachment of  which  she  must  know  the  hope- 
lessness ;  for  she  is  a  sensible  creature^  and  who 
would  shudder  at  the  suspicion  being  enter- 
tained of  her  indulging  an  unrequited  affection, 
for  she  is  delicate-minded  as  one  more  highly 
born.  And  yet  she  does  love,  I  fear  me  ;  and 
reason  awakes  but  to  warn  her  to  conceal  what 
it  was  not  strong  enough  to  prevent.  Alas! 
how  often  feeling  triumphs  over  reason  !— how 
unequal  is  the  struggle  between  them  !  How  are 
we  to  account  for  this  unequal  balance.''     Why 
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is  this  reason  given  as  a  guide  if  there  be  in- 
sufficiency in  its  guidance  on  any  occasion  or 
in  any  trial? — ^why?"  And  thus  De  Lacy 
fell  into  a  train  of  metaphysical  musing,  which 
set  him  to  sleep,  as  it  would  do  the  reader 
were  I  to  recount  it. 
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CHAPTER  XLVI. 


IS    WHICH    EOET     FOLLOWS     D£    LACT*S  ADTICB    A51>    HIS 

OWS    INCLINATIOlkS. 


Lord  A — n — k  was  as  good  as  his  word :  be 
lost  no  time  in  representing  Rory's  case  to  the 
lord-lieutenant,  and  procuring  his  discharge 
from  prison.  When  he  was  at  liberty,  De  Lacy 
told  him  his  intention  d  leaving  Irdand,  and 
recommended  him  to  bear  him  company,  as  he 
did  not  consider  his  life  would  be  safe  if  he  re- 
mained. 

^^  Arrah !  how  could  I  lave  the  mother,  and 

Mary,  and ?** 

Kathleen,"  added  De  Lacy. 
Yis,""  said  Rory,  smiling.     <'  I  dani  deny 
it,  though  you  never  gave  me  a  hint  o^that 
before.** 
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^^  I  can  see  as  far  into  a  mill-stone  as  most 
people,  Rory.  Now  I  do  not  want  you  to 
leave  them :  they  can  bear  you  company." 

"  Sure,  they  M  feel  mighty  sthrange  in 
France,  sir." 

"  I  did  not  say  a  word  about  France.  What 
would  you  think  of  America  ?'' 

"  Oh,  that 's  another  affair !  But  how  could 
I  take  them  there  ? — we  are  not  as  snug  as  we 
were  wanst;  and  that  would  take  a  power 
o'  money.'' 

/MMoney  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  ques- 
tion, Rory.  Come  with  me.  I  intend  selling 
off  everything  I  am  worth,  and  going  to  the 
back  settlements  of  America: — there  I  shall 
buy  a  large  tract  of  ground,  and  shall  want 
many  about  me ;  and  how  much  better  for  me 
to  have  those  I  know  and  regard  than  stran- 
gers !  You  shall  be  my  head  man  there,  Rory, 
and  teach  me  to  farm.  And  before  you  go,  set 
your  heart  at  rest  on  one  project  I  know 
it  is  bent  upon :  you  shall  marry  Kathleen 
Regan  to-morrow  if  you  like.'* 
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^^  That  ^&  a  grate  temptatioD  T  said  Rary. 

^^  But,  whether  you  come  or  not,  Bory,  let 
not  want  of  nuxiey  in  any  way  stand  between 
you  and  your  wishes:  I  will  give  Kathleen  a 
marriage-portion,  enough  to  set  you  up  in  com- 
fort again.  If  you  remain  here,— which,  how- 
ever, I  strongly  advise  you  against  after  the 
specimen  you  have  had  of  Irish  justice  the  other 
day, — what  can  you  expect  but  persecution  in 
this  unfortunate  country?  You  may  marry 
and  have  a  family,  and  leave  them  fatherless 
some  day  by  a  sudden  and  violent  death; 
while,  if  you  come  with  me,  you  may  live  to 
see  them  grow  up  about  you,  helping  you  in 
the  cultivation  of  your  farm,  and  becoming  the 
props  of  your  i^e.*" 

^^  Misther  De  Lacy,  I  can't  thank  you,  sir- 
in  throth  I  can't,  for  all  your  heart  to  me.  I 
won't  spake-*-I  can't  spake  ;^  and  the  poor  fel- 
low paused  and  drew  his  hand  across  his  eyes  : 
^^  but  you've  made  me  the  happiest  fellow  in 
Ireland  this  day.     Gtxl  Uess  you  i — Oh,  thin, 
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but  it  ^s  I  that  will  marry  my  darlin^  girl  the 
yery  minit  sbe'U  let  me  spake  to  the  priest; 
and  that  '11  be  smarts  if  I  Ve  my  own  way.  So 
you  see,  sir,  I'm  no  churl  in  refusing  your 
bounty,  but  take  your  offer  with  a  heart  and 
a  half ;  and  may  you  get  the  reward  of  all 
your  kindness  to  me,  in  meeting  a  girl  that 's 
worthy  of  yourself,  and  will  love  you  as  my 
own  Kathleen  loves  me ;  and  that  you  may 
ta^e  the  pleasure  yourself  you  have  bestowed 
on  me,  in  the  prospect  of  hugging  to  my 
heart  the  girl  of  my  bosom !  Sure^  little  I 
thought*-——'' 

"  Rory,  ray  dear  fellow^  say  no  more,  — 
say  no  more :  you  're  too  grateful." 

^^ That's  what  no  man  can  be,  sir.  I 
wouldn't  be  mane, — and  I'm  sure  you  know  it ; 
but,  by  the  powers !  I  'd  take  the  heart  out  of 
my  body  if  I  could,  and  lay  it  undher  the  feet 
of  the  one  that  waskind  and  generous  to  me." 

"  There  now,  Rory,  that 's  enough, — say  no 
more.     You  're  a  good  fellow^  and  a  kind  -— 
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and  deaer^e  waore  than  that  at  my  hands :  and 
mam  tcU  aie,  will  yoa  come  with  me?  or  shall  I 
get  yon  a  Kttle  farm  here  ?" 

^Thioth,  111  be  said  and  led  by  you, 
that  ^s  soch  a  good  frind.  It  goes  agia  me 
hard,  I  don't  deny  iu  to  lave  the  owld  coiin- 
thry,  and  the  places  my  heart  warms  to  at 
the  sight  oC  Sure,  I  used  to  dhrame  of  thim 
when  I  was  with  you  in  Fnmoe ;  and  could  see 
the  rirer,  and  die  hills,  and  the  cottage^  and 
the  owid  rath,  as  plain  as  if  I  was  on  the  spot : 
and  won\  it  be  the  same  when  I  'm  in  another 
strange  land  ? — my  heart  will  be  always  long- 
ii^  aftber  my  dadin'  Irdand,  and  the  owld 
tones  of  her  be  rii^;in'  in  my  ears  all  day.  Oh, 
but  the  skamtrocks  tt  close  mi  my  heart  /^ 

*'*'  Rory,  there  are  many  of  our  oountrymen 
in  America ;  and  there  you  will  fisd  less  diflfer- 
cnce  of  coontiy,  from  the  uae  i^  the  same 
language.  But  I  do  not  want  to  force  your 
iadinatioos :  if  you  wish  to  remain  in  Irebmd, 
do  9o;  but  I  decidedly  reoonmiend  you  not* 

^^  Thin  1 11   do  what  you   reoommaid,  sir. 
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I  *11  follow  you  :  and,  indeed,  I  b'lieve  you  're 
right  enough,  for  the  poor  counthry  is  ground 
down  to  powdher,  and  will  be  worse,  I  *m 
afeard.  So,  in  the  Lord's  name!  poor  Ireland, 
good-b'ye  to  you  !  though,  God  knows,  it  cuts 
me  to  the  hearf  s  core  to  quit  you.  I  ^m  fool- 
ish, Misther  De  Lacy, — I  know  I  'm  foolish ; 
so  I  ^11  bid  you  good  mornin',  sir,  and  set  off 
to  Knockbrackin,.  and  ask  the  girl  to  have  me, 
and  tell  her  that  it 's  yourself  is  more  than  a 
father  to  her,  and  gives  her  the  fortune.    And 

may  the  angels -"" 

"  There — there  now,  Rory  ;  no  more  thanks. 
But,  as  you  say  I  am  more. than  Kathleen's 
father,  it  reminds  me  that  I  must  not  be  less 
than  her  father ;  so  I  will  give  her  away." 

"  Musha  I  but  you  're  the  very  sowl  of  good- 
nature, Misther  De  Lacy.  By  all  that 's  good, 
your  heart  is  nothing  but  a  honeycomb  f 

"  Be  off,  now,  Rory :  and  give  Kathleen  my 
compliments,  and  tell  her  she  must  name  next 
Sunday  for  her  wedding ;  for  I  perceive,  by  an 
advertisement  in  this  paper  I  Ve  been  reading. 
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that  a  ship  sails  in  ten  days  from  Cork ;  and  I 
am  going  there  to  make  arrangements  for  my 
passage.  Will  you  say  at  ooce^  you  and  yours 
will  come  in  the  same  riiip?" 

•*  In  6od*s  name,  sir,  yis  !**  said  Rory  reve- 
rently. *^  I  know  they  *11  all  do  what  yon  think 
best,  with  as  ready  a  heart  as  myself.^ 

**  Farewell,  then,  Rory !  Next  Sunday  I 
shall  be  at  Knockbrackin,  to  give  you  Kath- 
leen :  and  I  wish  you  joy  with  her ! — ^There 
DOW,  be  off !— not  a  word  more.  €k>,  and  get 
yourself  and  your  pretty  wife  ready  for  Sun- 
day.** 

,  Rory  departed,  and  De  Lacy,  when  he  was 
gone,  ordered  a  postchaise  for  Cork.  He 
there  made  all  arrangements  requisite  for  the 
passage  of  himself  and  his  dependants,  and 
was  ready  to  keep  his  i^pointment  at  Knock- 
brackin, where,  when  Rory  arrived,  there  was 
overwhelming  joy  at  all  the  good  news  be 
brought  them ; — news,  however,  not  onraingkd 
with  pain;  for  the  thoughts  of  leaving  Ire- 
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land  touched  the  womens^  feelings  as  much  as 
Rory's.  But,  admitting  the  truth  of  all  De 
Lacy^s  arguments  in  favour  of  emigration, 
which  Bory  detailed  to  them,  they  acknow- 
ledged it  to  be  the  safest  courae  to  pursue,  and 
one  that  opened  to  them  an  easier  life  than 
could  be  h(^d  £or  in  their  native  land.  Still 
it  was  their  native  land,  and  their  hearts  clung 
to  it,  and  every  hour  in  the  day  was  crossed 
by  some  recollection  which  embittered  the 
thought  of  leaving  it.  One  thing,  however, 
helped  to  dissipate  their  melancholy,— 4;he  ap- 
proaching wedding ;  and  the  Sunday  morning 
smiled  brightly  on  the  happy  family,— happier 
than  they  had  been  for  many  a  long  day.  De 
Lacy  arrived  before  the  hour  when  mass  com- 
menced, and  driving  up  to  the  door  of  the  little 
village  cabin,  was  welcomed  and  hailed  with 
blessings  by  all  its  inmates  as  he  entered  it. 

^^  There  are  some  articles  to  be  removed 
from  the  chaise,"  said  De  Lacy.  '^  I  have 
brought  a  wedding-cake  from  Cork,  and  some 


few  other  thing 
I  'm  to  give  awi 
know,  Mrs.  O'M 

"  Oh,  thin,  bi 
De  Lacy  dear,* 
ber  even  such  lit 
I  think  more  of 
bleu  you ! — Dei 
ntan  as  parcel  : 
chaise;  "here's 

"  A  little  win 
you  couldn't  ge 
reoce  will  like  a 

"  And,  oh  de 
it  isn't  tay !   W 

"That's  Dot 
you  know,  Mrs. 
we  can  make  ol 
public-house  tl 
substantial  entf 
ask  alt  your  frif 
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'*  Oh,  but  you  are  the  darUn'  gintleman ! 
Sure,  we  are  happy  enough  in  ourselves.*^ 

^'  No,  DO,  Mrs.  O'More :  the  lady  I  give 
aWay  roust  have  her  friends  about  her,  to  wish 
her  joy,  and  drink  long  life  and  prosperity  to 
her.** 

*^  Good  luck  to  your  kind  heart,  sir !  Well, 
we  '11  manage  it  as  you  plaze,  sir,  and  1 11  ask 
what  friends  we  may  see  at  the  chapel  to  come 
to  us ;  and  sure  they  won't  stand  on  a  short 
axin',  but  will  come  with  a  heart  and  a  half  to 
wish  the  colleen  joy." 

It  is  needless  to  detail  the  ceremony  of  the 
wedding.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  Rory  received 
his  pretty  blushing  Kathleen  from  the  hands  of 
De  Lacy ;  and  that,  when  the  nuptial  benedic- 
tion was  pronounced  over  them,  Rory  lost  no 
time  in  getting  the  first  kiss  from  the  bride, 
which  was  a  regular  smacker.  ^*  Long  life  to 
you,  Mrs.  O'More!"  said  Rory,  laughing  in  her 
crimsoned  face,  as  he  lifted  her  from  her  knees. 

"  There 's  part  of  her  portion,  Rory,**  said 

VOL.   III.  o 
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De  Lacyy  ^&r  immediate  exp^ises,"  ai  he 
fdaced  in  his  hand  a  gfeen  silk  puneGonUdning 
a  hundred  guineas. 

**  Long  life  to  you,  sir !  you  're  4oo  good  T 
said  Roiy.  **  The  green  and  godd  is  mighty 
purty  in  a  flag  ;*  but  'pon  my  sowl  I  don't  know 
if  it  does  not  look  quite  as  well  in  a  man's 
hand." 

The  invitations  were  made  right  and  left  at 
the  chapel  door,  and,  nothing  loth,  the  friends 
invited  returned  home  with  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom to  partake  of  the  hospitality  De  Lacy 
had  provided  for  them  t  and  there,  was  a  larger 
company  than  the  house  woiild  accommodate, 
but  the  good-humoured  neighbours  laat  on  the 
-sod  outside  while  the  most  respotuible  'peapk 
were  honoured  by  being  smothered  within. 

The  priest  and  De  Lacy,  with  the  bride  and 
bridesmaids,  tat  at  the  head  of  the'table,  where 
the  wine  was  circulated,  and  plenty  c^  whiskey- 
punch  was  to  be  had  below  the  salt.  After  his 
reverence  and  the  founder  of  the  feast  had  had 

*  The  Natkmtl  cokmis. 


enough,  tbey  vacated  the  hou«e,  to  ghre  roop 
for  tea  being  pvepared  for  the  feinale  part  qf 
the  .party,  and  repaired  to  the  apd  outside, 
where  fiddler  ajid  piper  w^re  ready  to  aet  the 
bpysand.girls  together  hy  the  heek. 

De  Lacy  led  out  the  bride  for  the  first  dance, 
And  ikhe  example  was  followed  by  many  a  sport- 
ing couple  after ;  and  wh^i  some  cessation  oc- 
curred in  the  dance,  notice  sms  ^ven^that  *^the 
lay  ^  was  ready  within,  while  .caore  punch  was 
distributed  without 

The  tea  seemed  in  high  ia;^Qur  with  the  wo- 
men, to  the  best  of  whom  the  commonest  qua-* 
lily  would  have  praved  aiuxury^  90  that  which 
they  had  generally  drunk  had  been  partly  jnade 
from  the  .same  hedges  which  aupplied  .them 
with  brooms;  so  that  the  high-flavoured  e^^otic 
which  De  Laoy^s  kindness  had  provided  was  a 
marvel  amongst  them. 

<<Dear!  dear!  Mrs.  OlMorei"  f»id  an  old 
neighbour,  who  had  already  taken  exteni^ve 
liberties  with  the  tea-pot,  and  whQ>.if'tea(Could 
have  produced  the  «ame  effects  as  spirits,  must 

o  2 
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have  died  of  spoDtaiieous  oombustioD;  **bat 
that  is  the  most  beautiful  tay  !* 

^*  Sure,  my  dear,"  said  the  widow,  *^  and  Mr. 
De  Lacy  brought  it  himself, — ^his  own  selt** 

<<Why,  does  he  dale  im  tay  7^  said  the  old 
woman. 

^  Whish— t  !**  said  Mrs.  0'Mm«  with  a 
frown;  *' he's  a  gintleman,  my  dear,  and 
wouldnH  dale  in  anything.*' 

^  — But  compliments,'"  said  the  old  woman: 
^'  see  how  he 's  talkin^  to  Mary  over  there  !** 

^My  dear  woman,^  said  the  widow  coofi- 
dentially,  ^*  this  tay  he  brought  from  his  own 
estate,  where  it  grows, — and  that's  the  rayaoa 
it's  so  fine." 

^  Arrah,  and  where  is  that,  Mrs.  (^More,  my 
dear.?" 

'    <<  In  France,"  said  the  widow :   <<  but  don't 
tell  anybody." 

"  Tut !  tut !  tut !— sure,  I  know  av  coorse 
we  mustn't  say  a  word  about  France  now,  God 
help  uz  !"  said  the  old  woman,  raising  her  eyes 
and  eyebrows,  and  pursing  her  mouth  with  a 
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ludicrous  expression  of  melancholy:  '^  and,  in-* 
deed,  I  ^11  take  another  cup  o*  tay,  my  dear,  to 
comfort  me." 

*^  To  be  sure,  agra,"  said  the  widow,  bending 
the  tea-pot  over  the  old  crope's  cup  so  far  be- 
yond a  rectangular  position,  that  the  lid  fell 
off  and  broke  a  piece  out  of  the  tea-cup  it 
wflis  over. — "  Pooh!  pooh  ! — ^murdher !  there 's 
not  a  dhrop  o' wather  in  the  pot:  where 's  the. 
kittle?'' 

The  attendant  spirit  of  the  kettle  supplied 
more  of  the  native  element ;  and  after  a  few  mi- 
nutes to  let  it  draw,  Mrs.  O'More  replenished 
the  old  lady's  cup. 

^  I  'm  afeard  it 's  wake  now,  ma'*am,^^  said 
the  widow ;  ^^  bekaze,  you  see,  I  let  it  stand  a 
good  dale  at  first ; — for  tay  is  nothing  without 
you  let  it  stand.'' 

^^  Right,"  said  Phelim  O'Flanagan,  who  was 
in  the  neighbourhood  and  overheard  the  con- 
versation,— "  Right,  Mrs.  O'More,  my  dear, — 
tay  is  never  worth  a  thraneen  unless  you  let  it 
sjtand :  and  the  great  particularity^  or  peculiar 
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diadBCtive  property,  or  demauoBaXkmj  j»  I  maj 
■ly,  of  Uy,  is»  that  it  diftis  from  all  oilier 
honum  tluDgs ;  for  while  other  hiuMOi  dih^ 
grows  wake  with  staodiB'',  t«y  grem%  stkrong. 
— Ha,ha,har 

^  Ah,  go  long  with  you,  Phelim  !-*yoa  're 
always  eomin'  in  widi  yoor  huniii*  aod  your 
quare  sayings. — Bot,  as  I  was  tdfinT  yon,  nuf an, 
pursued  the  widow  to  her  neighbour,  ^I 1^  die 
tay  stand  a  long  time,  to  burst  the  grain:  far 
if  you  don't  burst  the  grain,  what  good  is  it  ?" 

*  Sartinly,"*  said  her  neighbour  ;  ^  but  you 
see,  if  you  take  the  good  out  of  it  at  wanst, 
that-a-way,  there 's  no  good  in  it  afther.  Aod 
there  a  the  grate  beauty  a' this  tay.  Oh,  but 
it 's  ifigant  tay ! — ^it  takes  sitdi  a  beautifml  grip 
if  the  second  wather  r 

**  A  song !  a  song  !^  was  echoed  round  the 
room  so  loudly  as  io  drown  the  tea  discussion ; 
and  a  unirersid  call  was  made  on  the  bride  %o 
set  the  example  of  the  fiiToorite  national  cus- 
tom. 

Kathleen  blushed,  and  felt  somewhat  shy 
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at  being  the  first  to  make  herself  an  object  of 
attention^  where  idready>  from  other  causesi^ 
1^  was.  sufficiently  so;  but^  ^icouraged  by. 
Bory,  and  feeling  on  hen  own.  part  the  neces- 
sity of  helping  tamake  her  friends  happy^  and 
therefbi^  complying  withe  their  wishes,  she  sasg^ 
with  exquisite  expression,  a  little  song  in  her 
own  language,  which  will  be  more  agi^eable  to 
the  reader  in.  English^ 

OH !  ONCE  I  HAD  LOVERS. 

Oh,  once  I  had  lovers  in  plenty. 

When  a  colleen  I  lived  in  the  glen : 
I  kill'd  fifty  before  I  was  twenty,— 

How  h&ppy  the  moments  flew  then  I 
Then  winter  I  ne'er  could  discover. 

For  Love  brighten 'd  Time's  dusky  wing ; 
When  every  new  month  brought  a  lover, 

The  year,  then,  seem'd  always  like  spring. 

But  Cupid's  more  delicate  pinion 

Could  never  keep  up  with  old  Time ; 
So,  the  grey-beard  assumes  his  dominion. 

When  the  mid-day  of  life  rings  its  chime. 
Then  gather,  while  morning  is  shining,. 

Some  flower,  while  the  bright  moments  last; 
Which,  closely  around  the  heart  twining. 

Will  live  when  the  summer  is  past. 
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The  song  bore  so  strong  an  allusion  to  her 
Qiwn  immediate  position,  that  it  was  peculiarly 
touching ;  and,  amid  the  burst  of  approbation 
whicb  followed  the  lyric,  the  silent  pressure  of 
Rory^s  hand,  and  her  own  confiding  look  at 
her  husband,  showed  he  had  felt  all  she  wished 
to  convey  by  ber  song. 

^  Tbat  is  a  most  beautiful  flight  of  fancy,'' 
said  PheUm  so  loud  as  to  be  heard,  ^*  about 
Cupid  and  Time  !  And  why  shouldnH  it  be  a 
flight,  when  both  o'  thim  has  wings,  as  the 
potes,  anshint  and  prophane,  tells  us? — ^for,  as 
the  classics  say,  Tempusfugit.^ 

Mary  O'More  was  now  requested,  as  bride- 
maid,  to  favour  the  company  with  a  song: 
and  her  mother  at  once  asked  her  **  to  sing 
that  purty  song  she  was  always  singin^;  and 
that,  indeed,  she  hadn't  a  purtier  song  among 
thim  all." 

"  What  song,  mother  ?''  asked  Mary,  blush- 
ing up  to  the  eyes. 

**  That  <  Land  o'  the  West,'  Wherever  you 
got  it,  sure  it 's  a  beautiful  song.'' 
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De  Lacy,  caught  by  the  name  of  his  own 
song,  of  which  he  was  not  conscious  of  a  copy 
existing  but  the  one  he  had  rescued  from  the 
papers  of  Ad^le  Verbigny,  fixed  his  eyes  on 
Mary  O'More,  who  was  crimsoned  over  from 
her  forehead  to  her  shoulder,  and  had  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  ground. 

"  Sing  it,  aZanna,— sing  it,***  said  her  mother. 

*•  i  'd  rather  sing  something  else,  ma'am.'' 

**  Now  I  '11  have  no  song  but  that,  Mary : 
and,  indeed,  there 's  no  song  you  sing  aiqual 
toit."" 

Thus  forced,  Mary,  after  a  few  nervous 
hems,  began  in  a  voice  which  was  tremulous 
from  emotion. 

**  Oh,  come  to  the  West,  love,-— oh,  come  thoe  with  me ; 
'Tis  a  sweet  land  of  verdure  that  springs  from  the  sea, 
Where  fair  Plenty  smiles  from  her  emerald  throne ; — 
Oh,  come  to  the  West,  and  1 11  make  thee  my  own ! 
I  'U  guard  thee,  I  '11  tend  thee,  1 11  love  thee  the  best. 
And  you  11  say  there 's  no  land  like  the  land  of  the  West  I" 

"  That 's  Ireland,  for  sartin  r  said  Phelim. 
Mary  continued. 

o5 
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'^The  SoQtli  bat  its  loaa  ftnd  brij^^  ikks  of  bkie, 
But  OUTS  are  more  sweet  with  love's  own  cbangefiil  hue- 
Half  sunshine,  half  tears,  like  the  girl  I  love  best;— 
Ob!  wimtistheSoutlitothebeaBtifulWesCF 
IbeQ  QOiM  to  the  West,and  the  rose  on  thy  mouth 
Will  be  sweeter  to  me  than  the  dow'rs  of  the  South  !^ 

There  wcfe  serend  audible  smacks  at  the 
conclusion  of  this  verse,  and  numerous  sup* 
pressed  exclamations  of  ^' Behave  yourself!" 
were  heard  in  coquettish  female  voices. 

The  song  went  on. 

"The  North  has  its  snow-tow'rs  of  dazzling  array. 
All  sparkling  with  gems  in  the  ne'er-setting  day : 
There  the  Storm-king  may  dwell  in  the  halls  he  loves  best, 
But  the  soft-breathiDg  Zephyr  he  plays  in  the  West. 
Then  come  there  with  me,  where  no  cold  wind  doth  blow 
And  thy  neck  will  seem  fiurer  to  me  than  the  snow !" 

De  Lacy  could  not  resist  admiring  the  beau- 
tiful and  snowy  bosom  of  the  singer,  whidi 
heaved  with  agitation  as  she  sang. 

Phelim,  before  she  could  resume,  thundered 
in  his  annotation ;  ^*  That 's  a  fine  touch  about 
the  winds, — Boreas,  Austher,  Vosther,  Eurus, 
et  Zephyrus  !** 
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.  Again    Maiy    plucked    up    courage^    and 

'*  The  Sun  in  the  goigeons  East  chaseth  the  night 
Wh^n  he  rised^  refiesb'd>  in  hisi  glory  and  oNghl;-!/ 
But  where  doth  he  go  when  he  seeks  his  sweet  rest? 
Oh !  doth  he  not  haste  to  the  beautiful  West  l*^ 

"  Pars  Occidentalis  !^  shouted  Pheliio. 

^Tbm  come  these  witb  me;  'tis  the  land  I  Ijoie  bes^ 
Tis  the  land  of  my  ^ires ! — ^'tis  my  own  darling  West !" 

"Owld  Ireland  for  ever  !-^hurroar  was. 
shouted  fi-om  all;  aud  a  thunder  of  applause 
followed. 

Wh^i  the  song  was  oycht,  De  Lacy  could 
not  resist  the  curiosity  which  prompted  hin^ 
to  know  how  Mary  O^More  had  become  pos^ 
sessed  of  the  song ;  and  he  approached  the  givl 
and  a^ked  h^. 

^^  It  was  written,  on  a  bit  of  paper^  sir,  and 
betweejQL  the  leaves  of  one  of  the  booka  you 
gave  me.'' 

^^  But  there  was  no  musk  to  it.  How  did 
you  get  that  ?" 
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into  my  head  ;  and  ao  I  wmk  a 

toift." 
•^ Asdaboolifiil  tneit  k  r  add  Be  Lacj. 

Here  the  votee  of  die  priest  broke  in  and  in- 
tentupled  further  eooTcration. 

•*  My  good  people/  said  the  priest,  <<it  is 
tiMe  Bov  to  go  hot,     Ycya  know  die  awtial 
hnr  is  out;    and  j^on  aaustn^t  be  oat  when  thai 
Inwiaoot." 

^  Throe  Car  your  revcrcnee,  %dth,*  was  re- 
sponded fay  soane  of  the  retpamuUe  <Jd  men. 

**  So,  boys  and  girls, — and,  indeed,  mj  good 
people  of  all  denoonnationa^ — go  your  ways 
hooae  in  tine^  and  keep  oat  of  hann^s  way :— it 
is  not  like  the  good  owld  times,  when  we  eoidd 
stop  till  the  night  was  ripe,  and  we  ooold 
throw  the  stocking,  and  do  die  thing  daeendj, 
as  cNir  Cohers  used  to  do  beftwe  as :  but  we 
most  make  the  best  of  a  bad  bargain,  and  go 
home  before  the  son  is  down.  So  kt  us  hve 
the  hoqiitable  roof  where  we  have  got  the  bit 
and  sup,  and  casd  wdUfeaUi^  and  wishing  the 
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young  couple  health  and  happiness,  lave  them 
with  their  mother.** 

A  universal  leave-taking  now  commenced, 
and  heartfelt  good  wishes  were  poured  upon 
the  bride  and  bridegroom,  accompanied  with  a 
profusion  of  hand-shaking,  and  a  sprinkling 
c^  small  jokes  from  the  frisky  old  men  and 
women,  which  were  laughed  at  by  the  young 
ones ;  and,  laughing  and  singing,  they  went 
their  different  ways, — the  mirth  radiating  as 
it  were  from  the  focus  where  it  had  its  birth, 
and,  like  circles  on  a  lake,  becoming  weaker 
as  it  grew  wider,  till  the  sounds  of  merri- 
ment   died    away  in   the  distance,    and  the 
cabin,  so  noisy  a  few  minutes  before,  became 
silent.      De  Lacy  was  the  last  to  take   his 
leave:    he   offered    his    best    wishes   for    the 
happinesa  of  those  whose  happiness  was,  in 
fact,  of  his  making,  and  was  followed,  as  he 
left  the  family  group,  by  ^ their  thanks  and 
blessings. 
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CHAPTER  XLVII. 

DE  LACY  MUSES  LIKE  ▲  GENTLEMAN  BUT  FEELS  LIKE  A 
max;  and  THE  READER  IS  TOLD  ALL  THE  AUTBOK 
CAM   TELL  HIMy  AND  IS   LBFT  TO   OUE9S  THE  REST. 

Silently  and  thoughtfully  he  wended  his 
way  to  the  little  public-house  where  he  was  to 
be  accommodated  for  the  night,  the  ^^Land  of 
the  West "  still  ringing  in  his  ears, — that  song 
which  he  had  written  for  the  accomplished  girl 
who  had  deceived  him,  and  valued  not  by 
her  —  ti*easured  up  and  sung  by  a  simple 
peasant  girl,  who  more  and  more,  he  perceived, 
had  become  attached  to  him,— in  short,  loved 
him — there  was  no  weaker  term  applicable; 
and  that  girl,  beautiful,  sensitive,  pure-mind- 
ed, modest,  and  delicate  in  feeling  as  a  lady. 
Ay,  there  was  the  point— a  lady — *'  if  she  were 
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a   lady,^   This  question  arose  silently  in  De 
Lacy's  mind,  and  his  answer  to  it  was  a  sigh. 
"  No,  no,^*  thought  he,  **  it  cannot  be ! — those 
misalliances  are  terrible  things !    Could  I,  from 
my  name  and  station,  descend  to  wed  a  coun* 
try  girl  ? — ^No ;  the  world  would  laugh  at  me, 
sneer  at  me; — *  So  Horace  De  Lacy  picked  up 
with  a  country  toench  !*  would  sound  ^qW,  in 
the  mouths  of  those  who  know  me: — no,  no,  it 
must  not  be  !  And  yet  there's  no  denjdng  I  like 
the  girl, — ^like  her  well  enough,  even  to  marry 
her; — ay,  and  if  she  were  but  a  lady,  a  better 
wife,  and  truer  and  fonder  companion,  would 
she  be,   than   the  fribble  Frenchwoman  who 
jilted  me ;  and  there  is  more  truth  and  simple 
faith  and  real  afiPection  in  that  poor  girl's  heart 
than  in  many  a  courtly  dame  whose  quarter* 
ings  could  match  my  own.     And  why  should  I 
be  less  liberal  in  those  matters  than  in  ques- 
tions of  equal  importance  ? — sliould  I,  a  demo- 
crat, be  the  stickler  for  high  birth  in  a  wife  ? — 
What  fools  we  are,  after  all,  in  such  matters  ! 
The  slavery  of  custom  is  upon  us,  do  what  we 
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can  to  shake  it  off, 
too  much  in  penpect 
wisest  man.^Poor  Aj 
the  devil  had  me  bc£: 
Aitd  that  song  too — 
it! — sweet  enough  to 
■^  lit  were  a  gentU 
eternal  question — hoi 
•11,  why  should  she  nc 
fMMc  for  an  instant  di 
De  Lacy  would  be  i 
truth  she  is  naturallj 
loti  of  her  country, 
ttitre  of  a  fsshionab 
nevCT  heard  the  girl 
could  be  called  a  rue 
are  would  give  her  i 
KOae  would  keep  her 
"What  folly  this  ii 
oaae  which  can  never 
in  arms  against  it — J 
should  I.  feel,  on  enb 
Me  the  searching  f^ 
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running  round  the  room,  as  I  presented  my 
*  country  wench  ?'  No  !  no  !  no  !  —  Horace : 
that  would  never  do  ! 

"Yet  how  unjust  is  all  this  on  my  part  ! 
Here  am  I  supposing  this  drawing-room  case, 
and  I  am  quitting  Europe,  and  all  who  know 
me,  for  ever  !  I  am  going  to  the  back- woods  of 
America ; — who  will  know  there,  that   Mary 
O^More  is  not  a  gentlewoman  born,  or  that 
Horace  De  Lacy  is  the  descendant  of  a  Norman 
line  ?   And  when  once  there,  could  I  repose  my 
faith  on  a  purer  spirit,  my  heart  on  a  truer 
affection,    or   my  head    on   a   fairer  bosom  ? 
Could  I  desire  a  more  lovely  or  loveable  wo- 
man for  my  wife? — My  common  sense  and 
common  manhood  answer,  No  !  and  yet  does  the 
prejudice  of  De  Lacy  rebel  against  the  thought. 
— Mary  O'More,  I  wish  to  Heaven  you  were  of 
higher  birth  I'' 

Such  was  the  working  of  De  Lacy's  brain  all 
through  the  evening,  until  he  retired  to  bed. 
Even  then,  dreams  usurped  the  place  of  sleep. 
He  imagined  himself,  with  his  country  wife  on 


1m  ans,  in  a  iimw 
[wlHjift  lined  the 
(au^  as  be  eotexed 
tanraidk  Mary's  fi 
figecbythewaj); 
of  aaadn  shoe,  a 
hvm  beneath  ha 
imr:  the  kdjof 


Ok  Lmej,  who  am 

atiucrtan  rouDd 
^id  awoke. 
When  k  next 


then  was  iu  gir 
dii^  the  dearaik 
1  to  make,  i 


tiiwiiw  all  around 
dm^tMaiy  vai 
'^-'■■g  his  neck, 
eyes  nth  glovii^ 
ve  Dot  hi^y  ?" 
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and  kissed  her,  and  said,  "  Yes,  happier  here 
thaa  in  our  native  land !'' 

'^But  stiU  its  remembrance  is  very  dear^ 
Horace  ;^  and  a  tinge  of  sweet  tendierness  came 
over  her  face. 

"  So  it  is,  dearest,''  answered  De  Lacy :  '^sat 
down  under  the  shade  of  this  tree  and  sing  me 
'  The  Land  of  the  West.'  *• 

And  in  his  dream  he  thought  sounds  nerev 
were  so  sweet  as  tbaA  song^  of  his  own,  suivg 
by  the  woman  he  loved. 

De  Lacy  awoke  unrefredaed  and  weary.  There 
is  nothing  so  fatiguing  as  an^  unsatisfied  action 
of  the  mind,  which  we  cannot  repress  nor  es- 
cape from.  De  Lacy  knew  that  bu^ess  was 
the  surest  relief  from  such  annoyance,  and  he 
started  at  an  early  hour  for  Cork  to  finish  his 
arrangement  for  sailing,  and  wrote  to  Bory^ 
desiring  him  and  his  family  to  follow,  appoint-^ 
ing  time  and  place  for  their  rendezvous.  A  few 
days  sufficed  ta  bring  them  together  again,  and 
an  immediate  embarkation  took  places  for  the 
wind  was  fair  and  the  weather  favourable. 
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Old  Pfadim  0*FUiiagan  aocompamed  the 
0*Mores  to  the  ship;  and  De  Lacj,  toocb- 
ed  by  this  proof  of  attachment,  offered  to  take 
him  with  them. 

<<  Thanks  to  you  in  bushds,  and  may  bless- 
ings in  pailfuls  be  powered  upon  you!  Ill 
stay  in  the  owU  place.  We  mustn't  trans- 
plant owld  sticks,  though  the  saplings  may 
thiive  the  betther  of  it.  But  I  ""m  oUe^ed  to 
jou  all  the  same ; — I  could  be  of  no  use  in  a 
new  place."*" 

^*  I  b^  your  pardon,  Phelim ;  I  *11  find  use 
for  you  if  you  11  ocnne.  Your  learning,  Phelim, 
would  make  you  an  acquisition  in  a  new 
place ; — ^it  is  there  you  w<mid  be  particularly 
uaefuL" 

^^  Proud  am  I  of  your  opinion,  Ifistber  De 
Lacy,"  said  Phelim,  immensely  pleased  at  this 
compliment  to  his  learning, — **  proud  am  I, 
and  plazed :  but  thin,  if  you  talk  of  a  new  coun- 
thry,  sure  I  must  think  of  the  owld  one;  and 
what  would  the  counthry  here  do  without  me  ?^ 
That's  a  difficulty,  certainly,"   answered 
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De  Laey,  smiling ;  ^^  but  you  shouidnH  sacrifice 
your  own  interest  too  much  to  your  patriotism. 
Come  with  me,  and  I  ^11  be  your  friend  as  long 
as  you  live,  Phelim.^ 

^^  Oh !  proh  pudor!  and  it 's  ashamed  I  am 
not  to  be  more  worthy  of  your  honour's  frimi*- 
ship:  and,  indeed,  a  good  frind  and  a  throe 
frind  you  are ;  or,  as  the  Latins  say,  amiciu 
Cfrtus :  but,  all  the  same,  I  'U  lave  my  bones  in 
Qwld  Ireland ;  and  when  I  ^m  gcme,  maybe  I  % 
go  see  you, — that  is,  if  sper'ts  is  permitted  to 
crass  the  say.^ 

^^  Ood  keep  us !  Phelim,"  said  Mrs.  O'More^ 
5<  donU  hant  us,  if  you  plaze.'' 

De  Lacy,  wh^i  he  could  recover  hims^ 
sufficiently  from  the  laughter  which  PheIim^l 
speech  produced,  said,  *'  rum  and  brandy  were 
the  only  spirits  he  ever  heard  of  crossing  the 


sea."" 


"Ay, — ardent,  sper'ts,'*  replied  Phelim. 
"  Throth,  thin,  my  sper't  is  as  ardent  as  ever  it 
was,  and,  at  all  events,  wishes  you  happiness 
^aad  prosperity;  and        ^  Here  the  old  man's 
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ejpes  began  to  ^bten  with  tesrs»  and  Iiifl  voioe 
failed  him.  His  tb  in  lips  esaayed  to  utter  a 
few  words,  and  trembled  with  tbe  pnng  of  say- 
11^  *  Farewell :'  but  the  word  remained  unat- 
tered,  and  a  tremulous  pressure  of  each  hand 
of  the  friends  be  was  parting  from  was  the 
last  signal  of  affecticHi  which  passed  between 
them. 

Tbe  decks  were  now  cleared  of  all  save  the 
sailors  and  passengers ;  the  boats  of  tbe  at- 
tendant friends  pushed  off;  and  it  was  not 
until  old  Phelim  was  seated  in  the  sldff  whidi 
bore  him  to  the  shore  that  he  felt  something  in 
his  handy  which  he  opened  to  look  at :  it  was 
a  ;purae  with  several  gold  pieces  in  it.  He  re- 
membered De  Lacy  had  been  the  last  to  shake 
hands  with  him.  '^  God  bless  him  !  he  did  not 
forget  even  the  poor  owld  man  he  was  leaving 
behind  r  and  the  *  poor  old  man'  dropped  his 
head  upon  his  knees  and  aried  bitterly. 

The  sails  were  shaken  out,  and,  swelling  ta 
the  breeze,  bore  tbe  vessel  from  the  lovely 
harbour  of  Cove.     The  ship  was  soon  deai^ 
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ing  the  waters  of  the  Atlantic,  and  the  tearful 
eyes  of  many  an  emigrant  were  turned  towards 
the  shore  they  should  never  see  again. 

In  one  olose  group  stood  Rory  and  those 
who  were  dear  to  him.  De  Lacy  was  not  of 
their  party,  but  paced  up  and  down  the  deck 
alone,  and  felt  a  keener  pang  at  quitting  bis 
country  than  he  could  have  imagined  ;  and  as 
her  cliffs  were  lessening  to  his  view,  the  more 
they  became  endeared  to  bis  imagination,  and 
associations  to  which  he  did  not  think  his 
heart  was  open  asserted  their  influence  over 
the  exile.  In  an  hour  the  deck  was  clearer ; 
many  had  gone  below,  for  the  evening  was 
closing  fast:  but  still  Rory  and  his  group 
stood  in  the  same  spot,  and  looked  towards  the 
land ;  and  still  De  Lacy  paced  the  deck  alone, 
and  felt  most  solitary. 

The  wide  ocean  was  before  him,  and  the 
free  wind  sweeping  him  from  all  he  had  known, 
to  the  land  where  he  knew  none.  He  was  a 
stranger  on  the  sea ;  he  was  lonely,  and  he  felt 
his  loneliness.    He  looked  at  Rory  O'More, 
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the  centre  of  a  group  whom  he  loTed,  and  who 
lo^ed  him,  and  he  envied  the  resignation  which 
sat  on  the  faces  of  Kathleen  and  Mary  as  they 
looked  towards  their  lost  country,  while  their 
arms  were  entwined  round  the  hushand  and 
brother.  He  approached  them,  for  his  solitude 
became  painful,  and  he  spoke. 

**  We  shall  soon  see  the  last  of  old  Ireland, 
Rory.*^ 

**  Yes,  sir,"  answered  Rory  in  a  tone  imply- 
ing tender  r^ret. 

^^  But  you  have  all  those  with  you  who  are 
dear  to  you,  and  the  parting  is  less  sad.^ 

Thank  God,  I  have,"  said  Rory  fervently. 

And  you,  Mary,  are  a  brave  and  sensible 

girl.     I  am  glad  to  see  you  have  dried  your 


**  The  heart  may  be  sad,  sir,  without  the  eye 
being  wet." 

The  words  entered  De  Lacy^s  very  soul; 
and  as  he  looked  at  the  sweet  face  of  the  girl, 
whose  beauty  became  the  more  touching  from 
the  tinge  of  gentle  sadness  upon  it,  he  thought 
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how  many  as  lovely  a  cheek  had  withered  un- 
der the  blight  of  silent  grief. 

"  How  faint  the  shore  is  looking  now,  sir  !^ 
said  Mary. 

"  Yes,  Mary  ;^  and  De  Lacy  approached  her 
more  nearly  as  he  spoke.  After  a  few  minutes* 
silence,  while  they  stUl  kept  their  looks  upon 
the  rapidly-sinking  cliffs,  De  Lacy  asked 
Mary  if  she  thought  it  would  not  be  too  much 
for  her  feelings, — would  she  oblige  him  by — ** 

"  What,  sir  ?'^  said  Mary  timidly. 

"  Will  you  sing  me  *  The  Land  of  the  West  ?' 
It  is  the  last  time  any  of  us  shall  ever  hear  it  in 
sight  of  its  shores." 

A  blush  suffused  Mary^s  cheek  and  a  slight 
quiver  passed  across  her  lip  at  the  request. 

"  Perhaps  'tis  too  much  for  you,  Mary ;  if  so, 
do  not  sing ;  but  I  own  I  am  weak  at  this  mo* 
ment, — I  did  not  know  how  much  I  loved  poor 
Ireland." 

*^  I  '11  sing  it  for  you,  sir :  and  sure  I  would 
sing  the  song  for  the  dear  country  itself, — the 
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dear  coimtxy  !  and  though  I  may  cry^  maybe 
''twill  be  a  pleasure  to  my  heart.^ 

Surnmoniug  all  her  resolution,  she  essayed  to 
sing ;  and  after  the  first  few  words,  which  ware 
faltered  in  a  tremulous  tone,  her  voice  became 
firmer,  and  the  enthusiasm  which  love  of  coun* 
try  supplied  supporting  her  through  the  ef- 
fort, she  gave  an  expression  to  the  song  in- 
tensdy  touching.  As  she  was  concluding  the 
final  stanza,  the  last  beams  of  sunset,  splen- 
didly bright,  burst  through  the  purple  clouds 
of  the  horizon,  and  shed  a  golden  glow  on  '  the  , 
Land  of  the  West,'  as  the  inspired  singer 
apostrophised  it  De  Lacy  looked  upon  her, 
and  thought  of  his  dream :  it  was  the  sunset 
and  the  song,  and  the  same  lovely  face  which 
beamed  through  his  vision;  and  when  the 
touching  voice  of  the  girl  sank  in  its  final  ca- 
dence into  silence^  she  could  support  her  emo- 
tion no  longer — she  burst  into  tears,  and  held 
out  her  clasped  hands  towards  the  scarcely 
visible  shore. 

De  Lacy  put  his  arm  gently  round  her  waist, 
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and  the  unresisting  girl  wept  as  he  supported 
her.  "  Don't  weep,  Mary,  don't  weep,''  whis- 
pered De  Lacy  in  a  gentler  tone  than  she 
had  ever  heard  him  speak  before :  *^  we  shall 
see  many  a  lovely  sunset  together  in  the  woods 
of  America,  and  you  shall  often  sing  me  there 
« The  Land  of  the  West.' " 


THE   END. 
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